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PRAISE FOR AFTER THE REICH

“In After the Reich, Giles MacDonogh, a British author of several books about German history,
chronicles the final weeks of the war and the occupation that followed. His ambitious mission: to
offer a comprehensive, unsparing account of what happened to the German people when the
tables were turned. MacDonogh works to assemble a massive indictment of the victors, and his
array of detail and individual stories is both impressive and exhausting.” —Washington Post Book
World

“In his meticulously researched book After the Reich, British-born Giles MacDonogh, an expert
in German history, offers a different view of this ‘noble’ war’s aftermath. With unsparing detail
and ample documentation, he chronicles the events after the victory in Europe in May 1945 to
the Berlin airlift four years later, and exposes the slippery slope of the moral high ground many
of us believed the Allies possessed during those years. . . . One cannot read After the Reich
without thinking of the phrase ‘winning the war but losing the peace’ as the book draws a line
from the occupation directly to the division of Berlin and the Cold War that gripped much of
the world and informed foreign relations for the next 60 years. Scars across Europe from the
post—World War II era remain, and MacDonogh has picked the scab at a time of modern war

and occupation when, perhaps, the world most needs to examine an old wound.” —Boston
Globe

“VE Day on May 8, 1945 mocked the subsequent condition of Europe. As crowds in London,
Paris, and New York celebrated the declaration of peace, much more misery and death lay
ahead. Two, perhaps three million Germans perished in the years that followed: in captivity;
from hunger and casual violence; and above all, during the expulsions of ethnic Germans from
the east, [on] which the western Allies had agreed with the Russians before hostilities ended.
Giles MacDonogh’s book chronicles this saga from the liberation of Vienna to the 1948 Berlin
airlift and 1949 formation of Konrad Adenauer’s government in Bonn. It makes grimmer
reading than most war stories, because there is little redemptive courage or virtue. Here is a
catalogue of pillage, rape, starvation, inhumanity, and suffering on a titanic scale. . . . The book
brings together many stories that deserve to be much better known in the West.” —MAX HAST-
INGS, Sunday Times (London)

“Giles MacDonogh’s After the Reich is important and timely. He has a profound understanding
of Germany, which he communicates in a humane and engaging style. Though he is sensitive
to the sufferings of the Germans after the war, he never loses sight of the fact that this was an
occupation that the Western powers got right. Afier the Reich is a remarkable book, with a rich cast
of characters, and it has oblique relevance to our own problems in the wider world.” —wmicHAEL
BURLEIGH, author of The Third Reich: A New History and Sacred Causes

“Mr. MacDonogh has given readers the history of an era all too often ignored.” —
Contemporary Review

“The bitter experiences of a defeated Germany have often been forgotten. MacDonogh’s book,
drawing heavily on the often moving testimony of those who lived through them, brings them
brilliantly into the light.”—Sunday Times

“Unique and important.” —Guardian

“Mass deportations, murder, and brutalization of helpless noncombatants— these are the
crimes one readily associates with Hitler’s minions as they ravaged their way across Europe.
But MacDonogh, a journalist with particular expertise in German history, convincingly illus-
trates that this was the fate of millions of German-speaking civilians in the period from the fall
of Vienna to the Soviets to the Berlin airlift. . . . Given the horrors visited upon Europe by the
Nazis, one might be tempted to consider these atrocities as just retribution. However, Mac-
Donogh’s eloquent account of the suffering of these people is, one hopes, able to evoke strong
feelings of both revulsion and compassion from most readers.”  —ALA4 Booklist

“This absorbing study of the Allied occupation of Germany and Austria from 1945 to 1949
shows that the end of WWII by no means ended the suffering. A vengeful Red Army visited
on German women an ordeal of mass rape, while looting the Soviet occupation zone of
almost everything of value. . . . The result is a sobering view of how vengeance stained

(Page 2)



After The Reich - Giles MacDonogh
Allied victory.” —Publishers Weekly

“Throughout time it has been the victor who has written history, but here historian MacDonogh
examines the darker side of the Allied occupation of defeated Germany. . . . Of interest to
students of modern Europe, complementing W. G. Sebald’s On the Natural History of Destruction
(2003) and other studies of history from the point of view of the vanquished.” —Kirkus Reviews
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Preface

imposed on them following the criminal campaigns of Adolf Hitler. To some extent it is

a study in resignation, their acceptance of any form of indignity in the knowledge of the
great wrongs perpetrated by the National Socialist state. Not all of these Germans were involved
in these crimes, by any means, but with few exceptions they recognised that their suffering was
an inevitable result of them. I make no excuses for the crimes the Nazis committed, nor do I
doubt for one moment the terrible desire for revenge that they aroused.

THIS book is about the experience of the Germans in defeat. It is about the occupation

I have tried as much as possible to use individual accounts to give the flavour of the time.
Many of these are by women. There is an obvious reason for this: there were not many men
left. Those who survived did so in a variety of places, from internment camps to Soviet
mines. The subject is so vast that I have had to use a broad brush. Some elements are
immensely well covered, such as the American Zone and the beginnings of the Cold War. It
was the start of the American century and the end of isolation, after all. Other parts of the
story are hardly told: the French occupation, for example. Because I wished to give the tenor
of everyday life at the time, I have divided the book into four parts: the first looks at the chaos
that followed the end of the war within the lands that were then Germany, and the punitive
stance of the Allies; the second looks at the day-to-day existence of the Germans and
Austrians; the third examines crime and punishment; and the fourth introduces the chronolo-
gy and records the major political developments from Potsdam to the foundation of the two
German republics. The Austrian State Treaty lies outside the scope of this book, as it did not
occur until 1955.

My ‘Germans’ are the German-speaking peoples as they are massed in central Europe. I
have therefore included Austria, which called itself ‘German Austria’ until it was annexed
in 1938, and subsequently became part of the Greater German Reich. I mention the South
Tyrol in Italy, because Austrians saw that as part of their lands, as well as other satellites in
Yugoslavia, for instance. I have also examined the plight of the so-called ‘ethnic’ Germans who
were expelled, mostly from Czechoslovakia, but also from Hungary and Romania. Elsewhere
‘Germany’ is defined by its 1937 borders, and I have referred to towns and villages by the names
Germans would have known. Where possible I have included the Polish or Czech names too.

Although it was my first intention to study the German-speaking peoples as they suffered
their chastisements on the ground, I soon realised that it was impossible to make any sense
of what was happening without reference to what was taking place on Mount Olympus: the
Allied command HQs and the political forces behind them. I had to travel de haut en bas and
vice versa — to examine the effect of the occupation on the Germans, but also to look upstairs
at what the Olympians were doing, and see what they had in store. On the other hand I have
always tried to focus on Germans, not on the Allies.
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The book is the fruit of my long acquaintance with both Germany and Austria. My interest
began during a short stay in Cologne in my mid-teens and a meeting with one of the two
modern German novelists whose writings have most coloured this book. I was a guest of the
Boll family and one afternoon the later Nobel Prize winner Heinrich B6ll came to tea. He
introduced me to Underberg, the viciously powerful bitters, and I can still feel the wave of
fire travelling up from my stomach to my cheeks. We argued about Irish Republicanism,
which he favoured. It wasn’t until much later that I began to respect his books, and admire
the picture of the returned soldier in those early stories and novels.

I met Ernst Jiinger many years later, through my friend the eccentric hotelier Andreas
Kleber, who was then still in possession of his family hotel, the Kleber Post in Saulgau in
Wiirttemberg (incidentally one of the first venues for the writers’ group Gruppe 47). One
night I had dinner with Jiinger there and the two of us spoke to ZDF television about the
meaning of Prussia. Jiinger was a writer from the generation before B6ll, but outlived the
younger man by decades. He was a mere ninety-seven when I met him and had another six
years to live. Again conversation turned to drink: the bottle of Pommard he consumed with
his wife every night (he had two-thirds of it, he confessed), and his real love — Cha-
teauneuf-du-Pape.

He became more serious when he complained that he could not wear his Pour le Mérite medal,
which he had won in the Great War, when he had been left for dead on the field of battle. He
was, | think, the last surviving military holder of the medal. The Allies had swiftly banned the
wearing of decorations, and the Federal Republic has followed suit. War could not be
officially celebrated, and that went for acts of heroism too. I recalled the First World War
memorial in the little park in Berlin-Friedenau where I had stayed with friends. The
inscription had been chipped off: in Germany such things were taboo, while in Britain war
memorials were still placed at the focal point of any town or hamlet. In Germany there
were no more heroes. The Germans had lost the right to them.

Friends of mine, even published historians, have often told me that the Germans ‘deserved
what they got’ in 1945: it was a just punishment for their behaviour in occupied lands and
for the treatment of the Jews at home. This book is not intended to excuse the Germans,
but it does not hesitate to expose the victorious Allies in their treatment of the enemy at
the peace, for in most cases it was not the criminals who were raped, starved, tortured or
bludgeoned to death but women, children and old men. What I record and sometimes call
into question here is the way that many people were allowed to exact that revenge by
military commanders, even by government ministers; and that when they did so they often
killed the innocent, not the guilty. The real murderers all too often died in their beds.

It is true that some of the old men and a lot of the women had voted for Hitler, but it should
be recalled once again that he never achieved more than 37.4 per cent of the vote in a free
election, and in the last one he was down to 33.1 per cent.! That meant that, even at his most
popular, 62.6 per cent of the German electorate were unmoved by his programme. Of course,
at that point it did not propose the slaughter of the European Jews (he never made any public
statement on this subject other than dark allusions that have become easier to read in
retrospect); nor did it mention his desire to confront Soviet Russia and enslave the Slavs;
nor did it hint that he would eventually bring the roof down on the German house and kill a
large number of its inmates. It is possible that he might have secured more votes that way,
but I think not. To make all Germans responsible for the relatively docile Hitler of 1933 is to
apply the Allied weapon of collective guilt. Collective guilt makes them all responsible:
women, old men and children, even newborn babies — they were German and they could also
be slaughtered or starved to death. Indeed, the Soviet propagandist Ilya Ehrenburg exhorted

the Red Army not to save ‘the child in its mother’s womb’.2

There were many Russians, Poles and Czechs who were not ashamed to feel that way in the
heady days of liberation. Some of them were as young as fifteen at the time they joined ad hoc
police squads and they may still be alive today and healthy; but I think few of them would now
own up to the acts of terrible violence they committed.
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If children are included in collective guilt, this could be accepted on the basis that they were
going to grow up to be Germans and therefore possibly Nazis. Then, of course, we need to
determine at what age a child becomes a German, and can be blamed for the crimes of his
country. It is clearly not twenty-one (when many are already in the army), or eighteen (when
they were likely to have been called up, and were often among the bravest and most ruthless
fighters), or sixteen (when they had already been drafted into anti-aircraft units or, like Glinter
Grass, about to be forced into the SS), or indeed younger (Hitler Youth boys as young as
twelve distinguished themselves in the Battle of Berlin). Maybe in an indoctrinated society a
cut-off point for guilt needs to be imposed at seven, and, if so, a date needs to be fixed when
the child had attained that age. Was it 1933 or 1945 (twelve years after the last free election)?

Of course the real reason why the Allies imposed the idea of collective guilt was that it was a
useful way of depriving the Germans of rights and national sovereignty. Once their guilt was
assumed, they could be punished. They were to be at the mercy of the Allies until their
conquerors had decided what to do with them, and in the meantime they could not protest
about their treatment.

Then there is the issue of tit-for-tat. The Anglo-Americans wisely fought shy of exacting
reparations because they realised that they would then have to pay to feed the Germans; and
that if they left the Germans an industrial base they might be able to feed themselves. The
tit-for-tat school of retribution and revenge goes back a long, long way. Historically minded
Germans might blame the French for the Thirty Years War (which caused bloodshed on a
similar scale to the Great War) or for the territorial ambitions of Louis XIV. More might recall
the Napoleonic invasion of Germany and the occupation of Prussia. Bismarck was famously
intractable in 1871 when the French demanded mercy, saying there was not a tree in his
country that did not bear the scars of the French years. Then the jackboot was on the other
foot. On each occasion there were territorial cessions and crippling reparations to pay.
Someone needed to cry halt. But the business surfaced again at Versailles in 1919, and there
was the same punitive peace. After the Second World War most wise men understood that a
peace treaty would have been a farce. It was left to what Churchill called ‘our consciences to
civilisation’ to determine how the enemy was to be treated.

Post-war Germany is a problem that has taxed me for years and it is hard to know now who has
helped me with this particular book. Some, perhaps many of them, are already dead. Some
names stand out in my mind, others were often nameless people I met on my travels, and who
unburdened themselves over a late-night drink, or a second glass at lunchtime.

In London my friends Karl-Heinz and Angela Bohrer have been constant in their encourage-
ment over the years. Karl-Heinz was kind enough to give me an extensive interview on his
childhood in post-war Germany. Angela long ago gave me a copy of her mother Charlotte
von der Schulenburg’s privately printed memoirs. I also learned much from the writings of
her aunt, Tisa von der Schulenburg, and from my meetings with her. My neighbour in
Kentish Town Nick Jacobs, owner of the German-specialist publisher Libris, was kind
enough to lend books and copy interesting articles. In Oxford I thank Sudhir Hazareesingh;
Robert Gildea for providing me with some suggestions for reading on the French occupation
of Germany; and Blair Worden for explaining the role of Hugh Trevor-Roper.

Germany provides me with many memories and much assistance, from my friend Ursula
Heinzelmann in Berlin; Gertrud Loewe; Eva Raps in Wiesbaden; and in the wine country
growers told me of their experiences of the immediate post-war years. The late Prince Franz
von Sayn-Wittgenstein in Munich sent me his privately printed memoirs; Daria Fiirstin von
Thurn und Taxis the unpublished memoirs of her uncle Willy; and Christiane von Maasburg
gave me permission to quote from the Magisterarbeit she wrote on Nikolaus von Maasburg. A
kind lady in Hildesheim recounted harrowing details of the trek she undertook from
Pomerania as a child of six; the retired border guard Captain Schmidt in Coburg told me no
less moving stories of his childhood in Silesia; an anonymous man in Malbork, Poland,
briefly informed me of how he evaded the Polish authorities after the war; an ethnic German
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woman in Opolne offered to pray for me, if [ gave her ten marks; a former Danzig policeman
I met in Titisee-Neustadt told me about his time in an American camp in Passau, surrounded
by members of the French Division Charlemagne.

In Vienna, enormous thanks are due above all to my friends Christopher Wentworth-Stanley and
Sebastian Cody. Christopher found me literature on post-war Austria and read a part of the
manuscript, as did Ambassador Erwin Matsch. Sebastian was kind enough to read and comment
on a number of chapters. Johannes Popper von Podhragy sent me articles from his late father’s
archive. Dr Wolfgang Mueller provided me with much help and a useful book list. On Lake
Bled, Janez Fajfar showed me the wonderful mural in the hotel he has run for decades in the
palace where Tito and Stalin fell out in 1947. In Prague I was counselled by Dr Anna Bryson and
in Sofia by my old friend Professor Evgeni Dainov.

I am also grateful to all those who helped locate or donated pictures: John Aycoth in
Washington, Sebastian Cody and Christopher Wentworth-Stanley in Vienna, Lady Antonia
Fraser, Livia Gollancz and Dennis Sewell in London, Manfred Pranghofer and Rudi Miiller
of the Oberhaus Museum in Passau, Bob McCreery, Klaus Mohr of the Sudetendeutsches
Archiv in Munich, Bengt von zur Miihlen of Chronos Films in Berlin, Eva Reinhold-Weisz
of Bohlau Verlag in Vienna, Elisabeth Ruge of the Berlin Verlag in Berlin, Thomas Urban
of the Herder Institut in Marburg, Mrs C. Skinner at Eton College, Manfred Grieger and
Ulrike Gutzmann at Volkswagen in Vienna.

My thanks are due to the staffs of the British Library and the German Historical Institute. At
John Murray I am grateful to my editor Roland Philipps, to Caro Westmore and Rowan Yapp,
to Douglas Matthews, for making me yet another exemplary index; and to Peter James, whose
demanding questions sent me back to my books over and over again.

I would also like to thank my family for their patience, especially in the last days when my
body was over-charged with adrenalin and I was able to think and talk of little else.

Giles MacDonogh London, October 2006

Chronology
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30 March 1945
8 April 1945

9 April 1945

13 April 1945

2 May 1945

6 May 1945

7 May 1945

23 May 1945

5 June 1945

9 July 1945

17 July-2

22 July 1945

30 July 1945

15 August 1945
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5 March 1946
July 1946
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6 September 1946
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Danzig falls
The Red Army enters Vienna
Kénigsberg falls
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Berlin falls
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Germany is divided into zones
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Moscow CFM
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Paris CFM
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Byrnes’s Stuttgart speech
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22 October 1946 Berlin elections

12 December 1946 New York CFM

16 January 1947 London CFM

25 February 1947 Prussia abolished by Control Council Law 46

March 1947 Moscow CFM

June 1947 Robert Schuman president of the council in France. Paris CFM.
Marshall’s Harvard speech

November 1947 London CFM

6—7 December 1947  People’s Congress for Unity in East Berlin

17 March 1948 Brussels Pact and Prague Coup

17-18 March 1948 Second People’s Congress for Unity in East Berlin
20 March 1948 Russians leave the Control Council 31 March—2 April

1948 Little Berlin Blockade
April to June 1948 London CFM

7 June 1948 London Agreement

17 June 1948 The Russians quit the Kommandatura

24 June 1948 Motorway blocked to Berlin
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1 July 1948 Berlin cut off from the West
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Introduction

In the years 1945 to 1946 Germany was a collection of denouncers, black-marketeers, prisoners,
refugees from justice and tireless whingers. The Allies announced that the Germans needed to
be handled with a rod of iron. It was pure nonsense.

Franz Prinz zu Sayn-Wittgenstein, Streifziige durch die Landschaften meines Lebens, privately
printed, Munich 2000, 166

million dead German soldiers, by 7 May 1945 at least 1.8 million German civilians had

perished and 3.6 million homes had been destroyed (20 per cent of the total), leaving 7.5
million homeless; and the bloodshed was going to continue for a lot longer. As many as 16.5
million Germans were to be driven from their homes. Of these some two and a quarter million
would die during the expulsions from the south and east.1*

THE war had been the bloodiest yet, particularly for civilians. Laying aside some three

It was called die Stunde null (Zero Hour), though it was nothing of the kind. Germany was
wrecked from top to bottom, but memories were still acute, the country had a past, and a large
body of people who had supported the ancien régime needed to be assessed and rendered
harmless. As it was, like Weimar, many of them were carried over into the new post-Nazi
world.2 There were simply too many of them, and most had lost their faith in Hitler when his
armies were defeated at Stalingrad.

In May 1945 National Socialism was as good as dead. Apart from a few desperate ideologists,
as anxious to save their skins as defend their creed, the vast majority of Germans had already
come to the conclusion that it had been founded on a terrible fallacy. Defeat was one thing,
but, as the dramatist Carl Zuckmayer pointed out a few years after the end of the conflict,
Germans — even those in the Hitler Youth and the Waffen-SS — were already conscious of
the country’s ‘moral bankruptcy’. The defeated Germans surprised their conquerors by
their docility. They offered next to no resistance to them. They did what they were told.
Of the promised Werewolves — Nazi guerrillas trained to fight in occupied territory — there
was virtually no sign.

To some extent Germans believed the Allied propaganda: the Russians, the Americans, the
British and the French had come to ‘liberate’ them. The Allies may have freed the Germans
of their National Socialist shackles, but they did a lot of other things to them first. The
novelist and psychiatrist Alfred Doblin records a conversation he had with a well-brought-
up girl in the Black Forest. ‘We received the Allies with so much joy’, she told D6blin, “as
liberators. And in the first week everything made us happy. The Allies were so lucky with
us. Then they started requisitioning rooms, hotels, flats; we could take nothing with us.
That took the wind out of our sails.” Doblin told her that the war wasn’t over yet. She asked
him when it would be concluded. He said: ‘When the ruins are knocked down and the
rubble cleared away, and when new houses have been built where everyone can have a
home and they can come out of their shelters and sheds. When the economy has taken off
once more, when politics are stable again. Fraulein E., you are young. You will live to see
the peace. Later, when you look back on the present time, you will be astonished that you

were young enough to believe that it was peace.’3

For some Germans defeat was what they were waiting for: it fulfilled their most eager hopes.
In his dark first novel, Kreuz ohne Liebe, written in the years immediately following German
defeat, Heinrich Boll explores the feelings of an anti-Nazi who has been fighting in the army
from day one. Christoph Bachem’s brother has been shot. He is a Nazi who repents in the end
and saves Christoph’s life. Christoph’s best friend has spent the war in a concentration camp,
a victim of the same brother. Christoph enjoys a brief sojourn with his wife, Cornelia, before
losing her for good after deserting and fleeing to the west. He indulges his feelings of utter
nihilism. ‘No,’ he said tiredly, ‘I want no more. It is horrible to have been a soldier in a war
for six years and always to have had to wish that it would be lost; to see the collapse, and at

(Page 15)



After The Reich - Giles MacDonogh

the same time to know that whatever power succeeds it, and kicks the daylights out of the
corpse of this state, will quite probably be equally diabolic; the devil possesses all the power
in this world, and a change of power is only a change of rank among devils, that I believe for

certain.”” Bachem has no faith in the Allies either. As he tells Cornelia,

Do you believe, then, that these people who are about to conquer us with their rubber soles
and tins of Spam, will ever understand what we have suffered? Do you believe they will
understand what it feels like to be showered with their bombs and shells and at the same
time to be sullied by this diabolic state; what it means to be crushed between these two
millstones? They simply cannot have suffered as much as us, and since Christ’s death there
has been a hierarchy of suffering in which we will remain the victors, without the world
ever learning or understanding what it was we felt.4

The Allies may have chosen to style themselves as ‘liberators’ but they came in hate. In the
cases of the Russians, French, Poles and Czechs, this was understandable. To be occupied
is to be violated, even when it is not coupled with regular atrocities. The atrocities
committed by the SS and the Wehrmacht in Poland and Russia were horrendous, and they
were not lacking in France and Czechoslovakia either. It is hardly surprising that there were
acts of revenge. Any SS man found in the east was liable to be subjected to the most
fabulous torture and death. Such things we may understand, but surely never condone.

As the Soviets chose to introduce their own brand of ideology along the way, controlled
‘revolutions’ were carried out too, by the ‘Lublin’ Poles (those patronised by Moscow rather
than the West) and the Czechs. The middle and upper classes were ruthlessly dispossessed.
Their homes were sequestered, while they themselves were imprisoned, tortured and in
many cases killed. In the Prussian east the old, Junker squirearchy was wiped out without
mercy.

The French worked the hatred out of their systems in a few acts of grisly violence. Demon-
strations of gross brutality were comparatively rare in the British army. For a few years
Germany became another colony, dealing with the Germans a burden placed on the Christian
white man. It was like India all over again. The Americans, however, saw it differently:
although both the British and the Americans used films and photographs of the camps to
encourage their soldiers to be hard-hearted and to chastise Germans, it seems to have had
more effect on American Gls, who took their brief that much more seriously — that is, until
the politicians decided the German people were to be wooed. There was a PR war to win now,
against the new enemy, the Soviet Union.

With the exception of the death camps in Poland, which had already been closed and blown
up by the Germans, all the most infamous concentration camps together with work camps
were put back to use by the Allies: Auschwitz-Birkenau,5 Sachsenhausen and Buchenwald
for the Russians; Dachau for the Americans and Bergen-Belsen for the British, not to
mention the grisly Ebensee in the Salzkammergut, where the Americans kept 44,000 SS
men. This strikes us as disgusting now, but there were obvious logistical reasons for using
them, together with an understandable temptation to ‘rub the Germans’ noses in their own
mess’. Central Europe was teeming with homeless DPs (displaced persons) who were in the
process of resettlement after ethnic cleansing. Millions of POWs were also held in camps.
In the east they were earmarked for work details and they needed to be housed. Some were
to be allotted a more sinister fate. They too needed to be put in a secure place until their
destiny was decided.

While the fate of the Jews shocked the British and the Americans and — particularly in the
case of the Americans — sharpened their attitudes towards the conquered nation, the Soviet
authorities made little of it. The anonymous author of 4 Woman in Berlin, for example, was

surprised: ‘no Russian has so far reproached me for the German persecution of the Jews’.6
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When the Allies invaded Germany in the first half of 1945, they came bearing war aims and
plans. They had gone to war because they had been provoked by the Axis powers. Now the
desire was to crush Germany and its allies. ‘Their effort to emerge victorious included
neither an aim to destroy any segment of the German population nor a plan to save any part
of Germany’s victims,” one historian has written. ‘The post-war punishment of perpetrators
was largely a consequence of afterthoughts. The liberation of the survivors was almost
entirely a by-product of victory. The Allies could harmonise with their war effort all sorts
of denunciations of the Germans, but there was no disposition to deviate from military goals
for the deliverance of the Jews. In that sense the destruction of the Jews presented itself as

a problem with which the Allies could not effectively deal.’?

The Allies needed to win first, before they could even think about how they would clear up
the mess. The first war aim was to establish security, which the Treaty of Versailles of 1919
had singularly failed to do.

At first there were only the British. When Churchill came to power in 1940 ‘appeasement’
was already a dirty word. ‘Vansittartism’, which saw the Germans as a tribe of incorrigible
louts from the time of Tacitus to the present day, had become the dominant thinking in
governing circles. It was developed by the diplomat Lord Vansittart, who spent part of the
war giving radio broadcasts which examined different Germans in turn, pointing out how
nasty they all were. Vansittartism inspired historians to search archives for further evidence

of the deep-seated evilness of the Germans. To some extent it is still alive today.8

The first Vansittartite directive to emerge from Whitehall was ‘absolute silence’. Officially, at
least, Her Majesty’s Government would not talk to Germans. With time ‘absolute silence’ gave
way to ‘unconditional surrender’. There was to be no negotiated peace this time. The opposite
school was that of the historian E. H. Carr, who thought that a civilised Germany was merely a
question of finding the right man. In Britain’s first studies for a post-war Germany there was
discussion of reparations: Germany would thereby be deprived of the means to make war. From
the summer of 1943 the task of planning the occupation was handed over to Clement Attlee, who
would become one of the ‘Big Three’ at the Potsdam Conference when the Conservatives lost
the July 1945 election.

The Western Allies tended to agree with Robert Vansittart that the Second War had been
largely caused by the perpetrators of the First, and that meant Prussia. It was a long time before
they came to terms with the idea of Nazism as a non-Prussian movement. The Atlantic Charter
of 14 April 1941 had a little flavour of Woodrow Wilson’s Fourteen Points twenty-three years
before. An expression of the principles on which the peace was to be based, it was drawn up
by Churchill and amended by Roosevelt. The American president added the passages con-

demning aggressive war and calling for German disarmament.10 It was followed by the
Declaration of the United Nations signed by twenty-six governments on 1 January 1942, an
agreement to uphold the Atlantic Charter.

The first meeting between Churchill and Roosevelt to discuss war aims was held in New-
foundland in August 1941. Churchill was more pragmatic than Roosevelt; the American
leader was much more hostile to the Germans. He had been partially educated in Germany
and he had come home with strongly held anti-German views. He had no desire to meet a

member of the German resistance who came to see him at the beginning of the war.11 The
two leaders decided that there would be no annexations after the successful campaign, and
no territorial changes would be effected that did not accord with the freely expressed wishes
of the peoples concerned. The high-minded principles expressed at that time formed the basis
for the Atlantic Charter — Pax Americana. Future wars would be prevented by stopping Germany
from disturbing the peace. Germany was to be demilitarised, denazified and made to restore

the land it had poached from its neighbours.12

German and Austrian émigrés played an important role in shaping American thinking after
1941. Many of them worked in the Research and Analysis Branch (R & A) of Military
Intelligence (OSS). Prominent were the historians Hajo Holborn and Felix Gilbert, the politi-
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cologues Otto Kirchheimer, John Herz and Franz Leopold Neumann and the philosopher
Herbert Marcuse. The most important of them was Franz Neumann, the author of Behemoth:
The Structure and Practise of National Socialism. Neumann argued for a radical reconstruc-
tion of Germany to avoid repeats of Hitler’s coming to power. One key plank to his doctrine
was the establishment of some sort of European Union. The traditional Germany was to be
removed by a social revolution.13 There was only a brief window when the Western Allies tried
to woo the Jews. This corresponded to the time of the first Nuremberg trials. When East and
West fell out for good, the Allies — the West in particular — were prepared to sweep a good deal
under the carpet in order to groom their new German ally and relieve themselves of the
unpleasant business of censuring its people for their past conduct.

The Allies had nonetheless been influenced in their designs by a sizeable body of literature
penned by exiles. Books by Hermann Rauschning and Konrad Heiden, and Sebastian Haffn-
er’s Germany — Jekyll & Hyde, instructed the Allies on how to deal with a post-Nazi Germany.
The bacillus (to borrow a word from the Nazis themselves) had to be wiped out completely.
Haffner wanted to see Germany broken up into small states, a much more extreme solution
than the eventual Federal Republic, which created autonomous regions. For the British the
Prussians were still the enemy. Churchill, for one, wished to see the south Germans more
mildly treated than the ‘Prussians’ in the north: Nazy tyranny and Prussian militarism ‘must

be absolutely destroyed’.14

By 1943 the Allies knew they were going to win. Stalingrad and the subsequent collapse of
Hitler’s Russian offensive made that abundantly clear. The Allies could now sit down and
decide what they were going to do with Germany. The military plan was enshrined in Operation
Eclipse. In the winter of 1943 the European Advisory Commission or EAC met to work out how
Germany would be administered. It met again on 18 February 1944, and by this time the cake
had been properly portioned out: Soviet Russia was to receive 40 per cent of Germany’s land

mass, 36 per cent of its population and 33 per cent of its productive capacity.” Britain and
America took the remainder. Likewise Berlin was to be divided in three.

Stalingrad engendered a new mood among the Allies. Both the Americans and the British
were smitten with Stalin and the great progress he was making. The Americans now saw
themselves carving up the world with the Soviet Union and were worried that the Russians
would not approve of their close relations with the British and their ideologically unaccept-
able empire. Churchill was worried — and continued to be worried even after victory — that
the Americans would not stay in Europe and would leave him to face the Russians across
the ideological divide.15 At the Casablanca Conference in January 1943 the Allies decided
that Germany was to surrender ‘unconditionally’. What that meant Churchill explained to
the House of Commons on 22 February 1944. The Allies would not stain their ‘victorious
army by inhumanity’: ‘unconditional surrender means the victors have a free hand ... If we

are bound, we are bound by our own consciences to civilisation.’16 What else that meant was
not really clear to anyone, but it gave Churchill room for manoeuvre.

The American who was urging the greatest retribution against the Germans was Roosevelt’s
treasury secretary, Henry Morgenthau — although the text of his plan was largely written by
his assistant Harry Dexter White.+ Morgenthau was ‘touched by atrocities against the Jewish
race’.17 His idea was a ‘peace of punishment’ which involved splitting the country into four
states that would be almost entirely agrarian. Austria was to be cut in two. The secretary of
war, Henry L. Stimson, thought this idea of ‘pas-toralisation’ unnecessarily harsh, but ‘the
President’s vindictiveness kept the Treasury proposal alive’. At that time Roosevelt was still
keen to see the United States and Soviet Russia rule the world together.18

Germany was to be reformed by the ‘four Ds’: decentralisation, demilitarisation, denazifica-
tion and democracy. The US War Department’s Civil Affairs Division (CAD) was responsi-
ble for post-war planning. The army also liked the Morgenthau Plan as it promoted the sort
of chaos that suited their strategic aims: it was therefore at the heart of the crucial US Joint
Chiefs of Staff document JCS 1067. Both Roosevelt and Churchill had their moments of
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flirtation with the draconian plan. In August 1944 Roosevelt for one had lost patience with
the Germans. ‘The German people should be taught their responsibility for the war and for a
long time they should have only soup for breakfast, soup for lunch and soup for dinner.” His
then secretary for mobilisation, James Byrnes, added: ‘It did not sound like President Roosevelt.

He was very angry.’19

* At this stage the Soviet share included eastern Germany within its 1937 borders. Much of this
was later hived off and awarded to Poland.

1 This is disputed. Michael Balfour says Morgenthau wrote the first draft: Michael Balfour and
John Mair, Four Power Control in Germany and Austria 1945-1946, Oxford 1956, 20 n3.

In these moments Churchill played along. Roosevelt’s Morgenthau mood reached its height
at the Quebec Conference in August 1943, when he expressed his approval for an eliminatory
‘Carthaginian Peace’. At the time he pretended that he only wanted to shore up Britain; to
‘keep Britain from going into complete bankruptcy at the end of the war’. The Ruhr was

going to give Britain the means to survive.20

At Teheran (28 November to 1 December 1943) Britain agreed to a change in Poland’s eastern
borders. Later Churchill would make a great play of the fact that he had tried his best for
Poland, but he gave himself away in the House of Commons on 27 February 1945 when he
offered British citizenship to any Poles who did not wish to return to their country. He knew
that they were not to regain their liberty, or even all their territory. Roosevelt was more
cautious about accepting Stalin’s demands for a ratification of the treaty signed with Hitler:
there were elections coming up and there were lots of Polish Americans who might object. He

didn’t like the idea of Stalin annexing the Baltic States either.21

Roosevelt began to backtrack about the Morgenthau Plan after the meeting in Quebec. It was
not Morgenthau but the cooler Byrnes who accompanied him to the Yalta Conference from s
to 11 February 194s5. By that time the idea of splitting Germany up into autonomous regions
was no longer so popular. The US was for a federal system. At the Teheran Conference the
call had been for five pieces; by the time the leaders met in Moscow, they were down to two.
Roosevelt’s vice-president and successor Harry Truman was not at all keen on the Morgenthau
Plan, which he branded ‘an act of revenge’. ‘My aim is a unified Germany with a centralised

government in Berlin.” Morgenthau himself was rather miffed.22

Stalin was also a supporter of the Morgenthau Plan, but the noises he put out to the West
altered several times: at Teheran he was in favour of a divided Germany; at Yalta he wanted
unity, but Allied zones of occupation; at Potsdam he argued for a single economic unit. He
feared that the German beast would rise again and seek revenge if it were not well and truly
slain. He was also keen to satisfy Russian public opinion by granting a ‘day of judgment’,
when the Germans would feel the full weight of their conquerors’ fury. The West was afraid
that he meant ultimately to extend communism to the Rhine, or even the Atlantic, but if he was
to export it to central and western Europe he would need support on the ground: the punish-
ment of the Germans could not go on for too long, as he needed to have them on his side.23
Stalin also feared the West. He believed that Britain and America were planning to make a
separate peace with the Germans and would use the German army to attack him. It was only
when the Americans fought the bloody campaign in the Ardennes, which ended in January 1945,

that he was satisfied that the West would not sign a separate peace.24

France had yet to join the top table and for the time being French goals were subtly different.
When the EAC met in February, France was still occupied by the Germans. The French
nonetheless drew up a list of war aims: German surrender, withdrawal from occupied
territory, the destruction of the Wehrmacht, Allied occupation of Germany, punishment of
war criminals and large-scale reparations, particularly in German coal and coke.25 There was
not much new from Clemenceau at Versailles. This changed a little at the liberation. Now
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France’s chief concern was its recognition as a great power. It was quick to field an army to
that effect. Its wartime leader in exile, Charles de Gaulle, wanted to grab what he could while
the going was good.

The Soviets’ aims have been the subject of prolonged discussion, as their apparent desire to
inflict communism on the whole of mainland Europe was the reason for the Cold War. What
documentary evidence there is has been examined since the end of that war by — among others
— Vojtech Mastny. We know, for example, that the plans were drawn up by a team composed
of Maisky, Litvinov and Voroshilov. Assistant foreign minister Maisky was responsible for
Germany and reparations, while Litvinov handled peace treaties and Voroshilov was in
charge of military planning. According to Mastny, Stalin was flexible and pragmatic, ‘lest he
ask for too much, or too little’.26 Though there was no master-plan, there were minimum war
aims: Stalin wanted to retain Russia’s western borders as established by the Hitler—Stalin
Pact of 1939. That meant hanging on to Poland east of the Bug, as well as the Baltic States;
he wanted no repetition of the small power blocs that had dominated eastern central European
politics in the 1930s. The Soviet Union was to be the sole military great power in mainland
Europe — this included France and Italy — a policy that caused friction with Tito, who aspired
to that position.

Stalin also wanted to see the establishment of strong communist parties in all the lands occupied
by his armies and was keen for these parties to play important roles and to be active. On the other
hand they were not to bring about revolutions and they were not to follow the Soviet model. He
told Maurice Thorez, the French communist leader, that he was to find friends.

So far as Germany was concerned, Stalin was open on all issues but the Polish one: he wanted
to compensate the Poles with German land. He also sought to avoid recreating a German
‘pressure-cooker’ by hemming the country in with antipathetic neighbours. However, he was
anxious not to breed a lasting desire for revenge. He wanted reparations. He told Maisky to
take as much out of Germany as he could without starving its people.27 It was obviously also
to be deprived of its military might, but Stalin was indifferent to the form of regime:
multi-party democracy or communist party.

In his relations with the Western Allies, Stalin sought a co-operative Realpolitik to allow for
Germany’s reconstruction. Europe was to be carved into two interest blocs controlled by the
Soviet Union and Britain. Russia would extend its sphere to include Sweden and Turkey,
whereas Britain would take in all of western Europe to the Rhine as well as Greece. At the
centre would lie a neutral zone made up of Germany, Austria, Italy, Denmark and Norway.
Stalin told German exiles in Moscow that he had opposed the repackaging of Germany in
small states. Even so, he wanted to exploit central Europe for his arms programme. The Cold
War was definitely not desired by the Soviet leader, although his distrustful and antagonistic
nature may have contributed to worsening relations. The Soviet consolidation of eastern
Europe was in response to the Marshall Plan, America’s programme of economic aid

launched in 1947.28

The reduction of Germany to a number of states was another project that failed to come to
fruition after the First World War. Splitting Germany up into manageable units had been
advocated by Haffner, as already noted. The French were keen to wrest away the western
regions. On 12 August 1944 de Gaulle proposed an indefinite occupation of ‘Rhenania’,
expressing a policy that had been at the heart of French ambitions in central Europe since
the Thirty Years War. He reiterated his determination in January 1946: ‘we hold on to the
Rhine’.29 There should be no return to a centralised Reich. The Russians were less keen on
breaking up Germany, and were unimpressed by de Gaulle’s projects for ‘Rhenania’, despite
the French pandering to them by advocating the cession of German regions east of the Oder
to the Poles and the Russians.30 In October 1944 de Gaulle pushed for a separate zone of
occupation for France. He would achieve ‘Rhenania’ by hook or by crook. He demanded the
Rhineland north of Alsace, the Saar and the west bank of the Rhine as far as Cologne, as

well as the Palatinate, Baden and all the Hesses. The British pledged him part of their zone.31
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De Gaulle rejected Morgenthau’s proposal to ‘pastoralise’ Germany.

He felt it would create an economic crisis, and besides France needed the produce of German
industry. He also had to reckon with a French desire for revenge. A poll taken early in 1945
showed that 76 per cent of the French wanted Germany split up; 59 per cent wanted a
proportion of all Germans deported; 80 per cent supported General Leclerc’s proposal to
shoot five Germans for any attack on French army personnel; two-thirds were in favour of
annexing the Saar; 87 per cent thought the Soviets would be able to punish the Germans

properly; while only 9 per cent had any confidence in the Americans.3? De Gaulle was still
wrestling with proposals for massive changes to the shape of Germany and, if needs be,
shifting huge numbers of Germans. Silesia was to be given to the Poles, while the Rhineland
and Westphalia would be administered by the Allies. Originally he thought that the fifteen
million Germans living in the latter could be moved out, but then decided that the project

would be ‘too grandiose’.??

There was a an element of Bella figura too. As Georges Bidault, the head of the resistance
organisation, put it, the French had to play a major role in the war after the liberation,

otherwise ‘the Germans will not look on them as conquerors’.?* Unfortunately the Ameri-
cans, Roosevelt in particular, were unwilling to equip the French army to play that major role.
At the end of 1944, de Gaulle tried his hand in Moscow. Stalin managed to get de Gaulle to
recognise his ‘Lublin’ Poles over the London government in exile as the price for a Franco-
Soviet treaty.

The Allied zones were ratified at Yalta in February 1945. France was once again excluded.
Russia was making strides towards winning the war. Its troops were poised to cross the Oder
while the Western Allies had yet to cross the Rhine. Churchill argued for including the
French among the victorious powers. Stalin reluctantly agreed. He did not think the French
had pulled their weight and in 1940 they had let the Germans in. France might have a zone,

‘but only as a kindness and not because she is entitled to it’.35 Roosevelt sent Harry Hopkins

to Paris to sugar the pill:3¢ the French were to have a small zone in the west, carved out of
the British and American portions. An Allied Control Council was to be set up to deal with
questions affecting all four zones. It would meet in Berlin.

In April 1945 the Western Allies had second thoughts. The Americans had pushed far into
Saxony, which had been allotted to the Soviets; and the British had taken a sizeable chunk
of Mecklenburg. Some people were hoping that the Western Allies would push on, take
Berlin and turn on Soviet Russia. Chief among these was Hitler himself, and his propaganda
minister, Goebbels. As it was, the British and Americans did not turn on their Russian ally
— possibly because Hitler, Himmler and Goebbels were so anxious for them to do so; but they
did hang on to their booty for a while, and Churchill for one was anxious to use it as a counter
for Soviet assurances about their territorial acquisitions. The new US president — Roosevelt
died that April — Harry Truman would not listen, however, and the Russians moved into
Mecklenburg and Saxony without providing satisfactory assurances about Germany’s bor-
ders or the status of Berlin. Stalin prevaricated for as long as he could so that he might strip
Berlin bare and install his toadies in all the worthwhile positions of power.

The French were still worrying about their own status as their troops marched into Germany
with the Anglo-Americans. A total of 165,000 troops under arms meant a lack of labour at
home. Germans would have to be sent to France to carry out the work in the same way as
the French had been obliged to toil in Germany. De Gaulle spoke of needing two million
Germans, although he never managed that. He was still keen to annex the Rhineland. As
Maurice Couve de Murville, a member of the French provisional government, put it

pathetically, ‘If we do not achieve this we have lost the war.’” France’s attitude led to
friction, particularly with the Americans. When French troops occupied Stuttgart — which
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was meant to form part of the American Zone as the capital of Wiirttemberg — the Americans
ordered them to leave. De Gaulle refused, saying he would stay put until the zones were
finalised. The French were causing problems in the Levant too, and in an act of bravura
against the Italians (who had taken back Haute Savoie and Nice during the war) they
occupied the French-speaking Val d’Aosta. The American solution was to offer them some

bits of Baden and Wiirttemberg while keeping the lion’s share for themselves.3® In Berlin on
5 June the Western Allies formally came into the zones and sectors, but it was not until 26
July, while the Big Three were deliberating at Potsdam, that the Soviets finally recognised
the French Sector of Berlin. The French were still clamouring for more of Baden and
Wiirttemberg. They had been given a curious territory along Germany’s western borders

with two big lumps sticking out to the east. It was mocked as ‘the bras-siére’.”

* This was an Anglo-American brassiere: the French word applies to a baby garment, and has
no lumps.

There were other nations which expected to be in the running for something at the peace,
principally the Poles and the Czechs. They placed their hopes on the tit-for-tat cessions and
annexations that had become a feature of the twentieth century. The process had started with
the population transfers between the Bulgarians and the Turks in 1913. In that instance 50,000
people had voluntarily switched lands. In 1923 the exchange of Greeks and Turks was more
acrimonious, and the figures more disturbing: 400,000 Turks went east, and 1,300,000 Greeks
took their place in what was to become a mono-racial homeland. In the spring of 1943
Roosevelt told Anthony Eden, the British foreign secretary, that the transfer of Germans from
East Prussia would be similar to the business with the Turks and Greeks. In 1945 Stalin
wanted revision of the Treaty of Riga of 1921, which had created three Baltic states out of
Russia’s old Baltic territories. The expulsion of the Germans from the lands east of the Oder
and Neisse rivers came down to that, and the fact that Roosevelt had always been prepared
to give Stalin what he wanted: Russo-American cooperation was to become ‘the cornerstone
of the new world order’. Britain tagged along in the hope of hanging on to its great-power

status.39

Stalin was not going to relinquish Poland east of the Bug. With a blank cheque from the
Russians as far as their western borders were concerned, the Poles were keen to recoup as
much as they could by acquiring German territory. The idea of advancing to the Oder — and

beyond — went back to the neo-Piast thinkers, Roman Dmowski and Jan-Ludwig Poptawski.40
As Germany walked into Poland again, the idea became more and more attractive. Hitler was
seen as Prussia, and Prussia needed to be docked. Berlin was mentioned as a fitting ‘show-

place for Prussia’s death’.41 In London Wtadystaw Palucki began clamouring for the Oder—
Neisse line as early as 1942. It can have been no surprise when Stalin adopted this view too, at
Yalta.

Poland’s eastern borders, with the Soviet Union, presented a trickier problem. At Yalta
Churchill and Roosevelt were slightly at variance over the Curzon Line, first proposed by the
British foreign secretary Lord Curzon in 1920. Roosevelt held out for Lvov, a city that was
chiefly Polish. Churchill was prepared to abandon Lvov to the Russians. As regards the
western borders, Stalin made his feelings abundantly clear. When the Anglo-Americans
expressed their doubts about the size of the German population to be evicted, he stood up and
in an impassioned voice declared: ‘I prefer the war should continue a little longer although it
costs us blood and to give Poland compensation in the west at the expense of the Germans ...
I will maintain and I will ask all friends to support me in this [that] ... I am in favour of
extending the Polish western frontier to the Neisse river.” It was at this point that Churchill
uttered his line about stuffing the Polish goose so full that it died of indigestion. The figure
of six million Germans was conjured up as the number who would be required to move. In
private Churchill told Byrnes that it was more like nine million.42 Poles would have to be
resettled too, from Lvov and the lands east of the Bug, but the population was mixed, with the
Poles in the towns and owning the big estates, which was hardly the case in East Prussia,
Pomerania or Lower Silesia.
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Edvard Benes, head of the Czechoslovak government in exile, had taken a long time to
recover from the humiliation of Munich. He had spent seven years in exile. It was his plan
from the beginning to reduce the size of the minorities in the young republic: Hungarians and
Germans in Bohemia and Moravia. The Germans made up some 23 per cent of the Czecho-
slovak population. Other lessons he had learned from the rape of his country were the need
to co-operate with the Poles (who had grabbed the region of Teschen while the Czechs were
prostrate and defenceless), and to secure the patronage of the Soviet Union. The Poles could
be accommodated in Freistadt (Frystat) and he would expel two-thirds of the Hungarians in
Slovakia. As for the Germans, his ‘sth Plan’ provided for the cession of certain border
regions with an overwhelmingly German population. That would relieve him of a third of his

Germans; a third more would be expelled. He would keep the Jews, democrats and socialists.43

Later the plans were adapted. The three cantons he was prepared to cede to Germany —
Jagerndorf, Reichenberg and Karlsbad — grew smaller. The border adjustment would still
leave him with 800,000 Germans. He decided that some of these would flee, some would be
expelled and the rest ‘organised for transfer’. When the peace came he quite forgot about the
idea of losing territory and actually claimed land from Germany, but the Allies did not

respond.44 For much of the war Benes had clung to the idea of a reduction in the number of
his German subjects. He had the backing of the British. On 6 July 1942 the war cabinet ruled
that the Munich Accords were invalid and agreed in principle to the idea of a transfer of the
German populations of central and south-east Europe to the German fatherland in cases where
it seemed ‘necessary and desirable’. Ten months later Roosevelt also came round to this view,
although American military planners thought it could be done more humanely by transferring
six small territories to Germany. Stalin too agreed to the transfer on 12 December 1943 after
the Czech ministers Jan Masaryk and Hubert Ripka spoke to the Soviet ambassador to the

exile regimes, Bogomolov.45

Austria

Hitler’s armies went into Austria on 12 March 1938. Very soon the Germans made the place
intolerable for certain groups of people. The Jews were an obvious target, and the Nazis
introduced a regimen that was far more extreme than that current in Germany — at least until
November that year, when Berlin turned up the heat with the ‘Reichskristallnacht’, when
mobs throughout Germany smashed Jewish properties. Adolf Eichmann was placed in
charge of antisemitic activities in Austria and went about his business with all the diligence
that Himmler expected of him. But it was not just Jews: in two great trainloads the
‘Prominenten’ were also shipped out to Dachau. These were the members of the governing
elite who had banned the NSDAP or Nazi Party and thrown its members into Austria’s own
concentration camp at Wollersdorf in Lower Austria. They had executed a few of these
Nazis for their part in the murder of Chancellor Dollfuss four years before. It was time for
Nazi revenge. The fates of the Austrian elite are in part recounted in Bruno Heilig’s book
Men Crucified: ministers, civil servants and magistrates, most of them of an age when they
were no longer capable of hard labour, were physically broken and beaten to death. Some
of them went on to Buchenwald, others to Mauthausen. Those who survived returned as
martyrs. No one begrudged them that title.

Despite the treatment of their leading politicians, many on the right and left in Austria might
have been prepared to back Hitler. Perhaps 10 per cent of the country’s adult citizens joined
the NSDAP, but a certain Teutonic heavy-handedness failed to win them all the friends they
might. Austrian industry was appropriated by Goring’s Four Year Plan and increasing
numbers of Germans swanned about their newly acquired territory all the while, treating
Austrians with a disdain they have yet to forget. Worse, Austrians tended to be dispatched to
the toughest theatres of war. For the Allies, however, Austria was now part of Greater
Germany and they were at war. Exiles tried to guide their hands, and plead that the Austrian
case was different. Many Allied leaders found that hard to take, but for political reasons they
evolved the idea of Austria as a victim. Although no one had seriously considered granting it
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a government in exile, the Allies had to entertain the idea that Austria had an exile community
that wished to meet and discuss the country’s future, and there might be added benefits if their
discussions caused problems for the German administration.

There were five possible solutions for a post-war Austria. The first was a simple reversion to the
independent state it had been between 1918 and 1938. The second proposed leaving Austria in bed
with Germany. A third involved making some sort of Danube Confederation based loosely on
the most positive side of the Austro-Hungarian Empire; and a fourth was that favoured by the
Morgenthau plan: a separation of Austria’s provinces with perhaps the Vorarlberg going to

Switzerland, the Tyrol and Salzburg to Bavaria® (which would then be detached from Germany)
and the eastern parts attached to a federation of Danubian lands. A fifth possibility was simply to

roll up Austria and Bavaria together to make a Catholic south-German state.46

The Allies probably felt that a little confusion would do some good — it did not pay to let the
Austrians feel they were completely off the hook. They would have to labour to show their
love before they could receive the prize of renewed independence. This ambivalence was
enshrined in the Moscow Declaration of 30 October 1943: ‘Austria, which was the first victim
of Nazi aggression, must be liberated from German domination.’47 The Anschluss, the
annexation of 15 March 1938, was declared null and void: ‘Austria is nonetheless reminded
that it bears a responsibility from which it may not escape, for having participated in the war
on the side of Hitler’s Germany and that, in the final reckoning, the role that it plays in its
own liberation will inevitably be taken into account.’48 The Austrians were not so much to
be exonerated from the roles they had played in the ‘Movement’ and war as encouraged to
rebel against the Germans.

The pretender to the Austro-Hungarian throne, Otto von Habsburg, blamed the Russians for
the mealy-mouthed nature of the Declaration, but it is likely that Edvard Benes had a hand in

it t00.49 The Declaration also rejected the idea of a Danubian Federation and put paid to the
hopes of a Habsburg restoration. This was Stalin’s work. Otto himself had left for America
in 1940, leaving his brother Robert in London to campaign for the cause there. Otto’s name
figured on a Nazi hit-list. He went first to New York and then to Quebec. Naturally he was
hoping that the Allies would look favourably on a Habsburg restoration, but there was little
chance of that. He found certain figures remarkably unsympathetic in their attitude to
Austria. One of these was Churchill’s foreign secretary Eden, who had apparently defined the
country as ‘five Habsburgs and a hundred Jews’. Otto wanted to change Roosevelt’s mind. It
will be recalled that the president was smitten with the Morgenthau Plan at Quebec. Otto

claims that he was able to bring both Churchill and Roosevelt round.50

* Once again Bavaria was seen as the harmless part of Germany. The monster was always Prussia.

On 25 October 1944 the Soviets asked for an acceleration of the Austrian solution. They
wanted to stipulate their future zone. At that point the French were neither particularly
interested in Austria nor included in the handing out of the spoils. It was only later, when
they located some of their own industrial base in Austria, that they started to clamour for
reparations along with the Russians.51 As far as territory was concerned, the Soviets
plumped for Burgenland and the eastern half of Lower Austria. They also wanted to keep
the eastern half of Styria together with Graz, where the main industries were located — many
of them out-housed from Germany at a safe distance from Anglo-American bombers. The
British would have to be satisfied with the western half and Carinthia; the Americans would
have the rest. The Viennese Sachertorte would be cut in three, but Russia would take the
inner-city 1st Bezirk or district, the 3rd Bezirk and the northern parts that abutted the
Danube. Even then they intended to control traffic on the river. The other slices would go to
the Anglo-Americans.52

Meanwhile Austrian exile groups met to discuss the future. In Britain there were as many as

30,000, of whom 90 per cent were Jews.53 The Austrian Centre was based in Westbourne
Terrace in Paddington and had its own restaurant, library and reading room, as well as a
newspaper, Zeitspiegel. Before the full horror was known and even as late as April 1945, there
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was an active campaign among exiles to make the Jews return. That month appeared the
pamphlet Vom Ghetto zur Freiheit. Die Zukunft der Juden im befreiten Osterreich (From the
Ghetto to Freedom: The Future of the Jews in a Liberated Austria). It called for the
punishment of those who had committed crimes against the Jews and the restitution of their

prop-erty.54

Austrian exile groups began to plan for a non-Nazi, independent Austria even before the war
started. In June 1939 a discussion group had called itself ‘Das kommende Osterreich’ (The
Coming Austria). It was not just among the British exiles that such discussions took place.
One of the most influential figures was Ernst Fischer, who led the Austrian Communist
Group in Moscow. In 1944 he published The Rebirth of my Country in which he advocated
the complete economic divorce of Austria and Germany after the war and suggested alliances

with Czechoslovakia and Yugoslavia.55 With the establishment of the provisional govern-
ment in the autumn of 1945 he was made minister of education.56

F. C. West, president of the Austrian Centre, brought up the question that loomed largest in the
minds of most exiles with his lecture ‘Zuriick oder nicht zuriick — das ist keine Frage’ (To return
or not to return, that is not the question). Most Jews had reservations, and these were
positively encouraged by Zionist groups. Willi Scholz (who was not a Jew) was at pains to
reassure Jews that not only would the new Austria welcome them, they were needed there —
‘Osterreichische Juden, geht nach Osterreich zuriick!” (Austrian Jews, go back to Austria!).57
In 1941 the Free Austrian Movement (FAM — it became the FAWM, or Free Austrian World
Movement, in March 1944) was founded as the political voice of the Centre. It was dominated
by the communists, and very soon the monarchists and even the social democrats withdrew

their support.58

Young Austria with its slogan ‘Jugend voran’ (youth forward) was a dynamic movement for
those under twenty-five. At its height it had a thousand members, and a hundred of these

fought in the British armed forces.59 Jews, social democrats and communists signed up. The
communists had been declared illegal by Dollfuss in February 1934 and had been driven into
exile even before the Jews. Austria’s biggest party before the Anschluss was the Chris-
tlichsozialen or Christian Socialists, but these were as good as unrepresented in the exile
colony. They were often antisemites, and would have been put off by the heavy Jewish
presence. Monarchists, supporting the candidature of Otto von Habsburg, were not without

influence, but this bore fruit with the Gentiles, not with the Jews.60

Otto von Habsburg had tried to raise an Austrian battalion in America in 1942, and the
recreation of a post-war independent Austria gave monarchists leave to hope.61 Legitimists
such as Baron Leopold Popper von Podhragy were pushing for a National Committee and an
Austrian fighting force. The legitimists were often noblemen (nobles figured largely in the
early Austrian resistance groups) and were among the first to fall out with the Nazis, who
treated them with disdain, and vice versa. The British Foreign Office was lukewarm about
the creation of an Austrian force. Eden’s response was merely to stress that German influence
was to be removed; besides he did not think that he had the proper cadre among the 30,000

Austrians in London.62 A year later the Foreign Office was able to invoke bad experiences
in America as a reason for not raising such a battalion. A document dated 15 March 1943

shows how divided Austrians in London were.63

The leaders of Austrian Social Democracy, Viktor Adler and Otto Bauer, had also fled from
Paris to New York. At first the Molotov—Ribbentrop Pact had thrown a predictable spanner
into the works, but the position altered after Hitler’s invasion of the Soviet Union and the
Russo-British Alliance, and it was once again respectable to be left-wing. The Social Demo-
crats had traditionally taken the line that Austria was not capable of a wholly independent
existence and had tarred their image by supporting union with Germany. Initially Young
Austria stood for the liberation of ‘Germany’: ‘Ohne ein freies demokratisches Deutschland
— kein unabhingiges Osterreich’ (Without a free, democratic Germany, no independent
Austria). They encouraged a worldwide levée-en-masse to overthrow the Nazis with vio-
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lence. The most important thing was to make the British authorities recognise their right to
fight — their right to possess, like the Poles and the Czechs, their own fighting units.65
Communists were powerful behind the scenes in almost all the British-based organisations.
Their plan was that Soviet Russia would form the basis of a system of security that would
prevent further warfare and protect the smaller states of south-eastern Europe from German

aggression.66 Towards the end of the war there were sheaves of publications describing the
political form of the new Austria, though in order not to frighten the monarchists — who had
been liable to Nazi persecution from 1942 — the word ‘republic’ was avoided.67 They had no
desire to fall out until Hitler was beaten.

The communist journalist Alfred Klahr was a leading theorist of a new Austria divorced
from Germany. Klahr advocated a rewriting of recent Austrian history to emphasise unity
and resistance to Hitler. It was necessary to tread gently when it came to the Stdndesstaat or
Corporate State, which replaced democratic government in Austria in 1934, to limit the
traitors to a mere handful of high-ranking collaborators. Germany could not sell itself as a
victim — it did not possess this card.68 One of the tactics used was to describe Austria as a
culturally separate entity to Germany, which meant concentrating on writers who were
anti-German, like Grillparzer. Music was also big: Austria could claim to be more inter-
national, that musicians from all over the world had lived in Vienna; that the Beethoven of
the Ninth Symphony and the setting of the Ode to Joy was a Viennese incarnation. The
nationalistic, antisemitic Wagner was billed as a purely German phenomenon.

On 19 February 1942 Churchill promised to free Austria from the ‘Prussian yoke’. He had
actually overstepped the mark, and his speech was disowned by the Foreign Office, but it had
an encouraging effect in exile circles. Finally, the independence of Austria did become a war
aim, as recognised by the colonial secretary Lord Cranborne in the Lords in May 1942 and Eden
in the Commons in September. This line of argument was eagerly lapped up by the Austrian
exiles, who were more anxious than ever to put the blame on the ‘Piefkes’, ‘Preussen’ or
‘Nazipreussen’. The Austrians who occupied positions of power, they argued, were denatured

opportunists: true Austrians had nothing to do with the regime.69 Any small act of resistance or
non-cooperation was held up in triumph. When they returned to Austria after the war, they had

to admit that they had been living in cloud-cuckoo land.70

In their hearts and minds, Foreign Office officials remained unconvinced by the exiles. In
November 1942 Roger Makins spoke in his master’s voice and cast doubt on the importance
of a group principally composed of Jews and royalists, while others pointed to the commu-
nist influence and were sceptical as to whether Austrians would accept its decisions. The
presence of so many Jews on the committee could only damage its credibility.7! On the other
hand some progress was made through their champions in Britain like Sir Geoffrey Mander,
and there were voices raised in Parliament for the creation of Austrian fighting units in the

Allied armies.72

Austrian exiles had the French example before their eyes after June 1944. The French were
rapidly accorded the right to organise their country behind the lines and escape from the
threat of military occupation and government. The exiles were deluding themselves in
making this comparison, but this did not prevent their dreaming.

The non-political Jews, who made up the bulk of the exiles, were less likely to be convinced
of Austria’s lamb-like innocence, because many of them had witnessed the barbarity of the
Austrian Gentile population in 1938. They were also unconvinced by attempts to ‘relativise’
the atrocities perpetrated against the Jews by including them in a host of other brutalities as a
way of focusing on the general monstrosity of the Germans. They were also doubtful of the
Austrian Centre’s picture of the Jews as loyal Austrians. Their ideal would have been a
popular uprising against the Nazis. At the very end they were successful and there was a
small-scale mutiny when the Russians loomed at the border. Hitler sent the Austrian-born
Ernst Kaltenbrunner, head of the SD, or Sicherheitsdienst, the Security Service of the SS, to

put it down, and three officers were publicly hanged in Floridsdorf.73
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Soviet Russia clung to the idea of an independent Austria within its 1938 borders, but the
power in east central Europe was to be Czechoslovakia. Austria was to be ‘neutralised’ and
also to be refused any form of confederation with its neighbours, as the Russians feared a
revival of a Catholic or Austro-Hungarian empire. Nor were there to be any concealed
unions, of the NATO or EU sort; in return Austria was not to be brought into the communist
camp. The zones were also mapped out: the Soviets wanted the industry (particularly the
arms industry) in the east. The east also had the railway hubs for their planned satellites in

Hungary, Czechoslovakia and Yugoslavia.?

The Allies connived at the ‘myth’ of Austria’s victimhood,’s but this was largely dictated by
their own convenience. For the Jews the ‘liberation’ was the moment of truth. The Marxists had
failed to come to terms with the genocide because such things had nothing to do with class
struggle. When they were faced with the facts, they were speechless. The Anschluss and the war
nonetheless strengthened the Austrian sense of independence. In the 1930s this had been at best
half formed. Now all Austrians accepted the idea of the independent state, and rejected the
notion of Grossdeutschland. It is an attitude which colours Austrian minds to this day, to the
degree that the flirtation with Germany that started with the pan-German antisemites like
Schonerer and Lueger and reached its height between the wars is all but forgotten. It was being
put away in the recesses of the Austrian collective memory as the Red Army mustered at the
gates of Vienna.
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PART I
Chaos

Chapter 1
The Fall of Vienna 14 April 1945

A shocking view from the Graben: the marvellous high-pitched roof of the
cathedral with its eagle-motif has disappeared and the left-hand incomplete
tower has been burned out. The finials and gables appear miserable and
black against the heavens. Only the tower is still standing, the symbol of my

beloved city. Josef Schoner, Wiener Tagebuch 1944/1945, Vienna, Cologne and Weimar
1992, 160

BBC together tried to dispel the fears of the population. The Austrian Centre even went

so far as to stress the Red Army’s reputation for good behaviour. Marching from the
Hungarian town of Koszeg the 3ard Ukrainian Front under Marshal Tolbukhin crossed the
frontier on Maundy Thursday, 20 March 1945, at Klostermarienberg in South Burgenland, and
moved towards Rechnitz. Graz lay at the end of the Raab Valley, but the Red Army predictably
wheeled right towards Vienna. On 1 April the battle for Wiener Neustadt began. After a fight
lasting a week, the capital ceded and the Red Army entered Hitler’s ‘Fortress Vienna’ on 8 April.
The Austrian Centre was jubilant: Zeitspiegel described the brotherly greeting given to the
conquerors, with both the Red flag and the red, white and red flag of Austria on prominent
display. Once more they were out of touch with reality.

!- S the Russians approached the former Habsburg capital the Austrian Centre and the

The women of Vienna were not so enthusiastic, to say the least. Joseph Goebbels had made
it abundantly clear what would happen to them. Some people dismissed his warnings as
‘terror propaganda’, but it was sadly true that the Red Army raped wherever they went. They
even raped Russians and Ukrainians. The worst and most aggravated rapes were perpetrated
against the women of the enemy — first the Hungarians, then the Germans. Bulgarian women,
however, were spared some of the worst excesses, possibly because Russians and Bulgarians
generally feel empathy for one another. The Red Army raped Yugoslav women too, although
they were on the same side. It was not likely that they would spare the Viennese just because
the Moscow Declaration had made them ‘victims of fascism’.

There has been much discussion of why the Russians raped and murdered so many women
on their march to the River Elbe. They were certainly egged on by Ehrenburg and other
Soviet propagandists who saw rape as an expression of hatred, and therefore good for
morale. Soviet soldiers had also been shown pictures of the Nazi victims of Majdenek, where
the dead had simply been identified as ‘Soviet citizens’. The Germans had been in Russia;

they had burned their towns and villages and posed as a Herrenvolk — a nation of lords.” The
Slavs were racially inferior, no better than helots. In the circumstances rape must have
seemed an irresistible form of vengeance against these ‘superior’ women and the best way
to humiliate them and their menfolk. The worst offenders, it seems, were soldiers from
Belorussia and the Ukraine — areas invaded by the Germans. The older soldiers and those
having higher education were the least likely to rape. The higher the standard of living the
Russian soldiers encountered, the more they raped. They were disgusted by the plenty, the
comfortable houses and the well-stocked larders they found, which stood in such contrast to

the poverty they knew from home.! The manor house or castle was particularly prone.

Commanders generally turned a blind eye to the rapes. When the Ukrainian Jewish intellectual
Lev Kopelev tried to intervene to save a German woman from a group of rampaging soldiers,
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he was accused of ‘bourgeois humanism’ and imprisoned for nine years.2 It was only much
later that any punishment was handed out. The reason why Russian generals accepted such
appalling lack of discipline was that rape was condoned at the very top. Stalin told the
Yugoslav communist leader Milovan Djilas, ‘Can’t he understand it if a soldier who has
crossed thousands of kilometres through blood and fire and death has fun with a woman or

takes some trifle?’3 Added to the semi-official sanction, the Red Army was sex-starved. Its
soldiers had been fighting for four years, and in most cases they had not received compassion-
ate leave. The raping became worse again after 23 June 1945, when many female soldiers
were sent back to Russia. It became a part of everyday life in the remote villages of
Burgenland and Lower Austria where it continued until the end of 1946 or the beginning of

19474

* The assistant Soviet commander in Germany, Sokolovsky, specifically mentioned
the Herrenvolk to justify the rapes. (See Norman M. Naimark, The Russians in
Germany — A History of the Soviet Zone of Occupation, 1945-1949, Cambridge,
Mass. and London 1995, 79.) 1 In February 1943 Hitler drove past a group of
Russian slave-labourers working on the road outside Zaporozhe. Filled with loath-
ing he remarked, ‘It is quite right to make Slavs do this, these robots! Otherwise they
would have no right to their share of the sun!’ Henrik Eberle and Matthias Uhl, eds,
The Hitler Book, translated by Giles MacDonogh, London 2005, 102.

The Germans had been pulling out from the 6 April 1945, and they took most of the police
with them. They had been made up of elderly soldiers anyhow, mostly unfit for service at
the front. The real Viennese police had been incorporated into the SS and sent to Russia. The
departure of the ersatz police exposed the city to even greater dangers when the looting
started. Later an auxiliary squad was formed by the Russians and issued with armbands, but
by then the damage had been done. It was not only the police who had vanished: the prudent

Nazis had also quit the city, leaving their homes at the mercy of the plunderers.’

The Red Army appeared in the wake of the retreating Germans. The Viennese were in the
dark. The wireless had ceased to function and the last newspapers appeared on 7 April —
some were printed on the sth, but they were not distributed. There was then a total news
breakdown until communications were restored with the issue of the communist-backed
Neues Osterreich on the 15th. All that remained was Mundfunk — a play on Rundfink or radio

station, but meaning word of mouth, or gossip.® ‘On the 7th the Red Army occupied the giant
Anker bakery in Favoriten, cutting off the city from its main source of bread. For the next
ten days the Viennese were reduced to 250 grams of bread each daily. It got worse: citizens
had to make do with s00 grams to a kilo of bread a week: ‘A slice of bread was a considerate

present.’’

On 8 April there was a rumour that the Russians had reached the Zentralfriedhof or main
cemetery. On that day the economist Eugen Margarétha was still living off his well-stocked
larder: he had a slap-up Sunday lunch of ‘wonderful’ potato soup with vegetables and meat, a

plain pork schnitzel, which was a little too salty, and risipisi,” which his wife had not salted, to
compensate for the pork. There was a cream dessert and Turkish coffee. After that he smoked

a Swiss cheroot.® Margarétha lived in the Bossigasse in St Veit in the plush suburb of
Hietzing. There were still SS units operating in the centre. The next day he noted a Russian
scratching at the door opposite. Then he heard the sound of rifle butts hammering on his own
door. The Czech-speaking housekeeper Franek was sent to deal with them. A whole troop of
Russians came in carrying their heavy machine guns. They disappeared into the cellar and then
went upstairs, where they took up positions, firing at the SS from the windows.

* A variant on a Venetian dish, risibisi (rice and peas), and popular in Vienna. The
author came across it as a child, at a rare surviving Jewish home in the 2nd Bezirk.
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Margarétha noted in his diary that they were ‘nice chaps’. A Russian NCO gave Franek six
cigars after he had assured him the householders were not ‘Germanski’ but Czechs. One of the
soldiers took a fancy to Franek’s watch. The housekeeper pleaded that he was a poor man and
had but one watch. Another soldier told his comrade to give it back. Most of the shooting came
from the Russians. There was just a little desultory gunfire from the SS. When the Russians
departed, Margarétha went upstairs to find they had broken around twenty window panes. They
had helped themselves to food and cigarettes. They had also wrecked Margarétha’s precious
typewriter, and broken the wireless set and the bathroom scales. In one bedroom the mirror on
the dressing table had been smashed with a bayonet. They had cut the wires on the telephone
and smashed it. It hadn’t functioned for six weeks. They had taken two bicycles. ‘All in all the
soldiers were not wild but disciplined ... Really many worse things might have occurred.” Later
he was able to replace some of the broken panes with the glass from his picture collection, and

his ‘remembrance certificate’ from the Great War.9 Elsewhere the first wave of Red Army
troops considerately warned Austrian civilians about the occupation troops that followed. They

advised them to bury their valuables.10

The Viennese received the Red Army with a degree of innocence. It was to be their first
experience of occupation since Napoleon’s time. In the Josefstadt the Russians were ‘joyfully
and amicably’ greeted ‘by women and girls who sometimes kissed or embraced them, a
warm-heartedness that was often misunderstood’.11 Josef Schoner had been a member of
Austria’s diplomatic corps before March 1939, but his distaste for the Nazis led to his
retirement. The new broom retained very few of the Austrian elite: in the Foreign Office only
10 per cent of the officials continued to serve under the Nazis. Schoner survived by working
for his parents, who had a number of restaurants and cafés in the city. They had made the
mistake of applying for Nazi Party membership. Schoner did not. After the war he was
ambassador to Bonn and finally London.

On 10 April Schoner noticed a brace of Russians wearing fur hats in the Siebensterngasse in
the 7th Bezirk. The German army was withdrawing from the centre. He watched the behav-
iour of the locals. They tried to speak to the new arrivals using any Slavic language they
knew, generally Czech, and offered them cigarettes, which the Russians refused. ‘The
longing for peace is so widespread that no one believes there will be prolonged resistance in
Vienna.’12 Schoner was struck by the appearance of the Russians. Many of them carried swords,
but none seemed to possess a scabbard. The Viennese were remarkably at ease: ‘everywhere
gay, warm faces, there is not a hint of fear or mourning’. The Russians asked if the houses in the
street concealed any soldiers or Germans. The Viennese replied with the pride of the liberated:

no, just Austrians.13

As soon as it became clear that the German army had abandoned an area, looting would
begin. Margarétha thought it had started in Penzing, in the 14th Bezirk, but it spread to
neighbouring Hietzing where the ‘mob’ emptied the grocer Meinl and the fashion shops
Wallace and Oser. A neighbour, the engineer Kienast, complained they had also stolen his
gold watch, and given him an inferior one in return.14 There were relatively few Austrian
men about: those aged between twenty and fifty were generally away and there were huge
numbers of foreign workers in the city who had been drafted in by Hitler’s labour organisa-
tion to allow all good Germans to go to war. They were suspected of playing a major role in
the looting. In Favoriten or Floridsdorf, on the north bank of the Danube, you were more
likely to hear French or Greek than German. After 9 April the foreign workers were armed,
and sometimes identifiable by armbands. The communist Franz Honner estimated there
were as many as 700,000 of these in Vienna in April 1945 and that the bulk of the looting had
been carried out by them, but he did not discount the Viennese population. Together with
Austrian natives the foreigners formed the ‘mob’ that performed ‘various acts of violence’.
Sometimes they would strip the premises clean, at other times they were more selective. A
building used by the Hitler Youth was denuded even of its decorations. The veteran socialist

politician Adolf Schirf® was anxious to point out that the looters were often men of good
standing, ‘even people who prided themselves on their titles of nobility in their everyday

life’.15
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Schoner noticed it first at the department store Herzmansky in the Mariahilferstrasse. He
thought the Viennese more reprehensible. A few foreign workers joined in. They had already
been active in sacking the outlying suburbs.16 Schoner watched sick at heart as bales of cloth,
suits and women’s dresses came flying out of the building. One man was not in the slightest
embarrassed to try on a stolen suit in a doorway. The day before the same mob had attacked the
food shops on the Giirtel, the ‘belt’ road surrounding the inner boroughs or Bezirke. ‘So it wasn’t

the Russians, but the dear Viennese themselves.’!” A boon to the Russians and the looters were
the big wine houses in Do6bling and Heiligenstadt. The Russians emptied the great tun in
Klosterneuburg and then sprayed it with machine-gun fire when it would provide them with no

more solace.!'® People were seen carrying off wine from Heiligenstadt in large vessels.!”

* Schirf had suffered at the hands of Dollfuss’s Corporate State when he had been
put in the concentration camp at Wollersdorf, and again under the Nazis when he
had spent a few months in captivity after the Anschluss.

Schérf had been in hospital when the city fell. The patients had been transferred to the
hospital cellars. He noted the mendaciousness of his fellow citizens during those days. One
of his fellows was a butcher from Ottakring, who later put it about that he had been a leading
member of the resistance and had shot at the SS from under a car. The truth was that he had
been lying on his back at the time, like Schérf. There was a gentle ‘revolution’ in the hospital:
pictures of Hitler were taken off the walls and the hospital’s administration was arrested. The
military personnel had discarded their uniforms and fled. On 10 April a Russian soldier

appeared in the courtyard. The war was over.??

Schérf made his way home on his daughter’s arm. All the jewellers’ shops in the Alserstrasse
had been looted. A curfew had been imposed, starting at 8 p.m. No one was clear as to
whether Vienna had fallen. In the morning of the 9th the Russians had advanced to the Giirtel.
By the evening German soldiers had abandoned the city centre. This gave the Austrian
resistance movements their cue and they proudly emerged from the woodwork wearing red,
white and red armbands. The most active of these had been the small group headed by Major
Carl Szokoll, three of whose members had beenf hanged shortly before the Red Army
occupied the city. Szokoll takes the credit for saving Vienna from Hitler’s ‘Nero Order’,
which required the city’s destruction, but in reality the German army was in no position to
carry out the order. Sepp Dietrich joked that his Sixth Tank Army was so named because he

had but six tanks. Most soldiers had no more than a few rounds of ammunition.?!

The resistance made the Palais Auersperg their headquarters. The red—white-red Austrian flag
flew from the roofless Rathaus. In the Schoner household they ‘ate in a very light-hearted
mood at midday and drank a toast to our beloved Austria’. That afternoon the main body of
Red Army troops followed the advance guard into the city. Again it was a remarkable sight.
They came in every form of transport, horse-drawn coaches and dogcarts. They held harmon-
icas and waved to the people as they passed. The Viennese waved their handkerchiefs and

doffed their hats. The Russians shouted and blew kisses at the women.?2

Schoner and the other Viennese were prepared to give the Russians the benefit of the doubt:
‘The fear of rape repeatedly promised by the propaganda seems to be not so great in the case
of the Viennese.” Schoner tried to make it into the centre of the city — the 1st Bezirk — but,
at the sight of the inner Ring at the bottom of the Burggasse littered with the detritus of war,
he decided not to attempt it. Russians were already stealing bicycles. He was stopped by
some Red Army men outside the Exhibition Centre (the former royal stables and riding
school) and was forced with others to dig a grave for one of their dead comrades. They had
found a German corporal in the complex of buildings and shot him. One of his fellow
gravediggers complained that the soldiers had stolen his gold watch and leather coat.23
Work details of this sort had become a hazard. Johann Bohm was appointed state secretary
for social administration in the heady days after the Russian arrival. Detained in the street
by a soldier, he showed him a paper attesting to his new dignity. ‘Papier nix gut!’ said the
Russian (Your papers are worthless). He was then set to work. The wiser citizens found
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means of deterring the Russians. Some put their arms in slings, while others went to the
extremes of having a plaster cast put on a good arm.24

Nazism had become a solely German commodity and Nazis were therefore Germans, or
honorary ones. Threatened with plunder, the Viennese had directed the soldiers to the homes

of the Pgs.” It was open season on the Nazis, and many of them who remained in the city
tried to cast out the evidence as best they could. Large numbers committed suicide, like the
coal merchant whose business was in the same building as Margarétha’s aunt, or the banker
Josef Joham’s friends, the Bohm-Bawerks. The husband had fled. His wife, sister and
daughter all took their own lives. The Russians shot a neighbour, Christoph Bauer, son of a
well-known architect, presumably because they believed him to be a Nazi. His mother had
to bury him in the garden. The Soviet secret police or GPU flushed out another called
Hackmiiller from the house next door. He was alleged to have been the Gauleiter Baldur von

Schirach’s secretary.25 Schoner prudently left his watch at home and went out in a curious
combination of clothes that was meant to remove any suspicion of bourgeoisie: skiing
trousers, hobnail mountain boots and a Styrian hat. Later he added an old coat made in the
19208 and was careful to leave his tie at home. Wearing spectacles was also risky. The

Russians saw all men in glasses as fascists or ‘burschuj’, and picked on them.26
* From Parteigenosse: Party comrade of member of the Nazi Party (NSDAP).

The Styrian hat was an informal symbol of resistance among the Austrians, or rather an emblem
of resurgent national pride. When Schoner went to the Palais Auersperg he found that many if
not most of the men present were wearing such hats. The Palais Auersperg was owned by
Princess Agathe Croy, and it was thronged with members of the old nobility. The resistance
leader Willy Prince Thurn und Taxis was a cousin, and Nikolaus von Maasburg was related to
the Croys by marriage. There were many G’schaftlhuber and Adabeis in the building which

served as a refuge for well-heeled women during the wild days of the liberation.” It was also
the HQ of Os,+ which had become the most important resistance group. There was an air of
unreality about the place. Os’s chief Raoul Bumballa was handing out ministerial portfolios to

various noblemen and receiving the Russians as if he were already head of state.27

The real aristocracy of the resistance in the palace were the ‘Dachauer’, members of the
pre-1938 governing elite who had been shipped out to Dachau en masse. Many of them were
still there, if they had not died as a result of their treatment. Schoner met Major Stillfried at
the Auersperg. He had been the camp commandant at Wollersdorf. His job had been to
punish both leftwingers and Nazis, and for this last reason he was despatched to Dachau as

well, the gamekeeper had become a poacher.28 He must also have been uncomfortable to see
the many communists and socialists who were coming out of the woodwork. A Russian
officer was incredulous at the sight of the princes and barons of the resistance: ‘I had
imagined the anti-fascists somewhat differently.” Later the men acknowledged their mistake:
they should have chosen more plausible leaders. Maasburg was subsequently arrested when

he tried to make contact with some mild Nazis. He managed to escape to the West.29

If middle-class Austrians wore curious clothing, that was nothing to the garb the Russians
were wearing. The rare officer possessing operatic epaulettes reminded Schoner of the
Serbians in the First War. Many were sporting trophies too, such as SA or SS daggers. The
rest could not be described as wearing uniform. ‘Handsome human material,” wrote Schon-
er, ‘many tall and blond (“Teutonic”!), and among them lots of Mongolian faces.” Mar-
garétha also noted their blondness and blue eyes. They were powerful people, aged between
eighteen and twenty, with a number of fourteen to fifteen-year-old boys in their train. He,

on the other hand, estimated the Mongol element to be a mere 2 per cent.30

The Viennese were still enjoying a honeymoon with the Red Army. Schoner’s father gave a
soldier a bottle of wine from the restaurant’s cellars.
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* G’schaftlhuber, a busybody; Adabei, from auch dabei, meaning also present:
someone who doesn’t want to miss the party.

1 O + the fifth letter of the alphabet = Oe, or O (Austria).

The soldier offered to pay. That night Schoner went to bed full of optimism: ‘God give us a
peaceful night and a better future.” The night passed comfortably, but Schoner’s father had
made a fatal mistake in giving the soldier drink. Now his comrades came back for more. In
Hietzing some female neighbours of Eugen Margarétha expressed concern about what might
happen to their ‘innocence’ should the soldiers drink wine.3! Adolf Schérf had the same
thought: ‘The great provision of wine and schnapps in Vienna, above all in the vineyard
areas, possibly provided a foundation for the raping of the women when it took place.’ It is
true that some of the most aggravated instances were in the great cellars of Dobling, where

Austrian sparkling wine or Seks is made, and the wine ‘village’ of Grinzing.32

At midday the Schoners sat down to a lunch of goulash, potatoes and red cabbage, and Josef
tried to console his mother. In the Mariahilferstrasse the Hotel Windsor was burning. There
was no water to put out the flames. Schoner made another attempt to reach the centre. On
the Ring he saw that the dealer Kasimir (who had robbed the Jews of their art collections in
1938) had been looted himself. Schoner’s objective was the cavernous Hotel Astoria on the
Kérntner Strasse, where the restaurant was franchised to his sixty-seven-year-old aunt. In the
foyer a Russian offered him wine: ‘Austria karascho!” (Austria will be all right).33 The hotel
was still functioning, although a shell had hit the third floor. His aunt seemed in control. She
was feeding the Russians, while the officers practised old-world manners. So far they had
left the chambermaids in peace, but Aunt Mili had been propositioned by a first lieutenant

who had asked her up to his room.34

The fighting continued in the areas of the city that bordered the Danube. The Russians were
across the canal in the Leopoldstadt — the 2nd Bezirk — which explained the terrible damage
done to the quay as the two sides continued the shelling. On the 10th the Russians moved
into the Prater Park and occupied the race-track at the Freudenau without a fight. The
Germans were only cleared from the Leopoldstadt on the 13th. A day later they were flushed
out of Brigittenau, and the city was finally at peace.35 Schoner was free, however, to wander
on towards the cathedral. On the corner of the Stock-im-Eisen Platz the Haas Haus was
burning. No one attempted to put out the flames. Soldiers stood around watching. It was not
known who had started the fire: German shells or Viennese looters. A third possibility was

the Russians.” At the time it was common to blame Werewolves: the wicked Nazis were
destroying the Austrian capital from motives of revenge. Later Schoner thought it might
have been plunderers with candles. The looters had broken into the premises of the
up-market grocer Wild on the Neue Markt. Margarétha heard that a Russian general had
threatened to shoot anyone caught looting, but that seemed not to deter them. Schoner was
offered schnapps by a soldier on the Marco-d’Aviano-Gasse. The soldier told him that
Stalin had ordered that ‘Austria should not be treated as an enemy but as a liberated land.
It will be much better for us than for the Hungarians or the Germans, no one is going to be
shot.” When Schoner returned to his house he found a cart outside. Russian soldiers were
emptying the restaurant cellars of schnapps and Sekz. Two Viennese stood by, watching with

‘malicious pleasure’.36

K/IghiZSS\SvaS Willy Prinz von Thurn und Taxis’s view (‘Memoiren’, unpublished

It was the time to settle scores. In the factory where Margarétha had been working, the
foreign workers were demanding the head of the boss, who had prudently disappeared. One
of the Schoner cooks had returned from suburban Oberlaa. He reported that the women there
had been repeatedly raped. ‘The rape chapter that we had previously — and even at the
beginning of the occupation — lightly placed on the German propaganda ledger, had become
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stark reality.” The victims were now reporting to the doctors. Neither age nor social status
provided any protection. The Russians are reported to have raped women as old as eighty.
Schoner heard a story from Ober St Veit that one woman had complained to the Russian
commandant, who had laughed in her face. In general officers excused their men on the
grounds of ‘long abstinence’. Even the ‘first victims’ were not immune: the Austrians were

not going to enjoy the taste of liberation.37

The Russians had located the rich stocks of alcohol in the Schoner cellars and the banging on
their door never ceased. They thanked their God for the massive door on their old Viennese
house. The women were naturally terrified. ‘Sleep was out of the question.” On 12 April,
Schoner found that the Russians had plundered their Café Fenstergucker, opposite the famous
Hotel Sacher. Before setting it alight they had removed all the wine and schnapps. There were
reports of plunder and rape on all sides, so much so that they were forced to admit that
Goebbels had ill prepared them for the truth. The most awful revelation, however, was even
harder to swallow: in almost every case of rape or plunder, the Russians had been guided to
their quarry by foreign workers or by the Viennese themselves. The chosen victims were the
middle classes. There were the predictable consequences too: women committed suicide after
the event; many contracted venereal diseases; others became pregnant and had to seek
abortions. Doctors who had refused to terminate pregnancies in the past were now prepared
to waive their moral objections. The only women who would not hear of it were the nuns,
who stolidly awaited their fate in a Viennese hospital. Women responded to the danger by
dressing down: ‘all the women are inelegant; most forgo hats or stockings. It is a lot safer

on the streets than it is in the houses at night ...”3%

Vienna’s famous gawping Adabeis had assembled before the Schoners’ house in the Sieben-
sterngasse to watch the spectacle. ‘The scene of our looting attracts hundreds of spectators,
who are constantly trying to push their way into the house to lend a hand.” They were hoping
to receive a few scraps from the Russians’ table. ‘In the hall lie the fragments of a few dozen
bottles of Veuve Cliquot and Lanson.” One Croat tried to steal Josef’s watch, but he was so
drunk he could not stand up and had to support himself by clasping Schoner round the neck.
The Russians were accompanied by some women, who guided them towards the older
vintages. Their advice was rewarded with some bars of ‘couverture’ or cooking chocolate.
The raiders found 200 more bottles. ‘Another group is sitting around a table in the courtyard
knocking back our old bordeaux from coffee cups.’” Josef’s parents complained to a first
lieutenant, who responded by distributing some of the bottles to the waiting crowd. The
Schoners joined the queue and were rewarded with a few bottles of their own wine. To add
insult to injury, a member of the resistance came to see Schoner’s father and accused him of

making the Russians drunk, thereby placing the city’s women in jeopardy.*®

The Margaréthas in Hietzing were luckier. The gourmand economist was trading ‘liberation
wine’ for endive salads. They hung up a sign in German and ‘Cyrillic’ saying ‘Unarmed
civilians’. Russians came up the garden path to demand drink. Margarétha’s wife gave them
water. Later Franek set up a buffet to distribute water to any Russian with a thirst, although
that was certainly not what he wanted. They camped in the garden and when it was time to
eat they supped from their helmets, which doubled as mess tins. The helmets were unlined,
and the soldiers wore woollen or fur hats underneath. They cut their meat up with their
bayonets. Margarétha still found them friendly, even if they tended to keep their distance

from the Austrians.40

He was plundered for all that, if not badly. He returned from doing his deal with the
gardener to find the door wide open. Franek had been put up against a wall. All three of
the servant’s watches were gone. The Russians had been upstairs where they had created
a wild disorder. They had filched a bottle of German brandy, but left the Dreher-cognac
from Hungary. They had nabbed his wife’s wedding ring, two cameras (one was then rejected
— he found it in the neighbour’s garden) and a brooch, which they had subsequently returned.
More Russians came for his car, but he was able to tell them that it had been requisitioned by
the Wehrmacht a year before. ‘You are powerless in the face of such attacks,” he reflected. A
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notice had appeared outside the Café Gropl in Hietzing telling all Germans aged between sixteen
and sixty to report to the Russians.41

The Germans and the Russians were still fighting on the outskirts, in the industrial areas
along the Danube. Marshal Tolbukhin issued a proclamation on 12 April: the Russians were
not fighting the Austrian people; they had come to restore the country as it had been before
1938. Simple Nazis, it said, would not be prosecuted; private property would be respected!42
Meanwhile the city was putting together a form of government. Schéner heard a rumour
that Schirf had been named mayor. Two men wearing red—white-red armbands had indeed
been to see Schirf and told him he was needed urgently at the Palais Auersperg. He found
the place filled with ‘feverish activity’. The man in charge was Raoul Bumballa, head of
the resistance group O5. The Russians found the Austrian resistance hard to quantify: they
dissolved OS5 and packed a number of military opponents of Hitler off to the Soviet Union.

It was decided that Tolbukhin could not restore the Austria of 1938 without bringing back
the Austro-fascists’. The men in the Palais Auersperg wanted a return to 1933. Schirf was
not offered the mayor’s job — that eventually went to the Russian-speaking socialist General
Koérner. He was offered instead the subaltern position of mayor of Josefstadt, which he
declined.43 Kérner learned who the real bosses were when he tried to take possession of the
Rathaus on 18 April. He found his path blocked: the Russians were searching the vast

building for weapons. He was obliged to sit on a park bench until they had finished.44

The Muscovites had also checked in: Ernst Fischer, Johann Koplenig, Franz Honner and
Friedl Fuernberg. For the past few years they had been living in Moscow’s Hotel Lux with
the privileged German communists. Honner was an ex-intern of Wo6llersdorf. He had left
early to raise two ‘freedom’ battalions to form the Green Division of some 2,000 men, which
had campaigned alongside Tito’s partisans in Yugoslavia. He was a former miner and
shoemaker from Griinbach who had fought in the Spanish Civil War. Fischer was the
intellectual and poet — the Austrian equivalent of the later cultural commissar of the Russian
Zone in Germany, Johannes R. Becher — and was the son of a colonel and a staunch patriot.
Fischer was expecting Stalin to allow him and his fellow communists to play a major role. He
was apparently furious when he heard that the Russians had sought out the former chancellor

Karl Renner and were going to allow other parties, like the hated socialists,” to coexist with

them.* The Western Allies were also eagerly awaited: there were rumours that they would be
in Vienna as early as 22 April. Schoner had heard that the Americans were already in nearby

Mauer and had flown into Baden-bei-Wien.*¢

On 13 April the Russians had reached Linz: ‘the city that had nurtured the Fiihrer was evacuated
without a fight’. The Schoners had managed to bury a small part of their cellar in the garden.
Locking the door no longer kept the Russians out — they blew in the windows. The first wave
came with a Viennese gunwoman who directed them down to the cellar where they found more
wine, breaking some two-litre Doppler bottles in the process. The next wave came through
another window accompanied by cries of ‘Wino!” The Russians had been to the banks and
forced the clerks to open the safes. One of the Russians gave Schoner a RM1,000 note for a

roll-up. When the family at last ran out of wine the Russians took eggs, bread and butter.’

They were still heady times. On one of his walks around the city Schoner was struck by the
sight of a female Red Army soldier directing traffic in the Wiedner Hauptstrasse dressed in a
very short skirt. Margarétha had admired these women too, particularly the blondes. The
traffic in question was Russian carts loaded with booty. These lined the Rennweg. Cows and
foals were tethered behind and the vehicles were piled high with suitcases, balalaikas, sewing
machines, radios and gramophones: ‘it was the picture of a gypsy train’. The Russians had
even stolen the tyres and engines of the cars. As Schoner walked on he witnessed a horse being
skinned on the Wollzeile. The Stephansplatz was all burned out from the Haas Haus to the
Rotenturmstrasse. The Hotel Bristol near the Opera had been gutted by fire. There were no
fire engines to extinguish the flames. When the Viennese found a pump it was so weak that
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the water hardly made it to the first floor.*® Cardinal Innitzer’s palace had been pillaged, and
the primate had fled. Schoner doffed his cap at the sight of the cathedral, denuded of its roof.
It had been set alight after the departure of the Germans. ‘It is a sight that grabs everyone by

the heart.’#

* The socialist had supported the Anschluss with Germany. The communists had not.

The Palais Auersperg had become the place to jockey for power in the provisional government.
Not all the solicitors were respectable. Schoner noted that Vinzenz Schumy had swum with the
tide after the Anschluss, and was more or less compromised. Yet he too was looking for a
ministerial portfolio. Schoner thought the palace was full of Nazi spies. Former Pgs were
looking for victims of the Nazis in the hope that they would give them a good reference once
the witch-hunt started. Margarétha had been dismissed from his job, and his son had married
a Mautner-Markov, a member of a prominent, ennobled, originally Jewish family. Schoner
went back to his old job at the Foreign Office. The building had been badly damaged in the
bombing, but it was still functioning. They put him in charge of the grandfather clocks. There

were more and more signs that life was returning to normal.50

Margarétha was obliged to join a work detail. Along with the rest of the men he had to
clear streets of obstacles and repair bridges. The first stint was not so bad. He worked all
day and found it no more tiring than doing four hours in the garden. He came to the
conclusion that the Russians were kinder to civilian workers than the Nazis had ever been.
It got tougher. While he was working near his house his wife brought him a snack of a
couple of sandwiches. The bread was already two weeks old, and he had to drink a lot of
black coffee to swallow it. The detail worked for twenty-four hours this time. When they

let him go he slept for ten hours.51

With the hostilities at an end and the Nazis gone, Margarétha and his wife joined the
resistance. This presumably meant no more than that they could prove themselves to have
been consistently anti-Nazi during the Third Reich. Once they had signed the register they
were issued with red—white-red armbands. There was a political opening for Eugen in the
fledgling, Christian democrat Austrian People’s Party or OVP. This was being formed from
a wide base: the white- and blue-collar workers were under Leopold Kunschak and Lois
Weinberger, the peasants’ league was being led by Leopold Figl and Schumy, and the middle
class by Julius Raab. For the time being it was respectable to be on the left. The ‘Liberation
Movement’ was made up of 50 per cent socialists, 40 per cent communists and just 10 per cent

‘bourgeois’ parties.52 Schiarf was one of the men behind the recreation of the Austrian
socialists. At their session on the 14 April they rejected the idea of calling it the Social
Democratic Party and plumped for the Austrian Socialist Party, or SPO instead. That way it
was hoped people would forget that it had condoned the Anschluss. It very quickly fended
off Soviet-backed moves to amalgamate with the communists. Fischer had returned from
Moscow with instructions to eschew Marxism—Leninism for the time being. The stress was
to be on Austria: ‘The glorious Austrian past must be given its true worth ... The Radetzky

March must become a national song, sung in schools.’53

The economist Margarétha noticed that most of the shops in the 15t Bezirk were boarded
up, with ‘Empty’ written on the shutters. Foreign workers were free-wheeling their carts piled
high with loot. Both the Parliament building and the Ministry of Justice were partly burned

out.>*Schoner too resumed his walks. On the 18th he stopped to admire a fresh Russian grave on
the Heldenplatz which was festooned with flowers. Drunken Russians in the Burggasse were
pummelling on doors, but the Viennese knew their game by now, and no one opened up. There
were long queues outside the butchers and bakers: meat had virtually disappeared and bread was
a rarity. A day or two later the Austrians’ mouths began to water when they saw a hundred or
so Hungarian cows with strange horns driven through the centre of the city by Red Army soldiers.
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The Viennese were making trips out to the woods with prams and wheelbarrows to gather
wood and to look for wild mushrooms or crayfish. The Café Fenstergucker had been
plundered again, but the raiders had not taken the schnapps. Schoner concluded that they had
been robbed by the Viennese: the Russians would not have left the alcohol, and some
precious tea had gone. It was generally easy to tell who robbed you for that reason. The
Russians wanted drink, gold or watches. If anything else went, the authors were civilians. At
the Hotel Astoria, Aunt Mili was driven to distraction by the nightly hunts for chambermaids.
The Astoria was more fortunate than the Hotel Metropol, which burned down on the 19th. It

had ceased to be a hotel in 1938, when it became Gestapo Headquarters.>> No one regretted its
passing.

On 20 April, Hitler’s birthday, the eighty-three-year-old Graf Albert Mensdorff came into the
Foreign Office to offer his services. He had been Austro-Hungarian ambassador to the Court
of St James’s in 1914. Schoner recalled the count expressing very Nazi views in the Jockey

Club two years before.” He died of starvation on 15 June 1945. The Austrian Foreign Office
was ready for action, although it was touch and go whether the Russians would allow its
officials to do anything. Schoner had been given a pass by the city council, but another
diplomat who had presented his to the Red Army sentry had seen it rudely tossed into the

canal.>®

* This now seems unlikely.

The following day Schoner learned that the Americans had reached Pilsen in Czechoslova-
kia. Everyone was looking forward to the arrival of the Western Allies. They had all had
enough of the Russians, who were certain to install Karl Renner as chancellor. Everyone
chose to remember the open letter in which he had pledged his support for the Anschluss in
1938. On 23 April news of the arrest of the former German ambassador to Austria, Franz von
Papen, was a cause of jubilation. He had been in Vienna in 193s8: ‘he deserved something for

Austria’s sake’, wrote Schoner.57

The refurbishment of Renner was Stalin’s idea. As Austria was being discussed one day he
asked, ‘Where is that social democrat Renner now, the one who was a disciple of Kautsky?
For years he was one of the leaders of Austrian social democracy and was, if I recall,

president of the last Austrian Parliament.’58 No one knew the answer at the time, but as soon
as the dust had settled the Russians had gone looking for the vintage socialist who had
brought in the First Republic. They considered him the sort of soft ideologist who would
allow their men to move safely behind the scenes. They didn’t trust him, and were aware
that he had voiced his support for the Anschluss. They found him on 3 April when, as luck
would have it, he protested about the behaviour of Soviet troops to the Russian commander
in the Lower Austrian village of Gloggnitz. Gloggnitz was close to Wiener Neustadt, where
the Red Army met heavy resistance for the first time. The Russians scooped him up with his
family and installed him in the nearby Schloss Eichbiichl.59 Renner proceeded to heap praise
on the Soviet system, and claim that ‘liberation’ by the Russians was all they — and he — had
ever dreamed of. The Social Democrats, together with the Communist Party, of course,
would now be in a position to provide the necessary political security.60 His puppet-status
inspired distrust in the West, and he played innocent when the Americans asked him later
how big a role the Russians had had in his appointment. He insisted that the Russians did
not interfere with his decisions, but the American agent who saw him in August 1945 was all

too aware of the Russian captain who sat in on their interview.61

There was a meeting at Renner’s Viennese home in the Wenzgasse in Hietzing on 23 April. The
idea was raised of freely distributing the undersecretaries of state among the three interested
parties: socialists, communists and conservatives. Renner made his first stab at a cabinet on the
24th. A controversial choice was the Muscovite Honner for minister of the interior and chief of
police. It was, however, standard Stalinist practice to place a communist in this role. Joham at
finance was controversial in a different way: he had been friendly with the Nazis during his time
at the Credit Anstalt. Dr Gerd was nominated minister of justice. Schoner noted that he was a
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‘Mischling’ — he had Jewish blood. That other Muscovite, Ernst Fischer, was also to be given a
job.62

Schoner was not so unhappy about Honner. It was a ‘thankless and difficult post” and with any
luck he would prove unpopular. The Russians were pushing for the reopening of the theatres and
cinemas. Because of the war damage, most of Vienna’s great cultural institutions had to make

do with what space they could find. The Burgtheater performed in the Ronacher.” The Opera
had been bombed out. Klemens Krauss was appointed chief conductor amid widespread
disappointment. Krauss had blotted his copybook in 1934 when he had emigrated to Germany
at the time of Dollfuss’s assassination by the Nazis, and his scandalous behaviour had not been
forgotten. The first post-Nazi newspaper came out, but that was a disappointment too, as it
looked too much like Goebbels’s Valkische Beobachter — short on news and big on propagan-

da. It was no surprise that the editor was the communist Fischer.63

News reached Schéner on the 24th of a new Andreas Hofer fighting the Nazis in the Tyrol.
The man gave his name as Plattner. He seems to have been a flash in the pan, although it
was true that the Tyroleans were pushing the Nazis out before the arrival of the Americans.
With Austria the ‘victim’ and Italy a former Axis power, ‘everyone was waiting for the
return of the South Tyrol’ to Austria. There was a rumour that reached the ears of both
Schéner and Margarétha that the former chancellor Kurt von Schuschnigg had been poi-
soned in Sachsenhausen concentration camp. As it was he was on the way to the South Tyrol
himself.; On 26 April, an interim government was formed under Karl Renner.

It was an attempt to balance the interests of the Christian socialists, the socialists and the
communists, albeit dominated by moderate socialists like Renner and his vice-chancellor,
Adolf Schirf. Of the communists, Fischer was given the important portfolio of ‘popular
enlightenment, education and culture’ and Honner was made minister of the interior. The
Christian Democrat minister Kunschak was a notorious antisemite, which made the Jews who

formed the bulk of the Austrian Centre reluctant to go home.64 Margarétha heard about it
when a girl gave him a copy of the Soviet-sponsored Neues Osterreich which contained the
details of Renner’s cabinet and the proclamation. He thought the latter ‘excellent, a real
masterpiece’. It declared that Austria would return to the constitution of 1920. The An-
schluss, said the proclamation, had been involuntary; it had been imposed on Austria and was
therefore null and void. Margarétha then repaired to the Naschmarkt, where he was able to

purchase some precious root vegetables.65

* The equivalent of the Royal National Theatre performing in a music hall.

1 The Tyrolean innkeeper Andreas Hofer had fought Napoleon, and was shot by the
French in 1810.

1 See below pp. 82-4.

On Friday 27 April the representatives of the permitted political parties signed a declaration
of independence from Germany. The Soviets recognised Renner’s regime, but only as far as
the Danube, because Tolbukhin’s troops were still fighting in the Weinviertel. The Second
Republic was born under the aegis of the Red Army. That afternoon Schoner abandoned his
old coat and skiing trousers for a silk shirt and a dark suit. The Vienna Philharmonic was
going to play its first concert since the liberation. At 4 p.m. there was a private performance
at the Large Concert Hall, as the Musikverein building had been damaged. The hall was only
three-quarters full, but a substantial number of Adabeis had gathered to watch the arrival of
civil servants, communists and Russian army officers. The orchestra was heartily applauded,
Krauss audibly less so. Some people even hissed. The programme was Schubert’s Unfin-
ished, Beethoven’s Leonore 3 and Tchaikovsky’s Fifth Symphony: ‘A tribute to the immortal
spirit of Vienna and the great, classic time of Viennese music and to the musical genius of
Russia.” The Philharmonic played the Schubert ‘without soul’; they were better at the
Beethoven. The Tchaikovsky was ‘brilliantly played’.
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In the interval the assistant mayor, the communist Steinhardt, made a speech in which he
thanked the Red Army for liberating them from the ‘brown plague’. There was loud cheering.
He then announced a full programme of cultural events: there was to be a performance by the
Burgtheater company of Sappho on the 30 April and the State Opera company would do The
Marriage of Figaro at the Volksoper. At the Akademie Theater they would have Nestroy’s
Mdd aus der Vorstadt. The stress was clearly on ‘Austrian culture’ for the time being. The

Raimund and Josefstadt® theatres were to reopen together with nine cinemas. In reality this
meant showing a lot of Soviet films without subtitles.66

It was only at the end of April that the Western Allies appeared at the Austrian border. The
Americans took Innsbruck, Salzburg and Linz; the British came up through Italy on the 28th
and marched into Carinthia and Styria before meeting up with Soviet forces. That same day
the Nazi fellow traveller Joham was rejected as a member of the provisional government.
Loudspeakers played ‘O Du mein Osterreich’. The Russians stood by and tacitly blessed
the regime they had ushered in. The British, however, had had their worst fears confirmed,
and promptly refused to recognise Renner’s government. The Americans followed suit.
Renner responded by hailing Stalin as the ‘greatest military commander of all time’. Later
Schoner met a friend who had just returned from suburban Weidling. There had been
persistent raping at his country house. A seventeen-year-old girl who had tried to defend

herself had been shot. ‘On the periphery it is much worse than it is in the inner city.’67
* The Josefstadt is where Anna Schmidt is engaged as a soubrette in The Third Man.

On the 29th five tramlines began to work again. Renner appeared in the company of two Russian
officers at the Foreign Office dressed in a stiff collar, a tie with pearl pin, grey spats and an old

brown hat. He had a white goatee beard stained with nicotine from his diet of cigarsé8 and
boasted a small pot belly. He was ready for his detractors. He did not deny that he had been in
favour of the Anschluss, only that he had wanted union with the Nazis. He was keen to do down
the Austro-fascists of the Corporate State. He told the diplomats that Dollfuss people were as
unwelcome in the new Austria as Nazis. He let it be known that he wanted the Austro-fascists
excluded from the suffrage for ten years. As it was, it proved easy to restock the ministries with
untainted civil servants: all they had to do was reappoint those prematurely retired in the time

of the Corporate State.69 Naturally, most of them were socialists, and Wellersdorf old-boys.

It was May Day, and a big parade was laid on for the Russians. Austrian flags had been made
out of old swastikas, and the women had fashioned head scarves out of the same material. The
people wore red carnations and greeted one another with the word ‘Freiheit’ or ‘freedom’,
rather than the usual ‘Griiss Gott!” The Russians made the city a present of tons of provisions.

The Viennese said it was all food they had plundered from them in the first place.70 The gift
was supposed to last for a month. It meant a daily ration of 1,620 calories for heavy workers,
970 for white-collar staff and 833 for children.71 The French arrived in Bregenz on Lake
Constance that same day. On 6 May they had established themselves in a small part of their
zone, the Upper Tyrol. By the time of the German capitulation on 8 May, the whole of Austria
was occupied. Just in case anyone was to forget, the French put up signposts for their own

troops: ‘Ici Autriche, pays ami’ (This is Austria, these are our friends).72

The Western Allies were still a long way off. There were rumours that the Americans were
making difficulties for Austria because of Stalin’s sponsorship of the Lublin Poles. On 3 May
a story did the rounds about the partition of Vienna. The British, it seemed, were going to
receive the 1st Bezirk. It was the first time the Viennese had heard that the French too were
to have their slice of the cake. Schéner was later told that the French were to receive central
Vienna, and also the 7th Bezirk where he lived. The new communist police president,
Hautmann, decreed that all foreigners and forced labourers had to leave Vienna. They were
to assemble in Wiener Neustadt until transport could be arranged for them. The Schéners lost

their two Ukrainian servant girls and an Italian cook.73

43
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The Fiihrer had committed suicide on 30 April, but the Wehrmacht and the SS were still fighting.
Schéner was appalled to see that the Austrians were among the most dogged. ‘In the end it is
once again apparent that the Austrians, providing they are really Nazis, are also the most
unremitting partisans of Hitler. German generals from the Reich are capitulating; the L6hrs and

Rendulics® in the south and the north are fighting on.’74

The British and the Yugoslavs had finally come to blows over Trieste, which the former were
keen to award to the Italians. Meanwhile the Russians had begun to deport 500 Austrians from
Floridsdorf in the suburbs. Field Marshal Alexander was thought to be in Vienna, staying at
the Hotel Imperial, and between Stockerau, Tulln and Korneuburg in Lower Austria the
Wehrmacht and the SS were still holding out on 6 May. Vlasov’s army was leaving its
positions in Prague and heading south to Lower Austria, and it looked as if fighting could flare
up again. Vlasov and his Cossacks had been fighting alongside the SS, and he did not wish to
be captured by the Red Army who would have executed him immediately as a traitor. His
departure coincided with the Soviet-inspired uprising in Prague. On the 7th Schéner heard a
distorted rumour that Hitler’s successor Admiral D6nitz had surrendered unconditionally in
Copenhagen. Eisenhower had said the war was over, but there was still gunfire to be heard.
Margarétha concluded that it was Vlasov’s army fighting a path to the Western Allies.75 The
truce was pronounced at 2 p.m. that day, but there was no more champagne to celebrate with.
They made good with meatballs, and in the evening ‘goulash, like in peacetime!’76

* Romanian-born Colonel General Alexander L6hr was handed over to the Yugo-
slavs by the British, and later executed for ordering the bombardment of Belgrade.
Colonel General Lothar Rendulic, born in Wiener Neustadt, was sentenced to
twenty-five years for war crimes. He was released in 1951.
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Chapter 2
Wild Times: A Picture of Liberated Central Europe in 1945

On 8 May Germany had surrendered unconditionally and was occupied by
the victorious powers. Everyone was freed from National Socialist tyranny.
Those whose lives were in danger from the regime were finally spared. But
for many others, however, the misery and risk of death had not disappeared.

For countless people the suffering only began with the end of the war. Richard
von Weizsidcker, Vier Zeiten: Erinnerungen, Berlin 1997, 95 Liberation from the East.

HAT was true of Vienna applied, to a lesser or greater extent, to every town and
Wcity in Germany and Austria: if they had not been knocked flat, they had been at
least partially destroyed. Many insignificant market towns and villages had been
reduced to piles of rubble as well, victims of the Allied advance, and the process continued
until the Allies believed they had wholly subdued the enemy. Besides the terrible loss of

human life, much treasure was gone for good, and cities that had been the glory of central
Europe were no more.

There were the Residenzen, the former court capitals: Dresden had been smashed to smither-
eens as a Valentine’s Day present to the Red Army; in Munich the destruction of so many
cultural monuments prompted Richard Strauss’s most moving composition, Die Metamor-
phosen; and the baroque gem of Wiirzburg, Dresden’s equivalent in the west, had been
reduced to rubble by the USAAF in the last days of the war. The Welf capitals of Hanover

and Brunswick had suffered the loss of their palaces;” Bayreuth was the victim of its
Wagner-cult; two-thirds of Weimar was flattened on account of Goethe and Schiller. Cassel
was so badly damaged that the ruins were bulldozed. The lack of any remaining infrastructure
obliged the American army to plant its HQ in the spa town of Wiesbaden, which had come out
of the war only slightly mauled, because bad weather had caused the air force to drop the bulk
of its payload on the outlying woods.

* Brunswick’s palace was pulled down and replaced by a shopping centre.

Not all Germany’s gems had been homes to small courts. There was Hildesheim, where the
wooden houses burned for a fortnight before the flames could be extinguished, and where the
two largest Carolingian churches went up in smoke. Hamburg had been the testing ground
for Britain’s and America’s weapons of mass destruction in 1943: in two days of bombing,
50,000 had died. The ancient centre of Frankfurt-am-Main was gone; a few facades on the
latter’s Romerberg recalled the glories of what had been before. Little remained of the centres
of the former Roman cities of Cologne and Trier, or of Charlemagne’s capital, Aachen, where
the baptistery lay open to the skies; the Bavarian cities of Augsburg and Regensburg had been
pulverised. Leipzig, the capital of the German book trade, was badly bruised; Breslau
smouldered long after the end of the war as the Russians lit fires in the ruins. The medieval
cores of Stettin and Danzig had been levelled by Soviet artillery. The list is endless.

The inhabitants of urban Germany were dead or scattered. The survivors generally headed
west, hoping to reach the Western Allies who — they believed — would treat them more fairly
than the Red Army. Only a few brave souls ventured east. One of these was Ursula von
Kardorff, who undertook a mission to Berlin in September 1945 and listed the shattered cities
as she went: ‘Darmstadt, Mannheim, Hanau — a landscape of craters provoking extreme
sadness. Add to this the prison camps surrounded by barbed wire and their watchtowers, the
ruins, the detonated bridges and autobahn viaducts. Scorched earth, just as Hitler dreamed up

for his people.’!
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East Prussia

East Prussia was the first German region visited by the Red Army, and to some extent the worst
treated. The first incursion, at Nemmersdorf on 21 October 1944, was to be a foretaste. In the
course of a single night the Red Army killed seventy-two women and one man. Most of the
women had been raped, of whom the oldest was eighty-four. Some of the victims had been
crucified. Gauleiter Koch refused to allow the population to flee. Hitler wanted East Prussia to
prove the resilience of the German people. That autumn the East Prussians watched the
departure of the birds: ‘Yes, you are now flying away! And us? What is to become of us and our

land?’?

Then in January 1945 the Soviet offensive began. The Russians broke through the German
lines on the 17th. Insterburg was the first to fall, followed by Tilsit and Gumbinnen. Koch,
who had been named commissar for the defence of the Reich, finally gave permission for the
civilian population to leave. Almost simultaneously, however, the Red Army reached Elbing
on the Baltic, thereby cutting East Prussia off from the Reich. The East Prussians resorted to
every conceivable means of leaving the beleaguered territory and reaching what was believed
to be the safety of the west bank of the Vistula. Trains, however, ran head on into the Russian
advance and were stopped in their tracks. Passengers froze in the icy temperatures, and the

dead were thrown from the windows.?

Ships fared no better. They were sunk as they left the harbour of Pillau outside K6nigsberg.
Hundreds of thousands of refugees trekked across the ice that covered the inland seas of the
Frisches and Kurisches Haff in heavily laden carts and proceeded towards Danzig. The
Russians warned them they would fire at the ice from their warships on 15 February. The
shells hit men and horses. Where the ice was smashed, the trekkers put up temporary bridges
and persevered. The night was pitch black. All they could hear was ‘Shooting, screaming
and screeching’. When dawn broke they realised the full horror: body upon body, man and
horse; and every now and then the chassis of a cart sticking out of the ice. Those who
succeeded in making it to the thin strip of land that borders Haff and Nehrung had a choice

of heading north to the ships at Pillau or south-west towards Danzig.*

One family that left an account of the crossing headed south to Stutthof, the home of the
infamous concentration camp to the east of Danzig. The road to Danzig was barred; one of
the horses went into labour; and the Russians continued the bombardment of the refugees
from the sea. The family was lucky enough to reach Hela Point. From there they were shipped
to Jutland. They did not see Germany again until they were repatriated from Denmark in

November 1948.° The noose tightened around K6nigsberg on 26 January 1945. Very soon the
road to the sea and Pillau was cut off. The city held out until 9 April. The first the surgeon
Hans Lehndorff knew of the fall of Ké6nigsberg was when Russians soldiers broke into his
hospital and robbed his patients of their watches, beating up anyone who stood in their way.
Fountain pens were the next craving. The sick and injured were tipped out of their beds,
bandages ripped from their wounds, and papers burned to create more light to steal by. All

the hospital’s provision in food was consumed or squandered in a matter of hours.® One of
the attackers, ‘a really young fellow, suddenly burst into tears because he had yet to find a
watch. He struck three fingers in the air. He was going to shoot three people if he did not get one

at once.” They found him a watch.?

General Lasch® capitulated the next day and swarms of soldiers attacked the population as
they ventured out of the warrens they had inhabited during the long siege. They were beaten,
robbed, stripped and, if female, raped. The women’s screams could be heard everywhere:
‘Schiefl doch!” they shouted. ‘Go on, shoot!” The sisters in the hospital were raped by
‘blood-crazed children’, sixteen years old at the most. The pious Lehndorff could feel the
women’s souls dying. ‘Is not every word an accusation against me? Is there no opportunity
to throw oneself between them and through it to find an honourable death?’8 Some of the
women were laughing hysterically. One of the conquerors was Alexander Solzhenitsyn. He
wote of the rapes in a poem called ‘Prussian Nights’:
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The little daughter’s on the mattress,
Dead. How many have been on it

A platoon, a company perhaps?

A girl’s been turned into a woman.
A woman turned into a corpse.9

Bunkers and shelters were simply torched with flame-throwers. A very large number of
Konigsberger took their own lives to escape the indignity of Soviet revenge. That night the
surgeon looked out into the hospital courtyard to see it filled with horses and caravans. It

could have been deepest Asia.10

Lehndorff was touched by the help he had from the French forced labourers. They too were
robbed by the Red Army. ‘Adieu, docteur!” one of them cried out as Lehndorff successfully ran
away from a Russian soldier with a submachine gun who was angry that the surgeon had pushed
him out of the way, making him fall on his back. Lehndorff removed his white coat, and the
soldier did not recognise him again. Episodes of this sort did not make the business of treating
the sick and wounded any easier. The instruments were pilfered off the operating table. One
glimmer of light came when they were visited by a Russian major who wanted a wart removed.

After the hospital staff cut it out, he gave them temporary protection.11

* Lasch was sentenced to death in absentia and his family arrested. Koch escaped
from Pillau after telling the population to stand firm.

Worse was to come when the Russians found alcohol. On 11 April they located the
Menthal distillery. They now set fire to the undamaged parts of the city. The bad mood of
the Red Army was made more acute by syphilis and gonorrhoea. The soldiers ran back to
the hospitals and demanded treatment at gunpoint. In their wilder orgies, however, they had
smashed the dispensary to smithereens. Even Lehndorff could not resist a moment of
Schadenfreude.12 It did not last long. His soul mate — designated simply by the name ‘Doktora’
— was dragged from the operating table and raped. Lehndorff had not been there at the time,
and at first he did not notice the change in her. She stood at the table, binding wounds in the
same way: ‘but these eyes! A barb stuck into the remains of my soul.” A little while later she
came to him in her torn tracksuit. She asked for her Bible. She had put pills aside for when
she needed them. The horror had yet to abate, and she fought off three more attacks. Finally

when she burst into tears Lehndorff was relieved: ‘I am happy that she has finally given in.’13

The city was burning. Once the fun was over the remaining citizens were assembled for
forced marches to camps. Anyone who was too old or too ill was shot there and then, either
in their beds or in the gutters. On 12 April Lehndorff was one of those rounded up and
marched out of the city. As he walked out, the Russians cheered, shouting, ‘Gitlair Kapoot!’
(Hitler’s had it!). He marched for twenty-five kilometres. With the help of Polish auxiliaries
the women were dragged away from the column with cries of ‘Davai, suda!’ (Come,
woman!). Before he left the hospital Lehndorff had found a female patient with a head

wound who had been raped countless times without ever being aware of it.14

They were marched to camps, some of which were in Konigsberg itself, like the one in the
garage of the Rothenstein Barracks. On the promise of better treatment, some Germans acted
as kapos — prisoners who had wormed their way into positions of trust — dealing out blows
for their Soviet masters. A number of these were allegedly communists, who believed their
day had come.15 Had they expected to become masters of the city now that the Nazis had
been deposed, they were deluding themselves. Konigsberg had been awarded to the Soviet
Union and it was now administered as a Soviet city. The German population would be at
best deported, at worst exterminated. The remaining buildings that had escaped the British
raid in August 1944, or which had not been filled with Soviet political bureaux — like the
Kommandatura, or military command, in the Ziethenstrasse and the old Gestapo Headquar-
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ters — were rased to the ground. A Soviet city would be built on the site of the old capital of
the Teutonic Knights.

The Russians were expecting to find the Amber Room from Tsarskoe Selo in the shattered
Royal Schloss. The invading Germans had packaged it up and sent it back to a secret location

in Germany.” Later it was put on display in the Schloss, where Marianne Giinther visited it on
15 March 1943. The Russians appear to have accidentally incinerated the room themselves in
their zeal to put the city to the torch; they then accused the Germans of hiding it to cover up its

wanton destruction by their own men.16

It is estimated that there were as many as 110,000 Germans left in Konigsberg on 9 April. When
the Soviets conducted a head count in June, 73,000 remained. Graf Plettenberg maintained that
the Russians had actually tied Hitler Youths to horses and torn them limb from limb, but in the
absence of any other reports of this taking place in Konigsberg, it has to be discounted.17

Nonetheless, as one Konigsberger maintained, ‘a man was worth less than the watch he wore’.18

Valiant efforts were made to preserve life against all odds. Professor Wilhelm Starlinger
ran a hospital for Germans in the Ziegelstrasse until he was deported to Siberia. It handled
13,200 patients until it was closed in 1947. Of these around 15 per cent died, chiefly of typhus
and malaria. Others were treated at the Barmherzigkeit, or Sisters of Mercy, a bombed-out
building administered by Professor Arthur Bottner. He was assisted by Lehndorff and the
hygienist Hans Schubert. Both left records of their experiences in Konigsberg. Lehndorff’s
are possibly the most moving account of human suffering written anywhere and at any time.

Those who lived in the villages of East Prussia fared no better than the townsfolk. A witness
who made it to the west talked of a poor village girl who was raped by an entire tank squadron

from eight in the evening to nine in the morning. One man was shot and fed to the pigs.19
Another woman tried to take the last train from Mohringen, but it was derailed and the
passengers proceeded on foot, only to run into the Russians. She describes these soldiers
breaking into a farmhouse and finding an Iron Cross, Second Class. The owner of the
decoration and his wife were taken out and shot in the back of the head. The narrator herself
was raped around twenty times the night she was captured, but there was worse in store. She
was carried off by two officers and seven men, whom she suspected were deserters, or
temporarily estranged from their unit. They lodged her and eight other females, including a
fourteen-year-old girl, in a house in the forest, where they raped them for a week. Their
ordeal came to an end only when the GPU, the secret police, found the house. The woman
was then taken to Insterburg and shipped beyond Stalingrad to the north-eastern Urals. She
was in a carriage with fifty women for three weeks. During that time she had only two hot
meals. The guards gave them salted herrings. They were so thirsty that they licked the
condensation off the window panes. Five of the women had died by the time they reached
their destination. They were suffering from typhus, dysentery and facial erysipelas. In

August 1945 she was sent back to Germany.20

* The irony was that the room had been made for the Royal Schloss in Berlin — another victim
of the war — and Prussia’s first king, the spendthrift Frederick I. His austere son, Frederick
William, gave the room to Peter the Great in exchange for a squad of tall soldiers, a commodity
he valued more highly than amber.

Christel Beckmann reached Mecklenburg, whence she sent the teacher Marianne Giinther news
of the tiny village of Gertlauken at the end of 1945:

Hildegard Schustereit was dragged off with the other girls and died in the Urals. In
the village practically all the old people are dead. My cousin Ingrid Iwahn is also
dead, so are Aunt and Uncle Matschull, my classmate Lotte Jakobeit and her
mother, Lies Wallat and Eva Gronwald. Siegfried Schwarm has also died, his
mother buried him in the gutter. Herr von Kohs was killed, Frau von Kohs came
back to the village and died of typhus. Their children have been shared out: little
Franka has gone to Frau Kather, one of the boys is with Frau Schwarm, the other
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with Frau Frose. My dear cousin Herta was frequently raped, the other women too.
The Russians behaved badly in Mecklenburg, but it was nothing to what they did at
home. The farms lie dormant. The land is overgrown with thistles and thorns. They
all have to work in Deimehoh, Gertrud Beckmann and my cousin Herta too. As
regards animals they have only dogs, cats, mice and rats; there is not a cow, a pig or
a hen. They have all lost their things: the last bed, clothing, shoes, everything; they
have just the rags on their bodies.21

Pomerania

The war had ended much earlier for the Krockows at Glowitz in eastern Pomerania. The
Russians came in March, announcing their arrival by setting fire to the manor house. At the
time no one could understand why they should destroy a useful building. They attributed the
Russian wrath to a portrait of an ancestor, resplendent in his uniform as a colonel of the
hussars, that had made the invaders think of Hermann Goring. It was more likely, however,
that the manor excited a class-hatred among the Russians and accounted for their cheering
from the elegant parterres as this symbol of hated Junkertum went up in flames. The Junkers
fared no better on the whole. Even an implacable opponent of the Nazis, like Eberhard von

Braunschweig, was hauled out with his family and shot.22

The refugees and the Russians had arrived with plagues of disease, venereal and other (dysen-
tery, typhoid and spotted fever). Not even the animals were spared: the cows caught foot and
mouth disease, the pigs erysipelas and the horses equinia. Not that it mattered much. The
Russian arrival had been the cue for hecatombs in every farmyard. The beasts were butchered
and salted away. No one knew when food would be available again. The farms and houses were
stripped of everything. There was even an order issued that all musical instruments be delivered
to the railway stations. There they lay, braving the elements, until children began to take them
back, anything that was still workable.

To protect themselves against the Russians the women covered themselves with ashes to make
themselves look old, hobbled around on crutches or painted on red spots to feign disease. In a
village near Greifenberg, in the western part of East Pomerania, the squire’s wife Kdthe von
Normann took the precaution of removing her false front tooth to make herself look older, and
dressed herself in peasant costume. The other women adopted the same attire. It rarely worked
— the Russians were none too choosy anyhow, and the victims ranged in age from tiny children
to great-grandmothers. Others kept their children by them at all times. Libussa von Krockow
had recently given birth, and the baby at her breast proved a disincentive to Russian attacks.
The Russians were often very taken with the German children, hugging and kissing them and
giving them things to eat.

Kéthe von Normann saw her first Russians on 5 March. An officer asked for her gold watch,
telling her that his own had been destroyed when his hand was wounded. Frau von Normann
tried to ascertain whether this was true or not, but he hid his hand. The next thing he needed
was a race-horse. Her horse was led out and she began to cry. “‘Why woman cry?’ the officer
asked in fractured German. ‘About an animal, it is war, and about people.” A short while

later the horse returned by itself, having thrown its Russian rider.'3

The next visitors were a couple of grimy soldiers demanding shoes. Philipp von Normann
was obliged to hand over his own. When they noticed his wife one of the men uttered the
terrible words, ‘Frau, komm!’ Kédthe von Normann did not know what he wanted and ran
behind her husband, sobbing. The man shouted to her again to come, but his companion
began to yell at him, and both left. Herr von Normann had to explain to his wife what was at
stake: ‘It might happen now that I will have to protect you, and then I shall be shot.” They

assembled the family in one room and prepared for the siege.!*
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The Russians moved into the house, together with an interpreter, who counselled them to
lock themselves in at night. That night they were helpless to prevent the Russians from
stealing the silver, making off with it over the sleeping children. Next they found the
schnapps. Frau von Normann’s mother was obliged to try each bottle first, lest it be poisoned.
She replied with a few lines of broken Polish that had no effect on the Russians. They drank three
of the four bottles, then fell asleep, and the Normanns were relieved to hear their snores. Kithe’s
mother had indeed prepared poison, but for them. Philipp von Normann refused to countenance
suicide: ‘It is still a sin, and even if we can justify it for ourselves, the three children have a right
to live. We cannot justify it to God.’25 Dawn was an age coming. While Herr von Normann went
out into the farmyard, his wife went to the kitchen where she found Russian women soldiers with
unruly hair, washing themselves. The boarders had run through a stock of some 3,000 eggs that
had been destined for the military hospital; the lavatories were a sight to behold.

The Russians were becoming ever bolder in their demands. Philipp lost his watch, his wedding
ring and his signet ring. Then he was interrogated. Although he had not been a member of the
Party (the Polish estate workers confirmed this), his military ID was enough to condemn him.
He was taken away. He hugged his wife and children: ‘God protect you!” He died of dysentery

in a Russian camp in Schwiebus in May.26

It was Kédthe von Normann’s turn next. She was told to go with the soldiers. She sent for a
worker who could translate: she would go only with her children, otherwise they should
shoot all four of them straight away. The Russians reconsidered: she and her family had five
minutes to pack and get out of the house. Soon afterwards she saw the Russian general arrive.

As the women of the estate left en masse to find a refuge, the Russians kept coming back to
search for arms and watches. Then they caught sight of a Frau Westphal and tried to drag her
away. She was defended by her ten-year-old son with an axe, until the Russians finally
desisted and merely robbed her of a pot of lard. The women made for comparative shelter in
the woods, although the weather was bitterly cold and there were frequent snowfalls.
Eventually they found quarters in one of the many farmhouses abandoned by Germans
fleeing across the Oder. The usual news came in from the neighbouring villages: a woman
raped twenty times, and she was not the only one. Frau von Normann looked at her son. ‘He
doesn’t cry, but the sight of indescribable misery in the eyes of my ten year old I shall never

forget so long as I live.’27

On 12 March rumours reached Kéthe von Normann that Polish units had occupied some of
the local villages. She drew the wrong conclusions — she thought they would want to see
the farms working again under their industrious German owners. She had no inkling, any
more than anyone else, that her land had already been promised to the Poles.

It was on 30 March that General Berling’s First Polish Army raised their flag on Danzig town
hall. The fighting had come to an end, and the people were gradually emerging from the
cellars where they had lived through the Russian shelling. The Western Allies were informed
that a Wojewoda or provincial governor had been appointed. Only later did the Americans
realise that this was all part of the fait accompli, and that Danzig was going to be incorporated
into a Polish state shifted westwards, to allow the Soviets to hang on to the territory they had

negotiated over with Ribbentrop in 1939.28

The Soviets estimated that 39,000 dead bodies lay in the city. They had captured 10,000 German
soldiers. Others held out on the tip of the Hela Peninsula where General von Sauken was
performing a remarkable job in transporting citizens and troops to Schleswig-Holstein. Some
1,200,000 escaped the Red Army in this way before Sauken capitulated on 9 May. Not all of
them survived the crossing. Two out of four barges containing prisoners from the Stutthof
concentration camp at the mouth of the Vistula failed to make it: one was scuttled by the SS,
the other was bombed by the RAF. The two that reached Neustadt, north of Liibeck, were fired

on by SS men and naval personnel.29 The Russians did not actually bother to enter Stutthof
until 9 May, more than a month after the fall of Danzig. Stutthof was just one of 2,000 camps,
great and small, liberated by the Allies between the autumn of 1944 and the late spring of 1945.
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Most of the prisoners at Stutthof were women, and most of the women Jews. About 3,000 had
been shot or thrown into the icy waters of the Bight in January.30

Germany’s prisons were also evacuated. Once again it seemed that the Nazis did not want the
world to know what they had been perpetrating. In November prisons had been emptied on
the left bank of the Rhine. A month later they emptied the gaols of Konigsberg. The inmates
were transferred to penal institutions in central Germany. Prisoners were divided into three
groups: those who could be released; those who could be dispatched to army formations; and
those who were under no circumstance to be liberated. This last group was largely made up of
racial types that were anathema to the Nazis: Jews and ‘half-Jews’ above all, but gypsies,
Poles and Czechs as well. Also in this category were the worst criminals — murderers and

psychopaths. These could be shot if necessary.31

The marches took place in a fiercely cold winter, and many died. Nonetheless the death rate was
not as high as on the similar treks that took place on the closing of the extermination and
concentration camps. It has been estimated there were fifty-two of these ‘death marches’
involving 69,000 people, of whom 59 per cent perished.32 Women prisoners proved frailer, and
many were raped by retreating German soldiers, or captured and killed by the Red Army. The
prison warders who accompanied the treks were not as brutal as concentration camp guards,
and up to a third of the convicts managed to escape. More closely watched were the ‘NN’ or
Nacht und Nebel (night and fog) prisoners, who had simply been abducted and never formally

tried. At best they were to be transferred to a concentration camp; at worst shot.

In Danzig it was open season for the Russian soldiers once again. They raped, murdered and
pillaged. Women between the ages of twelve and seventy-five were raped; boys who sought
to rescue their mothers were pitilessly shot. The Russians defiled the ancient Cathedral of
Oliva and raped the Sisters of Mercy. Later they put the building to the torch. In the hospitals
both nurses and female doctors were subjected to the same outrages after the soldiers drank
surgical spirit. Nurses were raped over the bodies of unconscious patients in the operating
theatres together with the women in the maternity ward. Doctors who tried to stop this were
simply gunned down. The Poles behaved as badly as the Russians. Many Danzigers took

their own lives.3* The men were rounded up, beaten and thrown into the concentration camp
at Matzkau. From there Boo to 1,000 were despatched to Russia twice daily.

The scene is familiar from Gilinter Grass’s novel 7he Tin Drum of 1959. Grass was a Danziger,
and, although he was serving with the Waffen-SS when Danzig fell, he speaks with authority.
When the Russians break into his ‘presumed’ father’s grocers shop they rape the widow Greff
while playing with little Kurt. Rapists and child-lovers — two clichés of the invasion. Not all
Red Army soldiers spared children by any means, and not all of them were rapists either. The
protagonist Oskar Matzerath’s father famously swallows his Nazi Party badge to conceal it,

choking to death in the process: a powerful metaphor for Germany in its hour of defeat.>> In
his 2002 novella im Krebsgang about the sinking of the Wilhelm Gustloff at the end of January 1945
Grass has returned to the theme. The ship was being used as part of the efforts to evacuate the
German population. Anything up to 9,000 people died in the icy waters, many of them children.

It was the worst maritime tragedy of all time.3¢
Silesia

As the Red Army approached German Silesia it liberated the camps at Auschwitz. The sight that
confronted its soldiers doubtless sharpened their resolve when it came to the Germans. The
Russians arrived on the heels of the retreating SS, which had been busy destroying the
evidence of what had gone on there. Twenty-nine out of thirty-five storerooms had also been
destroyed, but in the six that remained there was more than enough evidence to condemn
them: 368,280 men’s suits, 836,255 women’s coats and dresses and 5,525 pairs of women’s
shoes. In the tannery they found seven tons of human hair. Seven thousand inmates survived
to greet them. Their places were taken by German POWSs and Silesian civilians.
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The rest of the victims of Nazi terror had been hurriedly marched towards the Reich to the
more political camps that were in German and Austrian territory. Mauthausen, which had not
been a Jewish camp before, suddenly became one; Sachsenhausen, Ravensbriick and Buch-
enwald were similarly transformed. Belsen was crammed to bursting point with Jewish
prisoners, many of them already suffering from typhus. Other camps that were restocked in

this way were Dora Mittelbau, Gross Rosen and Flossenbiirg. Thousands died en route.’’

The Russians reached the old Silesian frontier as early as 19 January 1945. The Gauleiter had
proclaimed, ‘They will not cross the Silesian border.” The next day he authorised the
departure of 700,000 Breslauer, most of them women and children who marched off to

Germany in temperatures of twenty degrees below zero.3® Some arrived in Dresden and were
camping in the streets when the Anglo-Americans destroyed the city. Others went to Berlin,
where they were burned to death in the great February raids. The capital of Lower Silesia,
Breslau was surrounded on 16 February; it finally surrendered on 6 May. The day before,
Hitler’s last favourite, Field Marshal Ferdinand Schérner, marched his troops away leaving
the commander of the garrison, General Niehoff, to go to the Villa Colonia to sign the
capitulation. Niehoff’s soldiers were led off to captivity in the east. The city had been one of
Hitler’s Kesseln: fortresses to be defended to the last drop of German blood. It had suffered
horribly, and so had its people. Now they hung white flags from their windows and prepared
for the ordeal.

Those who escaped from Breslau crossed the Neisse river at Gé6rlitz. Conditions were so bad
there that it has been described as ‘the worst city in Germany’ at the time. In one appalling
incident thirty women were driven into a barn and raped. When one refused she was shot. The
local Soviet commander heard about the atrocity and went to the barn and shot four of his own
men. In another incident eight Russian soldiers died after drinking methylated spirits. Forty

more were struck blind.3°

Apart from hunting down women to rape, the Russians were anxious to weed out the major
Nazis of Breslau. On 7 May the Red Army deliberately started fires in the ruins. What was left
of the city was looted. On 10 May the library of the university or Leopoldina for which
Brahms had written his famous Academic Festival Overture went up in flames; on the 1sth it
was the turn of the city museum. On the same day the twin towers of one of the city’s great
Backsteingotik churches — St Mary Magdalene — were blown up. Rival units fought over the
remaining food left by the Germans. ‘The idea that Breslau had been completely destroyed

by the siege was a post-war fiction.’40

The occupation followed the usual pattern of three waves: first came the bombardment and
the armies; these were replaced by the second force that took possession of the land, and
anything else for that matter, including the women; and finally the Poles came in their wake.
The last chunk of Silesia to be taken was the county of Glatz and the Riesengebirge mountains,
which fell to the Red Army only after the ceasefire, so that at least the quaint villages and the
town of Glatz were spared destruction.41 After the initial rage and lust abated, the Soviet
armies turned their hands to de-montage. On 1 June they dismantled the power station at
Kraftborn. The major factories went next, followed by street lights, overhead cables and
freight trains. The soldateska continued to steal watches, window frames, wheelbarrows and
bicycles. They also took every piano they could find.

In the Upper Silesian town of Steinau one mother of two small children frankly described
her ordeal at the hands of the Red Army: ‘A young Russian with a pistol in his hand came
to fetch me. I have to admit that I was so frightened (and not just of the pistol) that I could
not hold my bladder. That didn’t disturb him in the least. You got used to it soon enough and
realised there was no point in putting up a fight.’42 Later she went with her heavily pregnant
sister to see a Russian doctor, believing that he would be a civilised man. They were both
raped by the medic and a lieutenant, even though she herself was menstruating. That was no

disincentive either.43
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The soldiers raped every female they found; one twelve-year-old girl complained of the
terrible tearing they had caused her. On another occasion when all the surviving Steinauer
were taking refuge in a cellar and the women were once again threatened with gang rape, this
same mother gave her children coffee that had been laced with poison. But the dose was not
strong enough to do them any harm. She thought she was doing the right thing then: ‘I can
only assure people that a mother never believes herself more holy than at that moment.” When
she was subjected to what she feared would be rape by an entire platoon, she remembered a
Russian word for ‘child’. The rapist got up and escorted her from the room, before the eyes of
the others waiting their turn. The Steinau woman repeated the story — often told — that the
Russians treated children with kindness. She had seen a tank come up to a child in the middle

of a road and the driver climb out and pick up the boy and place him on the pavement.44

Peace came to Europe two days after the Russians took Breslau. The Breslauer scarcely noticed.
The remaining German citizens were well behind the lines. Their fate was mostly decided:
unless the Western Allies were capable of pulling a rabbit out of a hat at the Peace Conference,
Prussia’s second city would fall to Poland and they would be driven west.

Brandenburg

The Red Army encountered death in all its forms on the road to the German capital. At the
Sonnenburg Prison — ‘die Sonne’ as it had been known to its inmates — they found that soo
chiefly foreign prisoners had been slaughtered as recently as 30 January 1945, and it had not

been deemed worth while to repatriate them across the Oder.45 The last batch of prisoners to
be executed at Brandenburg-Gdrden were killed on 20 April, Hitler’s birthday. The Russians
liberated the prison a week later. The Russians, accompanied by Polish soldiers, chanced
upon Sachsenhausen concentration camp as they moved to invest Berlin. The camp was in
Oranienburg, and the fall of that former royal borough brought it home to Hitler that his days
were numbered.

There were just 5,000 prisoners left in Sachsenhausen of a population that had reached 50,000.
The rest had been taken on ‘death marches’.46 As in most concentration camps, a number of
Sachsenhausen’s prisoners had been out-housed, in this case in smaller camps in Lieberose
and Schwarzheide in the Mark Brandenburg. This had been the fate of many of the Jews
brought to Sachsenhausen from Slovakia and Auschwitz. As the Russians closed in on the
Mark, the prisoners were marched out of the camps towards the coast. Many were beaten to
death or shot on the way. The camp administrators, including the notorious Obersturmban-
nfithrer Hoss, also fled from their HQ in Ravensbriick. They ran to the comparative safety
of Flensburg to seek out their master Himmler. The latter advised Hdss to save his skin by
crossing into Denmark. Hdss received false papers as Able Seaman Franz Lang, but was

caught and hanged for all that.47

In the middle of May, the writer and journalist Margret Boveri finally made it to her country
cottage in Teupitz in the Spreewald. She and a Frau Becker undertook a hair-raising journey on
bicycles, dodging — successfully and not so successfully — the Soviet troops who wanted to
appropriate their valuable vehicles. They found it sinister that the place names had been crossed
out and rewritten in Cyrillic script, which they took for a sign that eastern Germany was to be
incorporated into the Soviet Empire.

The place seemed to have died, even if most of the houses seemed undamaged
from the outside [in the square a few corpses in uniform were lying around, stiff
like giant puppets]; the house was completely wrecked behind which we moor the
boat on our trips into the little town, the next-door property likewise. On Kohlgar-
ten (our peninsula), I spoke to one man only. He said, ‘My child is dead, my wife
in the hospital.” In my house I found the usual picture of destruction: everything
was shattered, smashed and plundered, and the three boats were gone. The clothes
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had all been taken, just like the food, down to the last grain of salt; the last naturally
snatched by our dear compatriots. My archive portfolios were strewn about the
place. The oil paint for painting the house had been emptied out and everything
was stuck to it. In the flower beds cows and horses had grazed and for the first time
we found some proper manure.48

The Schloss had taken the brunt of the destruction: the lords had fled, presumed dead, and the
Russians had turned the building into a hospital; despite that they spent the night bawling and
brawling and playing gramophone records. The two women made their way back to Berlin.
The normally resilient Frau Becker was reduced to tears by the sight of German civilians being

marched into captivity. Those who straggled or stumbled were beaten with whips.49 Ruth
Friedrich and her doctor friend Frank went on a journey into Brandenburg in pursuit of food.
They stopped at a country inn. Eventually a woman came out with a headscarf pulled down
over her brow: the usual device to conceal her age from the rapists. Here and there they could
see some soiled straw, but nothing else. They asked the peasant woman if she had food. She
told them it had all been stolen. ‘Russians or Germans?’ Frank asked. ‘Thieves,’” the woman
replied impassively. The pair ran into a trek on the road. These unfortunates were aged
between twelve and thirty. One of the children told her, ‘We are all going to die ... Why not?

Death is not the worst thing.’50

The Rhineland

The Rhineland was the first part of Germany to be liberated from the west, and the first city was
Aachen. The place of Charlemagne’s coronation had been pitilessly pummelled by Anglo-
American bombers so that there was little left of it. Of the 15,000 homes in the city only a fifth
were vaguely intact. The American-installed administration estimated that they could make the

damaged properties habitable within a year, but to rebuild the city would take twenty.51

One of the first Americans into Aachen was Saul Padover, who was then working for the
Psychological Warfare Division. He followed behind the troops, interviewing Germans to
compile a dossier on their affiliation to Nazism. His memoirs of the campaign provide a
variety of snapshots, but many of them are coloured by the anti-German propaganda he was
cooking up as he went. In Jiilich he found two Flemings who had been living the life of Riley
in an air-raid shelter. They believed themselves the only civilians left in the bombed-out
town, and had a huge stock of champagne and cognac, tins of food, eggs and chicken. In their

‘drowsy moments’ they read travel books or romantic novels.52

Padover was keen to record the moral loucheness of the German survivors. Wiesbaden ‘was
packed with German civilians, many of whom were gaily attired. There were lots of pretty

girls, and they smiled at us broadly and invitingly.”* The Americans had entered the spa
town on 28 March 1945 and the defenders had prudently tossed their weapons into whatever
expanse of water they could find. The Americans fenced off the centre of town with barbed
wire and moved into the Hotel Rose. Denazification began on 10 April, when all Pgs and SA

men were asked to report to the American authorities.53

Missie Vassiltchikov managed to get herself attached as a nurse to a convoy of children from
Bremen who were returning home. They had been sent to Austria after the destruction of the
city by bombing. For the Russian-born Missie it was the first time she had seen her country
of adoption for a year. The train passed though Munich in the middle of the night. All that
remained of the station was ‘a huge iron skeleton’. She caught a glimpse of Nuremberg,
Bamberg and Wiirzburg. They looked much the same — ruins. She jumped train at Fulda and
eventually made it to Hanau, Frankfurt and Geisenheim by hitching lifts from engine
drivers. She was trying to reach the Metternichs at their bombed-out home among the vines
of Schloss Johannisberg in the Rheingau. Her sister Tatiana was married to Prince Paul von
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Metternich. ‘It took me quite some time to reach the ruined castle. It, too, was a sorry sight. Only
one of the gatehouses still stands.”>*

* The sexual attraction of conquerors to the women of the defeated should have
appealed to the ‘psychologist’. The straitlaced Helmuth James von Moltke had
been shocked when he visited Paris in August 1940 to find the women ‘positively
queuing up to get a German soldier into bed’ (Letters to Freya, London 1991, 97).

The Americans had moved into the Mumm property next door. They were behaving badly —
throwing furniture and china out of the windows and giving away the clothes from the
wardrobes to the ‘Friuleins’. Brat von Mumm had just been released from a POW camp near
Rheims. He had been arrested at the champagne house that he had taken over in 1940 in the
wake of the German advance. It had been seized by the French state in 1914 as a ‘bien
d’ennemi’. He was living elsewhere as his house had been declared off-limits. There was not
much to eat, but the wine was a consolation. The majordomo served Missie exquisite things,

muttering each separate vintage in her ear.>>

Elena Skrjabina was another Russian, if not quite as grand as Missie, a relative of the
composer. She had been pressed into labour service by the Nazis in Russia and put to work
in a factory in Bendorf on the outskirts of Koblenz where she seems to have been well
treated. When the Americans arrived in April the Russian girls all feared the worst. Drunken
GIs hammered on the door. When that failed they tried to lure the women away from their
friends and plundered their meagre possessions. As with the Russians on the other side of
the country, alcohol tended to amplify the dangers: ‘The Americans found large supplies of
Rhine wine which had been kept for years in the cellars ... they were dreadfully drunk.’ Later

Elena confirmed that the Americans had ‘emptied all the cellars’ as they passed through.>¢

Before they left, a friendly American doctor brought the Russian women ‘cotton-like’ bread

that proved — to their evident surprise — ‘completely edible’.>” Koblenz and its environs were
picked over by a number of nations before the area settled down to being French. First the
Russians came up from the local camp and tried to throttle the factory manager. They then
smashed anything they could find. In June the area was occupied by Belgian troops. On 2 July

worried Germans declared ‘with horror that we would be occupied by the French’.58
* Mainz was bombed early on in the war, and grass was already growing on the ruins.

Carl Zuckmayer was a Rhinelander by birth. He had fled Germany after the Nazis burned his

books and became an American citizen in 1939. The sight of the burned-out shell” of his parents’
house in the cathedral city of Mainz brought home the scale of the destruction and made him
aware of the enormity of the task ahead. Germany was still full of contrasts: ‘From the vision

of the destroyed Badger-house” to the completely unchanged farmhouse parlour in the
Weismiihl, from Heidelberg to the German Theatre, from the town park in Schoneberg to the
Riemergasse, from the first night in Zurich to the morning celebrations in Vienna, from the
outrages and obscenities with our “Intelligence” and so forth — how can a heart bear it.’59
Zuckmayer listened to the German soul among the ruins that winter. He went to Frankfurt-
am-Main and gazed at the remains of the Romerberg, the medieval core of the city. A woman
caught him gaping in astonishment at the extent of the damage and said in a dialect he had

known from childhood: ‘Yes, that’s what we wanted all right, and that’s what we got.’60

Karl-Heinz Bohrer was ten when the Americans arrived in the village where he was living
in his grandparents’ holiday home near Remagen Bridge. The Wehrmacht had famously
failed to blow up the bridge, and the Americans were able to form an impressive bridgehead
on the eastern bank of the Rhine before the structure collapsed. Young German boys had
been taught that the Americans were cowards, who fought wars by dropping bombs.
Karl-Heinz had seen the disembowelled body of a black airman in the snow. The Americans
took him prisoner briefly, because he was wearing a steel helmet to take some milk over a
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dangerous meadow. The village was searched for arms. Meanwhile the old men and young
boys were lined up against a wall with their hands up. Karl-Heinz did not find the experience
frightening, but rather exhilarating. The first indication that peace had come was the silence.
The war had gone elsewhere, across the Rhine, towards the centre of Germany. Where he
was, it was over.

Bavaria

The East Prussian writer Ernst Wiechert had been waiting for this moment. He had suffered
at the hands of the Nazis, who had thrown him into Buchenwald. Now he could muster a brief
moment of happiness: ‘The patient had been stronger than the strong.” American forces
passed through the village. One moment they were there, the next they were gone, but ‘with
the dust behind their vehicles an era sank; one of evil, darkness and bloody violence and we
didn’t have to think of the past, but of what was to come ...”61 Wiechert was refreshed by the
thought that the guillotine would cease its bloody business, that the gallows would rot, that
death would cease its nightly visits to women and children in cellars. His wish was not to be
granted at once.

* Zuckmayer called his parents ‘the Badgers’

Once Wiechert explained to the Americans who he was, they treated him with kindness. The
CO sent up a couple of men to keep watch over his house and one of them killed a deer for
him — ‘so that you don’t go hungry’, he said. It was a world of humanity Germans had
forgotten over the past dozen years. But not all the Allies proved such perfect gentle knights.
When the French came four days later they surprised the house while the guards were off
duty, locked the Wiecherts in the kitchen and stole everything of value: silver, jewellery,

watches and typewriters.62

Wiechert was a celebrity and now he received visits from the literary world in uniform:
‘Captain’ Auden, one of Thomas Mann’s sons-in-law, Mann’s son Golo, and Pastor
Niemoller (another German who had suffered under the Nazis) and his wife, together with
numerous journalists. Wiechert was not happy with his own people, however. His outspoken
attitude to Nazism and the privileged treatment accorded to him by the Americans aroused
the envy of the locals. His writings were deplored and the man who had preferred inner
emigration, and criticised those who had actually left, was forced to flee to Switzerland, at a
time when other exiles were drifting home.

The Jew Victor Klemperer had made a miraculous escape from the ashes of Dresden. He had
kept his head down in a small Bavarian village until the war ended. On 11 May he also
expressed his shock at the German attitude to the very recent past.

The people are absolutely without history, in every respect. In the evening a young
woman came ... young, not unintelligent. She seemed to be originally from Munich,
and had been by bicycle to Munich for a day ... I asked the woman if she had heard
anything of Hitler and the other big names of the NSDAP: no, she had not had time
to ask about that, in other words: this did not interest her any more. The Third Reich
is already as good as forgotten, everyone had been opposed to it, had ‘always’ been
opposed.63

Klemperer naturally saw things from his perspective. Like many other Germans, the Munich
woman had evidently lost faith in Nazism some time before; with the terror apparatus halted,
she could now breathe freely.

Jewish prisoners in an outside dependency of Dachau could not believe their eyes when they

saw American tanks flying white flags. They wondered if they were imagining things. They
thought at first it might be a German trick. Once they had conquered their apprehensions
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they went down to the streets where the Americans were waiting. They tidied up their prison
uniforms on the way.®

The French reached Jettingen on 26 April. It was a pretty old town filled with half-timbered
houses. Ursula von Kardorff, a former journalist from an old Prussian noble family who had
been in contact with many members of the opposition to Hitler, had taken refuge there since
fleeing Berlin in February. Her decision to head for Jettingen had been influenced by the fact
that it was the home town of Claus Schenk von Stauffenberg, the man who had placed the
bomb at the Wolfsschanze in the July Plot against Hitler of 1944. Suddenly the main street
was filled with men in khaki uniforms. The next day they politely requisitioned her room at
the Hotel Adler and evicted her friends from the Schloss, although the officer in charge said
that the valuables could be locked up in the dining room, and they could take the key away
with them.

The gloves were off the next day when ‘two nasty characters’ came round to her digs in
pursuit of eggs and ‘snaps’. Ursula von Kardorff was firm with them. ‘Wir die besten
Soldaten of the world!” they shouted at her. ‘I don’t believe it,” she replied. Later she had a
furious argument with a Gaullist officer, who offered her coffee for all that. He told her that
the Berliners would suffer the same fate as the Russians under German occupation: ‘I became
angry. I told him that the fate of the Germans would not be so easy to deal with. I had not
risked life and limb for twelve years fighting against the Nazis in order to be held to account
for all the crimes committed by the SS. Both my brothers fought in Russia and one died there,
and they would never have behaved as the French are doing now at the Klingenburg [Schloss

in Jettingen].”® The French captain was impressed. The plunder ceased, and Ursula von
Kardorff was able to indulge a few long-cherished ambitions, such as throwing a collection
of Party badges into the River Mindel. “We are now free from the Nazis, there is no Gestapo
now to summons, disturb, arrest, torture or persecute us. We cannot praise our good fortune
enough for this; but even now we are not free, we must still obey and comply with the curfew,

and follow the orders as they are posted.’®¢

The other occupying army (the Americans had arrived in the wake of the French) presented
few problems at first. Ursula von Kardorff was concealing the identity of her friend Wilhelm
Biirklin, who was a colonel of the General Staff. In the eyes of the Western Allies a General
Staff officer was an even more pungent commodity than a high-ranking Nazi. Biirklin had
learned to keep his mouth shut when the Americans were present. They brought the women
chocolate and spoke to them about politics in ‘fabulously bad English’. Her friend Erna Biahr
washed a uniform jacket for one of them, and received packets of tea and soap. Later they
also received buckets filled with slops from the mess. These were granted to a stylish Berlin
woman of their acquaintance, to feed her wolfhound. What the dog didn’t want was given to
them. Once they had volunteered to wash and iron the Americans’ uniform blouses the
women received unheard-of treats: real coffee, meat, salad and chocolate pudding, such as

they had not eaten for years.®’

Unlike some, Ursula von Kardorff lived those first moments of occupation in relative calm.
She had found peace after the struggle and its aftermath that had seen so many of her friends
strung up in Plotzensee Prison after the July Bomb Plot. The Allies were courteous towards
this member of the old governing class, at least, and she had wine as a consolation in her

‘small, warm island in the chaos’.%®

Not everyone had been so lucky. When the women visited a Stauffenberg castle that had
apparently been set on fire, the tenant took them over the plundered, windowless property
and stopped to show them the bed where his daughter had been raped by American soldiers
and the bullet holes in the wall. ‘In a way I am not so unhappy about the plundering, it shows
that soldiers will always be soldiers and that the others are therefore also not necessarily

better than us.’%?
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One of Ursula von Kardorff ’s friends was Griifin Alexandrine von Uxkiill-Gyllenbrand, who
was the sister of the Stauffenberg brothers’ mother. The children of Claus and Berthold had
been taken away by the SS after their fathers’ arrest, and given new names and identities. A
French POW had tipped off Ursula and Bérchen that the children were in Bad Sachsa. The
two women set off on bicycles to obtain a pass for Grifin von Uxkiill so that she could go
and fetch the children. They rode as far as Giinzburg to see the local American commander,
Captain Herrell. While they waited, two Americans made indecent propositions. Herrell had
not heard of Graf von Stauffenberg, but examined the women to find out if they were ‘good
Germans’. They passed muster, and the Stauffenberg children were recovered in June.

On the night of 1 May, Ursula von Kardorff and her friends listened to their wireless set in
secret. Hitler was dead.

This is the moment that I have so hotly awaited these last years, and that for which
I have prayed and implored. And now? As the National Anthem was played just
now I stiffened as I have not done for years. Is that just sentimentality? Jiirgen’s
death, the deportation of the Jews, our defiled land ... Fritzi Schulenburg, Halem,
Hassell, Leber, Haeften, Stauffenberg ...

Mutius, Mandelsloh, Wolf Schulenburg, Raschke, three Schweinitz brothers, three
Lehndorff brothers, Veltheim — all of them who have lost their lives either here or
out there, but for Germany?*

But we will manage. We will work, be happy with our lot, modest — and trust in
God. Maybe one day there will be a new, admirable Germany again. The death of
so many by the bullet or the rope — was it in vain? Or was there a deeper purpose?70

The Americans liberated the terrible camp at Flossenbiirg on 26 April. Just 2,000 half-starved
prisoners remained to welcome them. Another 15,000 had been marched off, many of them
shot along the way.7! It was not until the 29th that the Americans reached Dachau. They
were appalled by what they saw. Dachau was the original concentration camp — a vast place
and the centre of 240 subsidiaries, some of which had operated for barely a month, others for
years.

Buchenwald had been built around Goethe’s oak, Dachau had been set up in a former artists’
colony complete with Schloss, the Bavarian Barbizon — famous for the misty light that rose
off the marshy plain. Dachau boasted the full range of prisoners, apart from the Jews, who
had been sent east when ‘facilities’ were created for them there. At the end of the war they
had returned and made up around a third of the inmates.t In essence there were two camps
at Dachau: a work camp with comparatively healthy prisoners, and another, more sinister
division, a ‘Little Camp’, housing the bedraggled transfers.

* Jirgen von Kardorff had died in action in Russia in 1943; Graf Fritz-Dietlof von der
Schulenburg together with Nikolaus von Halem, Ulrich von Hassell, Julius Leber, Werner
von Haeften, and Claus von Stauffenberg had all died as a result of their roles in 20 July
1944; Bernhard von Mutius, Dietrich von Mandelsloh, Graf Wolf Werner von der
Schulenburg, Martin Raschke, Josias and Werner von Veltheim had all died as soldiers in
the war. The Lehndorffs and the Schweinitzes were noble Prussian families. For Graf
Heinrich von Lehndorff-Steinort see below p. 164; the others, presumably, died in
Hitler’s war.

1 The inmates were recognisable by the coloured triangles they wore. The original
concentration camp prisoners were political: they wore red; anti-social groups such as
drunks, beggars and the ‘work-shy’ wore black; the professional criminal, green; Je-
hovah’s Witnesses, lilac; returned emigrants, blue; homosexuals, pink. It should be
recalled that homosexuality was also illegal in Britain until the 1960s. The Jews wore two
triangles stitched together to make a Star of David, one yellow and one with the colour of
the crime that had given the pretext to incarcerate them. See Bruno Heilig, Men Crucified,
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London 1941, 73—4. The lion’s share at Dachau was made up of 44,401 ‘reds’. There were
22,100 Jews, 1,066 ‘blacks’, 759 ‘greens’, 126 Wehrmacht men, 110 ‘pinks’ including
one who had been readmitted after discharge, 85 ‘lilacs’ and 16 ‘blues’.

Dachau was liberated by the 157th Infantry Regiment of the 4sth US Division, as well as by the
22nd of the 42nd, which converged on the town to take a bridge that would bring them to their
prize — Munich. They wanted to rescue the Prominenten, who had been housed in the ‘Special

Building’, but they were already gone.” Various plans had been aired to kill the prisoners by
bombing the camp or by poisoning their soup, but fortunately these had proved unfeasible in

the chaos of the time.”?> There was a little resistance from the SS units guarding the place, but
that was soon wound up, then the Americans found freight trains filled with as many as 2,000
corpses from the ‘Little Camp’. There were the usual scenes of revulsion and physical
sickness brought on by the sight and stench of the living and the dead. The Americans
described the neat stacks of bodies as looking ‘like cordwood’.

It was said that an SS man briefly turned his submachine gun on the prisoners who left their
huts to watch the arrival of the Americans. This led to fury on the part of the conquerors, who
shot anyone they found defending the complex and flushed the guards out of the watchtowers
and killed them. They were left with an initial bag of 122 prisoners. One American shot the lot
with his machine gun. Just as he was killing the last three who were standing — two with their
hands up, the other defiant with his arms crosseds — an officer arrived and kicked him in the

head. ‘The violence of Dachau had a way of implicating all, even the liberators.’”3

At first the prisoners indulged in an innocent game of making the guards dance to their
tune. They shouted ‘Miitzen ab!” And the SS men had to doff their caps. Then the
Americans aided and abetted the prisoners in their revenge. One soldier lent an inmate a
bayonet to behead a guard. A kapo was found lying naked with cuts all over his body and
a gunshot wound to his head. They had rubbed salt into his wounds. Another was beaten
to death with spades. Other guards were shot in the legs to immobilise them. Later reports
drew a veil over what happened then, although it is clear that some of the Germans were

ripped limb from limb. It seems that around forty more guards and kapos died this way.”*

Once enough blood had been let to satisfy occupants and occupiers, the Americans were shown
over the camp. The crematoria and the gas chamber were an important part of the tour, although
it was never clear whether the latter had been put to use. The normal method of execution was
the Genicksschuss — a shot in the back of the head — and there was a special part of the camp where
the killing took place.”> To gas the Dachauer, the usual method was to transfer them to
Hartheim, across the border in Austria. Over 3,000 died in this way.76

* See below pp. 82—4.
T There is a photograph of this.

The prisoners were moved into the SS barracks, but they continued to die in droves. In May

alone, 2,266 perished.77 Later the Americans intercepted a party of 3,000 prisoners from Straub-
ing Prison that had been sent to Dachau but had been forced to turn back when the warders

learned that Dachau had been liberated.78
In the bombed-out towns and cities a humanitarian disaster loomed. In Bayreuth, for example,

the water was contaminated, the sewers fractured. Typhus and diphtheria swept through the
town. There was no medicine left to deal with the epidemic.79
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Holstein and Hanover

Germany capitulated unconditionally on 8 May 1945, but it wasn’t quite true that the Allies
were the only power in the land. For the time being Hitler’s chosen successor Admiral Dénitz
still dressed himself with the trappings of authority in Flensburg on the Schleswig-Holstein
coast, albeit surrounded by British troops under Field Marshal Montgomery. The arrangement
of his ministerial portfolios had been bequeathed by Hitler in his political testament, but
D6nitz tore up the list and appointed his own government of technocrats. Speer was one of
only two survivors from the old elite, the others had been at most junior ministers: Stuckart,
Backe, Seldte and Dorpmiiller. D6nitz sought to divorce his regime from the Party. He chose
Hitler’s finance minister Graf Lutz Schwerin von Krosigk to be his foreign minister and
chancellor, a man with strong anti-Bolshevik views like his master. Donitz liked the idea of a
return to the political thinking of 1933—4 when President von Hindenburg was still alive. He
would have an active chancellor, and in himself a president who applied the brakes.80
Schwerin von Krosigk refused to be chancellor, however —he didn’t like the name. He became

‘leading minister’ instead.81

Everywhere Germans were laying down their arms. In Italy Kesselring surrendered on the 2
May. Dé6nitz was in Plén at the time, with the British army rapidly advancing on him. His
government decided to move to the Baltic coast and Flensburg. Donitz and Schwerin von
Krosigk spurned the worst Nazis when they came looking for work. Alfred Rosenberg, the
Party ideologist, was one of these. He consoled himself with drink, and was seen about
Dé6nitz’s HQ, as drunk as a lord.82 Himmler visited on the 3rd, 4th and eth, but D6nitz

considered him to be a political liability, and he was shown the road.83 When Admiral von
Friedeburg returned from Rheims he brought back some of the pictures of German atrocities

that had circulated during the signing of the peace.?

Churchill tolerated the Donitz government for a while until the Soviets began to clamour for
its elimination. He was of the view that the Germans could look after themselves to some
degree. A campaign organised by Stalin appeared in Pravda. The Russians demanded an end

to the ‘militarist-fascist clique’ around Donitz.?> Radio Moscow even suggested that D6nitz
was trying to blackmail the West. That was on 18 May, when the Allies started to get tough
with the admiral. Two days later Pravda, Izvestia and Krasnaya Zvezda demanded that D6nitz
be deposed at once. Donitz had been pleading with the West to launch a joint crusade against
the Bolsheviks, and the Soviets naturally got wind of it. They also knew that the British had
simply placed German arms at a distance from the captured men. Churchill must have been
considering his options. If the Russians did not convince him, Eisenhower did, when he

ordered D6nitz’s arrest.3® The Americans were not prepared to work with the relics of Hitler’s
regime, and there was JCS 1067 — the Joint Chiefs of Staff document laying down that no

Nazis were allowed to continue in office.?’

The Times postulated that the new German government consisted of nothing more than
D6nitz, Schwerin von Krosigk and a microphone, and that the microphone had been the most

important member.?® Admiral D6nitz was not popular with Germans — Margret Boveri called
him an Obertrottel, a supreme idiot — but many could see some good in Schwerin von
Krosigk, who had entered the Cabinet under Franz von Papen in 1932 and seemed for the time
and circumstances not only moderate but intelligent. This cut no ice with SHAEF, the
Supreme Headquarters Allied Expeditionary Force. If Donitz and the Flensburg government
had any role it was only to disarm, disband and feed the Wehrmacht.

The Donitz government must have been feeling over-confident of British love when on 11
May Field Marshal Busch gave a broadcast on Radio Flensburg to announce that he was in

charge in Schleswig-Holstein, ‘with the agreement of the British’.3° The Allies had been
using various high-ranking military officials to help them shut down the Wehrmacht and its

organs,” but JCS 1067 made it clear that no Nazis were to remain in authority. Busch’s
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broadcast aroused fury among the other Allies who suspected that Montgomery had recog-
nised the Donitz government.®!

Not just the other Allies — the Daily Mail was outraged by this ‘mysterious station’. Busch had let
the cat out of the bag and D6nitz had sealed his fate.’> Donitz was giving himself airs and graces

as well. British soldiers had to salute high-ranking German officers, which angered many.® The
next day Churchill sent his ‘Iron Curtain’ telegram to Truman. He was worried, he told the
American president, about what would happen when America transferred its forces to the
Pacific and he was left alone with the French to face the Russians. The inference is clear: he
might need German help.94 There were a million German soldiers chewing the cud in
Schleswig-Holstein; their weapons had been taken from them, but they were not far away.

Sir Bernard Montgomery had just returned from the Russian lines at Wismar. He gave orders
that German weapons should not be destroyed, ‘in case they might be needed for any
reason’.95 It may be that the sight of the Russians at close quarters had confirmed his worst
fears. The Russians, on the other hand, were not pleased to learn that ‘the Flensburg
criminals’, Hitler’s designated successor and his ministers, were walking freely about the
streets of the little port.96 On 13 May the Allied Control Commission came to collect the
chief of the German Armed Forces High Command (the OKW) Field Marshal Keitel and
bear him off to captivity. Donitz thought it prudent to remove a bust of Hitler from his office.
He also ordered the end of the Hitler salute, but he drew the line at the Allied request that
the Germans should cease wearing their medals. Admiral von Friedeburg was apprehensive
about what the Allies would do, but Donitz assured him that they would observe the Geneva
Convention.97

On 17 May a Soviet officer joined the Allied team on the SHAEF passenger ship Patria and
Donitz was invited to appear before them in Flensburg harbour. He was received with pomp
and had an interview with Bob Murphy, political adviser to SHAEF. Doénitz turned to his
favourite theme: the Bolshevisation of Europe, and how the Germans were needed to prevent
it. The Allies were also worried, but they didn’t like it coming from him, any more than they
had from Himmler. Albert Speer had decided to jump ship. He resigned from Donitz’s
government and retired to his family in the doubtless palatial surroundings of Schloss

Gliicksburg.98

A day later — on the 18th — the Allies returned the visit to the seat of the Donitz regime in the
barracks at Miirwik. Their delegation was led by the British brigadier E. J. Foord and the
American major-general Lowell Rooks. On 22 May Donitz was summoned aboard the Patria
for 9.45 the following morning. The Allied generals had received their instructions from
Eisenhower. If Donitz felt he had any claim to immunity as a head of state, he was rapidly
disillusioned. He was told to consider himself a prisoner. General Lucius Clay of the Allied
Control Commission had said that Donitz was on the list of war criminals and would be
treated as a POW.

The Allies sent the Germans away: ‘Pack your bags!’ they said.99 Clay made it clear that all war
criminals would pay for their acts with ‘their lives, freedom, sweat and blood’.100

Three battalions of British troops commanded by Brigadier Churcher surrounded the govern-
ment’s HQ in the Miirwik Barracks and finally stormed it brandishing sten guns and grenades.
The leading minister’s cabinet meeting had just begun. ‘Hande hoch! Ausziehen!” (Hands up!
Strip!) The participants and their secretaries were put against a wall and strip-searched:
Donitz, Jodl and the rest. Schwerin von Krosigk allegedly found a Tommy tugging at his
trousers saying, ‘Bitte — please?’, although it is hard to believe that they had any problem

communicating with the former Rhodes Scholar.101

The leading minister tells the story differently: ‘as nothing went unexamined, the blood went
to my head. General von Trotha, who was standing next to me, noticed that I was on the point
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of turning round and lashing out with my fist. He whispered to me: “Keep smiling.””’

Schwerin von Krosigk felt Trotha had saved his life.102 Some sources claim that the men
were forced to strip naked, as well as the female secretaries the British had found in the other

offices. Others suggest that their examination was confined to the areas below the waist.103

A British sergeant equipped with a surgical glove searched anuses and other orifices of
ministers, officials and secretaries. Speer had been fetched from Schloss Gliicksburg and was
subjected to the same indignity. He thought it was because Himmler had slipped though the
British net (by biting on a cyanide capsule) and they were determined it would not happen again,

but Himmler died only later that day.104 The idea of humiliating the prisoners could not have
been far from their minds either. Admiral von Friedeburg poisoned himself in a lavatory to

escape the defilement, as did Donitz’s secretary. Squaddies plundered Friedeburg’s body.105

The only other person to be let off was the deputy chief of operations at the OKW, whose
boots were so tight the Tommies couldn’t get them off. The captain commanding the operation
was so angry he ripped the German officer’s Ritterkreuz from his neck and stamped on it.106
Watches and rings vanished into the British soldiers’ pockets. Donitz’s baggage was rifled and
his bejewelled admiral’s baton stolen. Schwerin von Krosigk also complained of theft. For
three-quarters of an hour photographs and newsreel films were taken of the Germans while
they stood in the courtyard with Tommies peering at them over the sights of their weapons.
The pictures appeared in the British papers showing some of the men and women en déshabille.
The headlines suggested that the Herrenvolk had been caught napping. The truth was they had

not been given time to cover up after their examinations.107? When Churchill heard the story,
he was scandalised and wrote Montgomery a letter of protest. The Flensburg government had

lasted three weeks.108

Charlotte von der Schulenburg knew the war was over when she saw a British jeep in Testorf,
where she had taken refuge after her flight from Mecklenburg. East Holstein was to be turned
into a huge detention camp for captured German soldiers. Chaos reigned until September when
the post was restored and she was able to make contact with others in her situation. She learned
that her mother and sister were still alive in the Russian Zone and hiked to Bremen to see Mausi
Lehndorff, a member of the noble East Prussian clan, whose husband had been another of
Hitler’s victims following the abortive plot. The worry was how she and her children were to
survive. She had lost everything in the east. Then she received a letter from one of her late
husband’s cousins. Jonny von der Schulenburg lived in the original family Schloss at Hehlen
on the Weser. He invited her to stay and to bring her children with her. She was not altogether
convinced: she had heard that the Hehlener Schulenburgs ‘hitten nicht alle Tassen im Schrank’
(an idiomatic translation would be ‘A sandwich short of a picnic’.) She went to inspect the
house with Marion Grafin Donhoff — later editor of Die Zeit.

They set off for the ruins of Hamburg. A bus took them to Hanover, where they were able
to pick up a train to Hameln. The bridges over the Weser were all down and there were no
trains leaving in that direction. Then she saw two men, one in a military leather coat,
waiting on a low cart on rubber wheels drawn by a chestnut. This was Mathias von der
Schulenburg and his cousin, the owner of Schloss Hehlen, Jonny. The house was filled with
former German POWs that Jonny had invited back to live with him and drink up the
contents of the cellar.

The house resembled so many that had been occupied by soldiers. In places the electric
wiring had been pulled out; windows had been smashed; the books in the library lay
scattered on the floor; there were empty bottles everywhere. Jonny gave Charlotte a lift back
to Hanover the next day in a Fiat Topolino without doors in which he sat on a wobbly
milking-stool. The servants often had to push it to get it started. Sometimes it needed a
horse. That autumn she moved into Hehlen with her six children and the few belongings she
had been able to take from the family Schloss at Trebbow in Mecklenburg. Their journey to
the Schloss was an adventure in itself.
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In Hamburg they were arrested for breaking the curfew and spent some days in a barracks
with more POWs, who shared their meagre rations with the children. The latter were
delighted with English white bread and ersatz honey. Antediluvian figures speaking an
unintelligible language jumped on the bus seeking a lift to Bremen and were finally shaken
off near Bergen-Belsen. In Celle they found quarters in a Red Cross camp that had been set
up in a gym. In the ruins of Hanover they met Jonny — an apparition in a white linen suit.

Charlotte and her children were allotted a tower and a kitchen in the servants’ quarters, so that
they could maintain their independence from the wilder shores of the castle. A gemstone proved
enough to procure a stove on the black market. With Jonny’s permission, they collected
furniture from other parts of the house. When Charlotte had finished, her tower room was so
lovely that visitors compared it to the Marschallin’s bedroom in Act One of Der Rosenkavalier.

In 1946 the entire population of an evacuated Upper Silesian village was accommodated in a
back wing of the Schloss. The men were found work in the village and oven pipes protruded
from the windows as they installed kitchens in their rooms. The bridge and courtyard buzzed
with women and children dressed in traditional headscarves. That Christmas Charlotte organ-
ised a nativity play at the Schloss in which her children and the Silesians performed the roles. It
was the village’s first taste of post-war ecumenicalism, as the Silesians were all Catholics and
the Hanoverians were Lutheran to a man. British soldiers came to hunt at the Schloss and paid
for their pleasure in cigarettes and alcohol — much to Jonny’s delight. The parties at the castle
were as mad as ever as he drove his motorbike round the knights’ hall and hurled bottles at the

portraits of his ancestors.109

In the chaos that was Germany in 1945, it was hard to know if the writer Ernst Jiinger had
survived. Many of his friends and admirers had perished on Hitler’s gibbets. Others had
fallen victim to bombs and bullets — both soldiers and civilians. Jiinger, however, was at
home in his house in Kirchhorst near Celle in Hanover. He watched the American advance
in a detached way. It literally passed him by. The black soldiers in the American army were
the subject of much gossip. A little boy of nine told Jiinger, ‘I am frightened of him.” He
meant a black GI. The Negroes were accused of perpetrating several rapes, in one instance of

a fourteen-year-old girl in the village of Altwarmbuch.110

Americans and Poles searched Jiinger’s house, but he had wisely hidden incriminating
objects such as his weapons (in the pond) and his hunting rifle (buried) and stashed away his
collection of burgundy where he thought no one would find it: ‘It would be a criminal offence
to let nectar like this fall into the hands of the Kentucky men.’111 Sadly for him, some GIs
were billeted on him. The usual bands of DPs were stealing and murdering — coming for
spirits, meat and bicycles — but Jiinger had the Americans on the ground floor to protect him:

‘downstairs is Wallenstein’s Camp:” loudspeakers announce news of victory, patrols bring in
prisoners whom they have tracked down in the bog’. Jiinger read his way slowly through the
Bible, turning to the poet Riickert and others when he wanted a break. He was relieved to hear
that the Americans were not allowed to talk to the Germans.

All around him order was breaking down, and the Allies were doing little to restore it while
they advanced on Berlin. On 28 April the owner of the neighbouring estate was killed by DPs
looking for benzene. He had been tortured first. Another local had been tied to a car and
dragged along the road. The villages were full of drunken American blacks with women on
their arms, looking for beds. DPs would visit the men-less houses and ‘feast like the suitors
of Penelope’. Mussolini’s and Hitler’s deaths prompted more classical references: ‘We are
living now in the time of the fall of Galba, Otho and Vitellius, repeating events in every detail
112

Some things could not be found in the lives of the later Augustan emperors. On 4 May he had
two prisoners from nearby Belsen to breakfast, and was fascinated by their yellow faces and
parchment-like skin. One of them had had one of the best positions in the camp: he was the
kitchen-kapo, and if there were any food, he had first pick. On 6 May Jiinger was visited by six
Jews from the camp. The youngest was a boy of eleven. He watched the child devour a picture
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with his eyes. It was not just food they craved. And then the child was in raptures when he saw
the Jiingers’ cat.113

The novelist Jiinger was calmly jotting down the stories brought to him by refugees. A
woman from the east told him how prosperous Prussians had committed suicide en masse.
During their trek they would look in at the windows of large houses and see a ‘party of
corpses sitting around a table covered with a cloth’.114 Two American journalists came to see
him; the day before they had visited a ‘concentration camp on the outskirts of Weimar’.
Jiinger had not heard of Buchenwald. They told him about the crematorium and the sign that
read ‘Wash your hands. In this room cleanliness is a duty.” The job of the journalists was to
‘put together a sort of spiritual stock-taking in our field of rubble’. He had seen no journalists
for six years: it was the ‘first thread in a new weave’. When they left they gave him some of
their food.

The war ended for the Kaiser’s only daughter, Victoria Louise, on Hitler’s Birthday, 20
April. She was living with her husband the Duke of Brunswick in Blanckenburg in the Harz
Mountains when the Americans arrived. Soon after the Americans had paid a visit to the
Schloss, the British came by. They were interested in some cases that had been lodged in the
cellar. After the British left, Americans arrived to carry off the cases. They were uncon-
cerned when they were told that the British had already claimed them. One of the Americans
who came for them had been brought up in Potsdam, where he had played golf with the
crown prince, William, and had been present at the arrest of her Nazi brother, Auwi, in
Frankfurt.

* An allusion to Schiller’s play of that name.

Victoria Louise was much struck by the arrival of blacks — ‘niggers’, as she called them.
They were, in her report, friendly and cheerful. To the princess’s staff they shouted, ‘We are
slaves, now you are slaves!” The Americans behaved well in general, but the British who
relieved them left a bad impression. The colonel ordered the duke and duchess to report to
him; failed to get up when they entered the room; and threatened to shoot them because they
had concealed weapons. Victoria Louise observed that it was not a propos to shoot a prince of
the Hanoverian royal house, which was Britain’s own! The guns in question had been locked

up by the Americans in a wing of the house and the keys removed to the command post.115

Princess Victoria Louise opened the door one day to find her brother Oscar standing before
her. He had left his house in Potsdam on foot and walked to safety. He was ‘at the end of his
strength. He had battled through the advancing American forces, through fields and thicket,
from hiding place to hiding place, in constant fear of being taken prisoner’. Prince Oscar had
begun the war as a regimental commander, and there had even been a suggestion that he
should receive a division, until Hitler slapped it down. He wanted no heroes among the
princes. Oscar’s eldest son had been the first of the Hohenzollerns to die in action, in 1939.
When there was a massive demonstration of royalist sympathy in Potsdam at the burial of the
crown prince’s eldest son, William, the following year, Hitler resolved to dismiss the princes

from the armed forces.116

The British had their first experience of a Nazi death camp near Celle as they advanced
towards the Elbe in the second week of April 1945. The 11th Armoured Division was pushing
towards its military objectives when its forward troops were met by a Mercedes staff car
containing two Wehrmacht colonels. They had come to offer them Bergen-Belsen camp,
where, they said, the inmates were dying of typhus. It was three days before the British

entered the camp, and they were naturally horrified by what they saw.117

Belsen was not an extermination camp like Auschwitz, Treblinka or Majdanek. It had been
set up as recently as 1943 to house ‘exchange Jews’. These were Jews with non-German
passports who Himmler believed could be bartered for money or for German nationals in
Allied captivity. The idea of selling Jews to the West went back to the abortive Evian
Conference of 1938. Conditions at Belsen had been as good as any until the end of the war,
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when the SS began driving the inmates of the camps west, in order to prevent them falling
into the hands of the advancing Red Army. As much as possible, evidence of the Final
Solution was to be destroyed. Hitler was furious with Himmler when he learned on 13 or 14
April that the Americans had liberated Buchenwald and found 20,000 prisoners the SS had
failed to evacuate or shoot. Hitler had barked into the telephone at the SS chief: ‘... make

sure that your people don’t become sentimental!’118

Large numbers of former prisoners from eastern camps were shipped into Belsen. They were
not only Jews. Estimates for the number of Jews in Belsen at the time of the liberation vary,
but at most they were not much more than half. There were prisoners from all over Europe as
well as the usual concentration camp inmates: political prisoners, ‘anti-social elements’ and
criminals — including homosexuals — who had contravened Article 175 of the Prussian Legal
Code. Not only were the food and medical supplies inadequate to deal with them, but they
brought typhus. Lack of food had resulted in outbreaks of cannibalism. By the time the British
had made up their minds to go in, the plague had reached epidemic proportions. Over the next
few weeks a quarter of the 60,000 inhabitants would die. Most of these were deemed to have
been beyond medical care, but some died because the British were at a loss to know how to
treat and feed them.119 In hindsight it is easy to accuse them of negligence, but they still had
military objectives. There was a war to be won, and a pressing need to prevent the Red Army
from absorbing the whole of Germany. Himmler knew that many Britons wanted to push on
and fight the Russians, and while he bartered Jews with the Swedish count Bernadotte, he
hoped that he himself might be retained in the fight against Bolshevism.

The living skeletons of Belsen wrought their revenge on the hated kapos, throwing some 150 of
them out of first-floor windows under the eyes of the British soldiers.120

Baden and Wiirttemberg

The Badenese university town of Heidelberg was liberated by the Americans on 30 March.
The philosopher Karl Jaspers recorded the event in his diary. He had been put out to grass
because he refused to divorce his Jewish wife Gertrud — or Trudlein — and they had lived
through recent years in mortal fear that she would be deported to the east.

No electricity, no water, no gas. We are trying to equip ourselves. A spirit stove will do for a
short time. Water can be fetched from the spring at the Klingentor. The young people are in the
best mood. It is magnificent fun for them to live like Indians ...

... this morning the Americans arrived on the Neuenheimerlandstrasse, they found all the bridges
destroyed and stood in front of them with tanks. They discovered the boathouse near the new
bridge, took the paddleboats and paddled across the river, landing at the grammar school where
they are stationed. They must have arrived upstream by the Neckar.

Frau von Jaffe came to congratulate us that at last our Trudlein is free: a moment without words.
It is a miracle that we are still alive.121

Jaspers clearly enjoyed the spectacle of the limp German resistance. It was not long before
the Americans sought him out as a representative of the ‘other Germany’ and gave him
responsibility for the university. Jaspers had none of the misgivings about the liberators that
Germans felt elsewhere; when he delivered the principal speech on the reopening of parts of
the university on 15 August, he dwelt on the experience of liberation. Most likely his attitude

towards the Americans was one of heartfelt gratitude.122

The end of the war found the future mayor of Berlin and president of the Federal Republic
Richard von Weizsécker at a family chicken farm near Lindau on Lake Constance crammed
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full of family members, almost exclusively women. There was his sister, a refugee from East
Prussia, whose husband had been missing since 1944 and was never to return; his aunt
Olympia from Breslau, with her two daughters — both sons had been killed and her husband
interned like his brother, the physicist Carl Friedrich. In the summer another pair joined them
— his sister’s parents-in-law, the eighty-year-old Siegfried Eulenburg (who had commanded
the First Foot in the Great War) and his wife. They had come from their estates in East Prussia

in an old landau driven by three horses.123

The town of Pforzheim had suffered horribly in the bombing. With great interest Alfred
Doblin, novelist and psychiatrist, watched people climbing on top of heaps of rubble:
‘What was their business there? Did they want to dig something out? They carried flowers
in their hands. On the heap they set up crosses and signs. These were graves. They put down

the flowers, knelt and said their prayers.’'?* Another writer, Ernst Jinger, witnessed the
scenes in Pforzheim that year. He too saw the walls of rubble, the white crosses and the

flowers for those who had been buried alive.!2?5

Baden was also an objective of French forces, and it was in the Black Forest that their
behaviour got out of hand. The French were officially supposed to follow behind the
Americans, but, with the backing of de Gaulle, the commander de Lattre de Tassigny
disobeyed orders. De Gaulle had told him, ‘Y ou must cross the Rhine even if the Americans

are not agreeable ... Karlsruhe and Stuttgart await you.’!?® The French II Army Corps had
taken Speyer before advancing to Karlsruhe. On 12 April they reached Baden-Baden before
entering the Black Forest and heading for Freudenstadt. A further French army was to join
them there after liberating Strasbourg. Whether the French commander was in some way
influenced by the name of the town is not easy to say now, but Freudenstadt (it means ‘town
of joy’), the so-called ‘pearl of the Black Forest’, was subjected to three days of killing,
plunder, arson and rape.

There had been reports of a band of Werewolves under a Hans Zdberlein, who had recently
killed German civilians he considered had lost some of their National Socialist zeal. The town,
however, was undefended, and filled with hospitals, but it may be that the French were
unaware of that; or it may be that the very absence of soldiers gave them the idea of getting
their revenge for countless barbaric acts committed by the Germans during their occupation

of France.!?” One of the French officers is supposed to have said, ‘We are the avengers, the
SS of the French Army.’!?8

On 17 April they shelled the small town, completely destroying the centre. The units that
entered Freudenstadt were made up of French soldiers from the sth Armoured Division,
Foreign Legionaries and Moroccan and Algerian troops from the 2nd Moroccan and the 3rd
Algerian Infantry Divisions. It is reported that local Polish workers joined in. From the first
the French made it clear that the people were going to be properly punished. There would be
three days of plunder. A sergeant said that the troops would be released from discipline, and

a quartermaster added, ‘In the next few nights no woman will go untouched.’!?®

The patients were robbed of their watches in the hospitals, and a Frenchman they found there
was gunned down in his bed. The surviving houses were systematically destroyed with benzene:
649 were burned down in this way. It was now open season for any women aged between sixteen
and eighty. It is generally said that the Moroccans behaved worst.130 Anyone who tried to
stand in the way was simply shot. One of the victims was a stout lady lorry-driver called Sofie
Hengher who tried to stop the soldiers assaulting her children. After the French passed on,
some 600 women reported to the local hospital. Ten per cent of those examined were
pregnant. Seventy people had been killed. Freudenstadt was certainly the most prominent
example of a breakdown of discipline in the French army, but there were others, and the
French were not above threatening Konigsfeld and the university town of Tiibingen with
similar treatment.
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French soldiers’ behaviour in Stuttgart, where perhaps 3,000 women and eight men were raped,

was thought to have added to American fury at their overstepping their lines.” A further s00
women were raped in Vaihingen, where the French army found a large number of dead and
dying in a satellite concentration camp. The villagers in nearby Neuenbiirg were cleared out
to make way for the sick and the French garrison.131 In all these instances the Moroccans were
blamed.132 The American general Devers wrote to complain to de Lattre. Freudenstadt had
not added to the reputation of the French army.133 Later the Germans wanted to know who
had allowed the troops to run riot in this way. The commander in Freudenstadt appeared to
have been a swarthy southern type called Major Deleuze; but a Captain de I’Estrange was also
mentioned, as well as a Major Chapigneulles and his adjutant, Poncet from Lorraine, who was
a famous beater. Tortures were carried out by one Guyot and an alleged former Jesuit called
Pinson. The British press blamed the atrocities on a Major de Castries, a scion of one of
France’s oldest families.

The French dug in at Stuttgart and refused to budge. On 13 May they held a provocative Joan
of Arc Festival.134 It was just a leap and a bound to the old university town of Tiibingen. The
sth Tank Division arrived on 19 April. Tlibingen had been saved by declaring itself a hospital
town, but there was rape and pillage before the French calmed down. One of the first men to
beard the French in the town hall was the professor of law, Carlo Schmid. His mother was a
Catalan from near Perpignan and his perfect French must have made the invaders feel at home.
He probably spoke less about his time in the administration of Lille during the war. On the
23rd he was denounced as a Werewolf, however, and locked up in a lavatory for two days. The

French searched his house and found the texts of his Baudelaire translations.135

* R. F. Keeling (Gruesome Harvest, Chicago 1947, 56—7) gives the official figure as
1,198, but the Germans thought it more like 5,000.

On 9 November that year a Frenchman came home to Germany. It was the anniversary of
both the Beer-Hall Putsch and Reichskristallnacht. Alfred Doblin had left Germany on 3
March 1933 and, after a harrowing escape, spent the war years in Hollywood. His ship
docked in Le Havre. From the deck he watched ‘a body of men, all dressed the same,
disappearing into the belly of the vessel; they reappeared dragging casks and cases ... They

were Germans, prisoners of war. That is how I saw them again.’136

He had become a French citizen after leaving Germany. One of his sons had died fighting in
the Vosges. After he had seen his friends he crossed the Rhine at Strasbourg. In the waters of
the river ‘there lay a felled elephant: the shattered railway bridge’. He was now in Germany.
“You see the fields, well laid out in an orderly land. They had cleaned up the meadows and
swept the paths. The much lauded German woods: the trees were bare, a few still wearing the
colourful autumn foliage ... But now it became more clear: heaps of rubble, holes, grenade or
bomb craters, the remaining backs of houses, then fruit trees again, bare with supports. A saw
mill intact, but the houses next to it in ruins.’ His train passed though the Black Forest: ‘Then
I see your misery and I see that you have not yet learned from what you have learned. It isn’t

easy. I’d like to help.”137

Upper Austria

As the Americans crossed into Austria they were able to paint a bigger picture of the Nazi
death camps. In the last months of the war Jews had also been shipped from Auschwitz and
Gross Rosen to Mauthausen in Upper Austria. A large number of them died or were put to

death on the way. Up to now Mauthausen had been a criminal and political camp,” and many
Austrian opponents of Nazism had been sent there from Dachau. Apart from Stutthof, which
the Russians allowed to fester until 9 May, Mauthausen was the last big camp to be liberated,

when the Americans went in on 5 May.138 The most appalling sight in Mauthausen was the
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deadly quarry, where many prisoners lost their lives. It was called the ‘Wiener Graben’ after
the thoroughfare in Vienna, because from here the stone was excavated for the streets of the

capital.139

*In 1939 there were nearly 3,000 prisoners. Just under a thousand of these were
‘greens’ or criminals, and 688 were political prisoners. There were 930 ‘anti-
socials’, 143 Jehovah’s Witnesses and 51 homosexuals. (Robert H. Abzug, Inside
the Vicious Heart, New York and Oxford 1985, 106.)

The Americans found a fully formed committee waiting for them composed of Hans von
Becker of the Fatherland Front, the communists Ludwig Soswinski and Heinz Duermayer —
who had fought in Spain and was later chief of police in Vienna — Hans Marsalek of the
Vienna Czechs, Bruno Schmitz, the son of the mayor of Vienna, and the former minister of
justice Baron Hammerstein-Equord. Once again the concentration camp had formed a cadre

for later Austrian political life.140

The Americans also liberated the camp at Gusen on the sth. Gusen was part of the wider
Mauthausen complex, which had around fifty satellites including Ebensee. There were between
eight and ten thousand inmates including some 1,200 Jews housed in a separate compound.
Roughly 3,000 of the prisoners were made up of the ‘work-shy’. The Americans found evidence
that inmates had been killed with gas: Russian typhus victims had been sealed up in their huts

and gas canisters had been thrown in.141

The third big shock for American forces was Hartheim, which had been used principally for
the extermination of the mentally ill. Some of the victims were housed in Niedernhart near
Linz, but they were taken to Hartheim to be killed. The Americans compiled a report on the
activities in Hartheim, and found evidence that the mental patients often fought their
warders after their arrival in the Schloss, and that the Nazis suffered minor injuries at their

hands.142

Tyrol

One dramatic discovery made by the Allies was the location of a clutch of Prominenten at
Schloss Itter near Kitzbiihel. This had been the prison for the French presidents Reynaud and
Daladier and the generals Weygand and Gamelin, as well as trade-union leader Léon Jouhaux,
Michel Clemenceau, the son of the statesman, the tennis star Jean Borotra, the politician and
résistant Colonel de La Rocque and Madame Alfred Cailliau, sister of Charles de Gaulle. The
Luftwaffe picket guarding the French had run away at the approach of the Americans, but it
was feared that some local SS would harm the prisoners or seek to use them as bargaining
tools to ensure a safe passage out of Austria. On 5 May the Schloss was indeed attacked by an
SS unit that blew up an American tank. The prisoners helped defend the building. An Austrian,

Major Gangl, was killed in the attack.143

One of the most bizarre liberations that April took place in the South Tyrol, Italian since 1919,
but whose population was still largely German speaking. On 24 April a lorry — one of several
— left Dachau concentration camp for Munich. It contained the former Abwehr officer and

Munich lawyer Josef ‘Ochsensepp’ Miiller. Miiller looked at the others squashed on to the
benches in the back of the lorry: there were Hungarians like the former prime minister
Miklés Kéllay, his interior minister Peter Baron von Schell, the Dutch minister Dr van Dyck,
the Greek field marshal Pagagos and his staff officer, the German generals Halder and
Thomas, the former president of the Reichsbank Schacht, Stalin’s nephew Kokorin, General
Pjotr Privalov and eight RAF officers.
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The lorries went south after Munich, crossing the old Austrian border near Kufstein before
proceeding to Innsbruck and the concentration camp at Rosenheim. There the prisoners were
taken out. In all, the lorries contained 136 people from seventeen nations. There were fourteen
Britons, including a captain bearing the name of Churchill, although no relation, and a
‘Wadim Greenewich’ from the Passport Control Office — that is, Mle — as well as his
colleagues from the 1939 Venlo Incident, Stevens and Payne Best; there were five Russians;
the French included the former prime minister Léon Blum and his wife, Gabriel Piquet,
Bishop of Clermont-Ferrand, Prince Xavier of Bourbon-Parma and the writer Joseph Joos;
the Poles included a Zamoyski; there were four Czechs; the Greeks sported their field
marshal and no fewer than four major-generals; there was the Dutch minister and six Danes,
a Norwegian, a Swede, a Swiss, a Latvian and four Italians, including the partisan Garibaldi
— a descendant of the Risorgimento leader — and his chief of staff Ferrero; in the Hungarian
team there was not only the prime minister but Admiral Horthy’s son and his secretary; the
Austrians numbered the former chancellor Schuschnigg and his wife and the pre-Anschluss
mayor of Vienna, Schmitz, as well as the writer Konrad Praxmarer. The biggest delegation
was naturally from Germany: State Secretary Piinder, Prince Philip of Hesse, Halder and his
wife, the former military governor of Belgium General von Falkenhausen, the pastor Martin
Niemoller, Prince Frederick Leopold of Prussia, Fabian von Schlabrendorff and Fritz Thys-
sen. Another group was made up of Sippen, that is relatives of the 20 July plotters: various
Goerdelers, Stauffenbergs, Hammersteins, Liittwitzes, Plettenbergs and one Gisevius (Hans
Bernd had managed to escape), together with relatives of Jakob Kaiser, Isa Vermehren and
Fey Pirzio-Biroli, the daughter of the hanged former ambassador to Rome, Ulrich von

Hassell.144

* Literally ‘Oxen Joe’. As a boy, Miiller had looked after the cows on his parents’
Bavarian farm.

The men and women were hostages of the SS: so-called Prominenten to be killed or bartered for
freedom as the Allies tightened their grip on Germany. At Rosenheim the Austrian Prominenten
in particular were horrified to see Austrian SS guards mercilessly beating members of the
Tyrolean freedom movement. The Austrians had themselves been in captivity since March
1938. For Schuschnigg it was “difficult to keep one’s self-control’, but there was the pleasure
of seeing Schmitz again and meeting the two ‘saints’ on the transport: Niemdoller and

Piquet.145

After three days at Rosenheim the prisoners were reloaded on to buses and driven to the
Brenner Pass. Their guards amounted to thirty more or less docile SS men under the
command of Obersturmfiihrer Stiller, and another twenty or so heavily armed ‘sinister
types’ led by Untersturm-fiihrer Bader. Bader had instructions to liquidate the prisoners.
Miiller had been singled out as one to die. The SS showed Schuschnigg the list, with the
names of himself and his wife neatly inscribed.146 The buses entered Italian territory in
driving rain, passing Bruneck and the Pustertal before coming to a halt before the village of
Niederdorf. Stiller allowed some of the prisoners to go into the village with him where
Miiller soon ran into a Wehrmacht general in full uniform. This led the prisoners to hope
that the SS might respond to a superior officer, so they went back to fetch Falkenhausen: he
was another general, after all. Meanwhile Miiller was shouting, ‘Schuschnigg is behind me!
Schuschnigg is behind me!’, knowing that the South Tyroleans had an affection for the

former Austrian leader.147

The general had few soldiers with him, but a ‘prisoner of honour’ Colonel Bogislaw von
Bonin was able to put through a call to General Heinrich von Vietinghoff in Bolzano. When
he informed the commander of the presence of the Prominenten, Vietinghoff despatched troops
to protect them. They were not due before dawn, however, and Bader’s men were still eager
for blood. The prisoners went to a hotel on the market square where Frau Heiss, manager of

the Hotel Elefant in Brixen, regaled them with Kaiserschmarrn® — a great treat after the food they
had eaten in their various concentration camps. Bader, however, had not given up: ‘Miiller
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raus!” (Come out, Miiller!). Colonel von Bonin, however, had been allowed to go into
captivity with his pistol. He drew it and aimed it at the SS man: ‘Ich zdhle bis drei, bei zwei
sind sie eine Leiche!” (I’ll count to three. On two you are a dead man). Bader’s men took the

hint.148

* An atomised sweet omelette filled with raisins and a favourite of the Emperor
Franz Joseph — hence the name.

Meanwhile Sante Garibaldi had established contact with the local partisans. They wanted to
hang Stiller from a window in the hotel, but Miiller talked them out of it. Instead Miiller was
made a member of the Tridentine Division of the partisans. This involved eating a piece of raw
eagle’s flesh, decidedly less palatable than the Kaiserschmarrn. On Sunday 30 April the prisoners
were finally rescued by the Wehrmacht under the command of a Captain von Alvensleben. On
4 May they were liberated by the Americans, who took them to HQ in Caserta, and thence to
Capri.

Disputed Areas
Thuringia

Yalta had decreed it otherwise, but Thuringia was liberated by the Americans. It was here and
not in Bavaria that the Americans came face to face with the horrors of the Third Reich. It was
not quite the first time they had been exposed to evidence of Nazi barbarity. During their
advance through Alsace they had come across Natzwiller camp, but the Nazis had evacuated
the buildings. When the French liberated it in November 1944, it had been empty for two
months. American reporters had also flown to Lublin in Poland in September 1944 where they
were told of a warehouse containing 800,000 shoes, but it did not prepare them for what they
were going to see in sleepy Thuringia.149 They first came across its Jewish victims in
Nordhausen-Dora, working on the V2 rocket. The camp was one of many dependencies of
Buchenwald. Among the liberators was an American Jew who was repelled by the sight of his

fellows. ‘These people are something else,” he wrote. ‘I am not one of them.’150 Some 12,000
people were living in tunnels, with forty to seventy-five dying daily. The Americans found
3,000 corpses as well as 700 people who were clinging to life by a thread. Many of the

Americans were sick. In the town Germans were evicted from their flats® to make room for
clinics, and 2,000 locals were rounded up to bury the dead in long trenches.151

* There can have been very little left of the town. The Allies had bombed it
relentlessly. Only a thin strip of old houses remained when the author visited it in
the early 1990’s.

But Nordhausen was child’s play compared to Ohrdruf. The village near Gotha was the
location of another branch of the more famous Buchenwald camp. It was a labour camp,
containing around 10,000 slaves. One of the liberators was the Jewish American war reporter
Mayer Levin. The first indication that they had chanced on a camp was when they spotted
some skeletal figures coming towards them along the road. They said they were Poles, and
told the soldiers to enter the town and rescue the camp inmates. They spoke of deep caves and
death squads. The Americans feared an attack and waited until daylight. When they finally
reached the camp they found heaps of bodies in striped uniforms. Each one had a hole in its
skull: a sign that they had been executed by a single Genicksschuss. In another place was a stash

of naked prisoners, their corpses flat and yellow like planks.152

Many hardened soldiers vomited at the scenes that confronted them, above all on encounter-
ing the nauseous smell. The survivors could hardly be classed as humans. They behaved like
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animals — showing no inkling of goodness or friendship, they merely grabbed at the food they
were offered, ran off with it into the corners and lashed out at anyone who approached them.
The Nazis had robbed them of their most precious possession, dig-nity.153 On 12 April the
camp was visited by the big three of American army command: Eisenhower, Patton and
Bradley. The latter recalled, ‘The smell of death overwhelmed us before we passed through
the stockade.” They were shown the corpses of 3,200 naked, emaciated men. Patton was
physically sick.154 It was a bad omen: it was the day President Roosevelt died. Patton turned
to an aide: ‘Still have trouble hating them?’ Eisenhower ordered all units not in the front line
to visit Ohrdruf: ‘We are told the US soldier doesn’t know what he’s fighting for. Now, at

least, he will know who he is fighting against.” 155

Ohrdruf established a policy and a gloves-off treatment for all Germans. The most famous city
in the hilly region, Weimar, was taken on the 12th. Buchenwald was so close to Weimar that
its ancient trees had been the object of Goethe’s daily walks, and yet the Weimarer insisted
that they had not known what was happening behind the barbed wire. To some extent this was
true, but prisoners were used for menial tasks around the town and had been involved in the
often mortal work building the new Adolf-Hitler-Platz between the old town and the railway
station. Even if they had been unclear about the extent of the brutality, they knew full well that
the prisoners were abused and maltreated. Buchenwald had its soft days in the early 1940s. The
Jews were sent east, and the inmates — particularly the ‘greens ’ or criminals — tended to look
after themselves. The commandant, Koch, was proved to be corrupt, and was executed by the
Nazis. His wife was the infamous Ilse: ‘the Beast of Buchenwald’. Saul Padover was shown
the famous collection, supposedly assembled for Ilse Koch, of lampshades and trophies made
from human skin and organs. He also saw a card index in which the causes of death were

dutifully recorded: the victims all died of two ailments, heart or pneumonia.156

The place was used as a distribution centre for labour, and a lot of

French and Belgian prisoners were brought in. The saddest cases were confined to the Little
Camp where they were left to die in their own filth. In the last ten months the camp had filled
up with 20,000 or so inmates from the east, bringing numbers up to 45,000-50,000. Another
20,000 were transferred to other camps — Flossenbiirg, Theresienstadt and Dachau. Meanwhile
communist prisoners conspired to take over the camp. Shortly before the Americans arrived
the order had been given to kill the prisoners, but Himmler had failed to carry them out. He
was still hoping to use the Jews to save his own skin. Hitler appears to have ordered Himmler
to kill all the prisoners in Germany. There was plenty of evidence around to show that some

of his men took these instructions seriously.157

The prisoners Himmler had failed to kill broke out of the camp after the liberation and began
to plunder Weimar. Hitler was furious when he heard this, and renewed the orders to kill the
concentration camp inmates. It was the beginning of the end of Hitler’s relations with his SS

chief.158 Some of the leaders of this small-scale revolt were roving around when the
Americans arrived on 11 April. Padover treated the German communists with disdain. They
weren’t real prisoners, being the aristocracy of the camp, and they looked down on the others.
‘Being Germans, they had been made trusties by the SS.” Some prisoners had pinned guards
to the ground with stakes. About eighty of the guards were massacred, ‘sometimes with the
aid and encouragement of the Americans’. It was reported that the Americans looked on

while a prisoner beat a German soldier to death with a four-foot log.159

The Allies were slow to liberate the Little Camp. The stench was appalling. They found a
number of children there when they finally braved it, including a three-year-old boy. The
inmates died in large numbers even after the Americans began to feed them. The liberators
learned that they could function only by repressing all emotion. On 16 April George Patton
decided that the inhabitants of Weimar should know what had been happening on the
Ettersberg. His men made a thousand or so inhabitants line up in the Paulinenstrasse and
marched them off to the camp a kilometre away. Among them were some of the Nazi bigwigs
of the city. American cameramen were on hand to film their reactions. The Americans wanted
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the full propaganda effect, and news of the site-inspection spread as far as Vienna.160 On the
way to the camp there was much amused talk, particularly from the women and girls dressed
for the occasion in their last finery. They showed no sign of knowing what to expect.

Their cheerful mood vanished when they saw the heaps of bodies covered with quick-lime.
Women began to weep and faint. The men covered their faces and turned their heads away.
Many of them huddled together for comfort. One of the inmates who had been spared
Hitler’s order to murder the last inhabitants of the camp was Imre Kertész, the Hungarian
writer, then aged fifteen. He remembered the scene: the Americans had given him some
chewing gum, which he belaboured with his jaw while he gazed lazily from the typhus
isolation huts to the mass graves in the distance. Suddenly he was aware of the:

society of ladies and gentlemen. Coats were flapping in the wind. There were
flamboyant ladies’ hats and dark suits. Behind the society were a few American
uniforms. They reached the mass-grave and fell silent, assembling slowly around
the ditch. The gentlemen’s hats came off one after another. Handkerchiefs were
pulled out. There were one, two minutes of mute stillness, then life came back to the
stunned group portrait. The heads turned to the American officers. Arms lifted and
spread out at shoulder height, then fell again to the upper thigh before coming up
again. The heads shook in denial ... they knew nothing about it. No one knew
anything about it.161

That the Weimarer knew nothing was the message delivered in Superintendent Kuda’s
homily in church that Sunday, the church where the enlightened philosopher Herder once
officiated, and where Goethe and Schiller had once been parishioners. ‘In Buchenwald
events have come to light about which we knew absolutely nothing before now ... so we

must confess to God that we played no part whatsoever in this atrocity.’162On 1 May the
Americans appointed Fritz Behr, a Buchenwald man, as mayor.

Saxony

As the Americans advanced they found more and more evidence of lawless bands of DPs who
were terrorising the countryside in the absence of Nazi law. In Brunswick there were more
alluring women waiting to tempt Padover up to their lairs. ‘I live all by myself, would you
like to come up and see me?’163 Lower Saxony was, like Mecklenburg, originally taken by
the Western Allies. It was the Americans who crossed the Harz Mountains and seized the
ruins of Halberstadt and Magdeburg, which the Anglo-American air forces had only recently
reduced to heaps of ashes.

Padover and his men had a comic exchange with a ten-year-old boy on a scooter in Magdeburg.
He explained that his mother was a schoolmistress and that his father had fallen in Russia.
Padover began his usual interrogation-banter, but was possibly surprised by the reply to the
question ‘What did he think of the Fiihrer?” The boy said: ‘Der Fiihrer kann mir den Arsch
lecken” (He can lick my arse). They supposed he was unaware that it had been the
Anglo-Americans who had levelled his home town, but the boy was ready for them: ‘The
Fiihrer made you do it ... and he is prolonging the war when everybody knows it’s hopeless.’
The boy told them he wanted to go to America and join the ‘American Luftwaffe’. Then he
would come back and bomb Germany. They asked him why he wanted to bomb his

fatherland: ‘Oh ... the Russians will be here then.’164

In Gernrode the people had some weeks to study the Americans at close range. When the
Russians arrived in July they compared the Red Army to the American Negroes. The latter

were ‘less like victors and more like fellow sufferers of aggression and humiliation’.165 The
American armies discovered yet more evidence of Hitler’s last-minute orders to exterminate
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concentration camp inmates and slave labourers. In Gardelegen they had driven the men into
a barn and set it alight. At Wolfsburg, where the big Volkswagen factory was located, the
prisoners had been able to free themselves at the last moment, and had seized weapons from
their guards. Some had died from eating raw flour in desperation; others had raided a
vermouth factory and made themselves hopelessly drunk. They were so light and weak that
when they tried to fire their weapons they fell over backwards. They nonetheless managed to

kill a number of German civilians, including a mayor.166

There had been another bloodbath in Thekla, a suburb of Leipzig. It had been a labour camp
staffed with political prisoners. When the SS left they had shot and set fire to the men, some
of whom had been burned alive. There was the usual rage directed at the locals, but at Thekla
the Germans proved helpful and showed how appalled they were by the massacre. As one
of the Americans put it, ‘ninety-nine out of a hundred Germans seem to eat and breathe as

we do, seem to react to the same emotions, seem to be perfectly human and responsive.’167

Marianne Giinther was a schoolmistress in Penig near Chemnitz, close to the Czech border,
when the small town was taken by the Americans on 15 April. The US troops found a camp
there too, filled with starving Hungarian Jewesses. They immediately imposed a curfew.
Polish and Russian forced labourers ran wild in the streets. A month later Marianne Giinther
was able to continue her diary — her illusions had been shattered: ‘The monstrosities that we
have heard about the concentration camps — I didn’t want to believe it. The atrocities are far
worse than I imagined. Who could have planned such devilishness? ... And now the ghastly
stories from Bohemia! When the war ended on 8 May the horrors began. A whole nation [has
been] driven homicidal mad, [they are] murdering innocent women, murdering children. You

can see the terror on the faces of the refugees.’ 163

Before coming to Saxony she had been at the school in Gertlauken, an exceptionally quiet
village in East Prussia. She got out before the Russian breakthrough. Gradually she learned
the fate of her pupils and colleagues as rare letters broke through. Fifteen-year-old Christel
Beckmann had made it across the frozen Nehrung to Danzig, and then walked through
Pomerania to Mecklenburg, where she and her family believed they had found comparative
safety. Then on 3 May, the Russians arrived. The girl wrote: ‘For four weeks we found a
place in the hayloft and stayed put. We looked dreadful. Herta’s face was covered with
scales. In the night we heard the screaming and wailing of the village women. No man could
protect his wife, he would have been beaten half dead had he tried, and the women were

threatened with guns, they had to obey. We were almost crazy ...”1%°

Mecklenburg

Fritz-Dietlof von der Schulenburg’s sister Tisa was also liberated by the Americans. She was
living in the large manor of her first husband in Mecklenburg together with 120 refugees. The
German army wanted the house too, to billet soldiers retreating from the Russian advance. For
days it was touch and go whether their liberators would be American or Russian. Then six

American jeeps appeared: ‘we were free’.!7 Free, but not without worries. ‘Waves of liberated
P.O.W. and Polish workers swept over the countryside. They broke into farms and country

houses, looted, beat the proprietors and chased them away.’!”! The Russian Zone began only

five miles away. ‘Sometimes they paid us short visits, robbing and plundering on the way.’!”?
If the Poles and Russians were not enough, Tisa was threatened by the Germans who remained

on the estate, who found her fraternising with former French forced labourers disgraceful.!”3

Americans ran across the transit camp at Woebbelin near the grand-ducal palace of Ludwigs-
lust. Jews, Poles, Hungarians, Russians and western Europeans had all ended up there after
being moved out of their original camps. No one had fed them and there were cases of
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cannibalism. The soldiers can hardly have helped them much by giving them sweets, but the
thought was there. The American commander pursued the usual policy of making the towns-
folk responsible. All inhabitants of Ludwigslust over ten had to come and view the dead.
Photographs show trenches filled with corpses stretching far and wide before the gates of the

Schloss.!74

The Americans made way for the British. Very soon Tisa began to hear rumours that the zones
were to be adjusted, and that the Russians would be taking over her part of Mecklenburg. Once
she heard confirmation of the story she hitched up a caravan — a former army signals wagon
— and prepared to flee. One day she had a visit from a Polish officer who arrived brandishing
roses. He wanted to thank her for the way she had treated Poles and other prisoners. ‘But get
out! The Russians are coming here.’175 She needed no more prompting. As soon as she had
received the appropriate papers, she drove her caravan to Liibeck in the British Zone.

Eastern Mecklenburg had been captured by the Russians. In Carwitz and Feldberg, where the
family of the writer Rudolf Ditzen (Hans Fallada) were living, the Honoratioren — the town’s
elite — committed suicide. The chemist killed his children first. There were rapes, and
Ditzen’s estranged wife Suse was not exempted.176 In September Ursula von Kardorff finally
traced her mother Ina, who had last been heard of on her estate at Bohlendorf in Mecklenburg.
She arrived in Berlin, with the usual tale to tell. She and her husband, the painter Konrad von
Kardorff, were old, and were not prepared to run from the Russian advance. Konrad expired
in March, and was saved from the bitter experience of the rest of his family. They had lived
modestly, slaughtered few animals and drunk little from the collection of wine in the cellar,
and despised all those who cut and ran.

Even when Stettin fell, the Kardorffs stayed put. They hoped that it would be the English that
conquered them: ‘gentlemanly types, and sort of cousins’. Long lines of refugees from East
Prussia and Pomerania passed the gates and, despite the implorings of relations, they would
not budge. Then one May morning the Cossacks appeared on the horizon: ‘they came en
masse, with tanks, on motorbikes, on foot, on horseback, even on sleighs drawn by teams of
four dogs’. They fell on the wine cellar, so prudently preserved; then the destruction began,
of furniture and pictures. Aunt May and Uncle Willi committed suicide. As May put it to Ina,
‘The Kardorffs have been at home here for five hundred years, what could we do elsewhere?
I think God will have mercy on us.” Ursula’s uncle Egon, former commander of a cavalry
regiment, saw the bodies in the wood and went to Ina: ‘Now I will have to leave you alone.
I can’t bear a life like this, and I have no fear of death.” He went to his parents’ grave in the
wood, where Ursula’s father was also buried, and took poison.

Ursula’s mother was now on her own. She packed some things in a rucksack and walked. In the
local villages the same scene repeated itself: drunken soldiers, dead nobles. A woman had shot
fifteen members of her family single-handed then drowned herself. Ina von Kardorff was robbed
of her watch and her last possessions. In a small town she was given lodging by some artisans
and a pastor’s wife until she was ordered to leave again.

She arrived in Giistrow, and found an attic room with a baker’s wife. She painted pictures
and gave drawing lessons, sewed and embroidered. She even helped a painter do a portrait of
Stalin. All around her were the sick and dying, and disease. At night houses were searched
and she heard the screams of women, followed by shots. In the church on Sundays the pastor
announced long lists of the dead. She spoke to Ursula of Russians, too, some of whom were

good and generous, and gave things to the people. Some even went to church.177

Werewolves
Underground resistance to the occupation either petered out quickly or failed to materialise at
all. The Werewolves, who had been formed in October 1944 to make life impossible for the
Allies, committed the odd dastardly deed such as the murder of the American-appointed mayor
of Aachen, Franz Oppenhoff, carried out by two men dressed as paratroopers in March 194s.
After that, they fizzled out. The killing of Oppenhof remains controversial: Goebbels was
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naturally pleased, and described the men as partisans, but his lack of prior knowledge would
suggest that the mayor was not killed by direct orders from Berlin. Others have stated that he
was killed as a ren-dement de compte of mere local significance.178 It might instead have been
the work of an SS hit-squad rather than Werewolves. In Austria, Franz Fehrer had been given
the job of training Werewolves in Wiener Neustadt, but as foreign troops crossed Austria’s
borders the Gauleiter, Eigruber, gave orders to discontinue the training and not to attack the
American forces. The American OSS came to the conclusion that there were no more active
cells of Werewolves in Austria in July 1945.179 Carl Zuckmayer claimed that the spirit of the
Werewolves collapsed at the same time as Germany, and not a trace remained. Certainly Lucius

Clay could find no trace of anyone trying to form a ‘Nazi underground’ in early July 1945.180

There were, however, some very isolated incidents. In Glowitz in Pomerania a forester called
Drambusch, a fanatical Nazi, withdrew to the forest where he built himself a bothy and planned
to recruit others in his fight against the conquerors. No one listened and later the Russians tracked
him down and shot him. He died of his wounds soon after in Stolp.181 Goebbels had made a loud
noise about German resistance and there was still a jittery feeling about Werewolves in May,
which the Russians used as an excuse to slaughter any young men they found. The Czechs were
even less kind than the Russians. Dr E. Siegel heard about the arrival in the Little Fortress of
Theresienstadt (now Terezin in the Czech Republic) of twenty-one men branded Werewolves.
They were stood against the wall. During the night the doctor heard the usual screams and
cracking of whips. Later he heard that prisoners had cleared the gatehouse of blood, brains, teeth

and hair and had to scatter fresh sand. The men were officially listed as ‘dead on arrival’.!8?

Accusing someone of being a Werewolf could seal his or her fate, and there must have been
many cases where individuals sought revenge in this way. In Dalliendorf in Mecklenburg in
the SBZ (the Soviet Zone, or Sowjetische Besatzungszone), twenty-six-year-old Paul
Schroder had emerged from concentration camp wearing the green triangle of a criminal, but
he quickly converted his record to make out that he was a former member of the Communist
Party. He told the authorities that a Frau Westphal, the owner of an estate in the village,
together with two men called Holst and Redicke, were Werewolves. All three were shot on 2

July 1945. When it transpired that Schroder had been lying, he too was shot.!#3

There was a little bravado at the beginning when battle-hardened soldiers observed the
punier members of the Allied armies and imagined how easy it might be to overpower

them.'®* In general, however, the Allied soldiers were more a danger to themselves, as the
writer James Stern, an Englishman in an American uniform, discovered when he chanced on
an American cemetery on the way home from Bamberg to Nuremberg in the summer of 1945.
The war had been over for two months, but the caretaker told him that bodies came in at an
average of thirteen a day. Stern was incredulous, but it seemed that drunken and reckless

driving was the chief cause, together with suicide.!®>

Illustrious Bones

The arrival of the Allies, the Red Army in particular, had initiated a series of bizarre journeys —
bones were shifted from ancient vaults to escape desecration. The first to go were of compara-
tively recent date: those of Hindenburg and his wife, who had been laid to rest in the Tannenberg

Monument in 1934." The retreating German army exhumed Hindenburg’s corpse in January 1945
and blew up the monument before they left. The corpses were conveyed across the Baltic on the
cruiser Emden.

* The monument had been built in 1927 to commemorate the German victory over
the Russians in 1914 — which had actually been achieved elsewhere. The battle was
deemed to have been won in Tannenberg to compensate for the resounding defeat
inflicted on the Teutonic Knights by the Poles in 1410.
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Once landed, the Hindenburgs’ remains were driven to Potsdam, and stored in Luftwaffe HQ
Kurfiirst in Wildpark near by. They joined the royal refugees that had been extracted from
the vault under the Garrison Church: Frederick the Great and his austere father, Frederick
William I, who had been taken from the crypt by candlelight one night in February. At the
same time Wehrmacht officers had removed all the captured standards. The Garrison Church
was destroyed on 14 April 1945, and the bodies escaped the bombing and subsequent

firestorm as a result.186

By the time of the Allied raid, the Hindenburgs, Frederick William and Frederick had already

left Potsdam.” On Sunday 11 March Hauptmann Wilfried Seegebarth received orders to take
them to a salt mine in Thuringia along with the standards and other precious objects associated
with Prussia’s most famous son: musical instruments, tapestries and Frederick the Great’s
library. In the late afternoon of the 13th, the transport had reached Bernterode in Thuringia. The
coffins were lodged in the mine and concealed behind blocks of salt. All those involved were
sworn to secrecy.

American soldiers reached the mine on 27 April and found the coffins. When they left Thuringia
in keeping with the decisions taken at Yalta and in preparation for the meeting at Potsdam, they
carried the dead bodies off with them. They took them to the university city of Marburg where
they were initially housed in the cellar of the Schloss, before being brought to the basement of
the city archive.

* Hindenburg and his wife for good; Frederick William and his son returned after
much controversy in 1991. The remains of the Garrison Church having been
dynamited in the 1960s, Frederick William was reburied in the Friedenskirche.
Frederick the Great finally achieved his original wish and was interred on the terrace
at Sanssouci, next to his dogs.

1 The two kings were moved again in 1952, when they were sent to Burg Hohen-
zollern near Hechingen in Wiirttemberg. It was here that Frederick the Great’s
coffin collapsed, and a new one had to be made.

On 21 August 1946 the royal bodies were secretly reburied in the St Elisabeth’s Church in the city.
A few days later they were joined by the Hindenburgs. The pastor agreed to lodge the bodies
under pressure from the Americans and Oskar von Hindenburg, the president’s son, who had
commanded POW camps during the war and had been arraigned as a war criminal. He was let
off with a fine.187 The royal bodies were finally walled up in the church on the 21st, in the
presence of Prince Louis Ferdinand of Prussia — the crown prince’s eldest surviving son — and
his wife, Princess Kira.; Somewhere along the way an act of petty larceny had been carried out
against the person of Frederick the Great: his Order of the Black Eagle had been pilfered,
probably by an American soldier. You could still see where it had been by the star-shaped patch

of pure Prussian blue on his otherwise faded uniform tunic.”
* Information from Prince Friedrich Wilhelm von Hohenzollern-Sigmaringen, 14

May 1996. The prince told the author he had noticed the theft when the coffin was
changed in 1952.
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Chapter 3
Berlin

When I rode through the area around the Tiergarten yesterday, I thought to
myself: one day they will talk of May 1945 in the same way as they describe the
Sack of Rome. Naturally, it was different to 1527, because Berlin was already
half finished, but had it not been for the lunacy of the defence it would not have
been so much of a battlefield. It was only when we now see what the Russians
are taking away that we can see how fundamentally rich we were. Margret
Boveri, Tage des Uberlebens, Frankfurt/Main 1996, 140-1

signed the ceasefire in that city. The Russians had finished the business a day late:

they had hoped to have defeated the Germans by — if not on — May Day;1 but still,
the enemy was soundly thrashed. Of the 150,000 homes in the centre of the city, only 18,000
were undamaged, and 32,000 were completely destroyed. After Goebbels had incited Berlin-
ers to fight to the last, his deputy Fritzsche told them to stop: 134,000 soldiers laid down their
arms.2 Ruth Friedrich, who had been a member of a low-key resistance group, thought the
Third Reich had vanished like a ghost. She exulted in the deaths of Hitler and Goebbels: ‘Go

to hell, Fiihrer and Reich Chancellor! 7empi passatir Y ou don’t interest us any more.’3

THERE was no shortage of bones in Berlin on 2 May 1945 when General Weidling

At least, Berliners might have imagined it was over, but they knew what to expect. The only
thing Goebbels had not mooted were the occasional acts of kindness. Charlottenburg, where
the journalist Margret Boveri lived, was an affluent area, and one of the last to surrender. She
became aware of the change in the situation when she ventured out on to the streets to obtain
her last quarter-pound of butter. She found Russians already sniffing at the queues. Most of
the Berliners had thought it prudent to don white armbands. They openly complained of the
Party for the first time. When she got home she found that German soldiers had broken into a
neighbour’s cellar to steal civilian clothes. They intended to make a break for the west: no one

wanted to be caught by the Russians.”

The Russians picked over the city, exploring their new prize. The impotent and ruinous
Reichstag building became the symbol of Russian victory. It had ceased to function as a
democratic assembly soon after Hitler came to power. Marshal Zhukov added his signature

to the others on the stonework of the interior.*; The journalist Konstantin Simonov wandered
around the Tiergarten. He looked in at the Zoo to see the dead and emaciated animals lying
beside the bodies of SS men. He went to the huge Anti-Aircraft Tower that had fought to the
last. Inside there had been drunken orgies as the last act had been played out. There were the
bodies of suicides everywhere. In one cubicle he found a dead SS general, his uniform tunic
unbuttoned and a bottle of champagne between his legs. He had committed suicide with his
mistress, who lay beside him in a pretty white blouse and skirt. He went on to the Reich
Chancellery where agents of Soviet Military Intelligence, or Smersh, had already identified
the bodies of Goebbels and his wife and children. Hitler and Eva Braun eluded them for the

time being.> Schwerin von Krosigk spoke on the airwaves: ‘The world can only be pacified

if the Bolshevik wave can be prevented from overwhelming it.’¢

The Russians were drunk, and not just with victory. “Woina kaputt!” (The war’s over!) and
‘Gitler durak!” (Hitler’s a blockhead!). The terror began quietly in Margret Boveri’s Charlotten-
burg. ‘Ich Pistol!” announced the soldiers. ‘Du Papier!” That meant that they had guns, and no
amount of paperwork was going to do you any good if you wanted to hang on to property or
virtue. ‘There is nothing in this city that isn’t theirs for the taking,” reported another woman who
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lived near Neukolln in the south.” At first the Russian soldiers came for watches. With a cry of
‘Uhri! Uhri!’s they snatched, sometimes discarding the previous acquisition, which had simply
stopped and needed to be rewound. This anonymous ‘Woman’ saw many Red Army soldiers
with whole rows of watches on their arms ‘which they continuously kept winding, comparing

and correcting — with childish, thievish pleasure’.® For the Russians, Berlin — even in its ruinous
state — was the picture of sophistication. They thought that the light was captured in lightbulbs
and unscrewed them to send them home. They were fascinated by lavatories with flushes — and
allegedly used them to wash their potatoes in. Little things, like cigarette lighters, were not only

new, but utterly enchanting to them.

* This had been going on for days, despite the draconian methods the Party used to
deter soldiers and civilians from leaving.

¥ When the British architect Lord Foster adapted the building for use by the
Bundestag, the more decorous graffiti were retained; the obscenities, however, were
scratched out. (Author’s visits to the Reichstag building, see Financial Times, 9
August 2002 and 2 September 2004.) f From the German word Uhr, meaning watch.

Some Berliners came out well from the experience. One Charlottenburger was seized and
stripped of his elegant leather jacket. The Russian assailant tossed him his windcheater in
return. His initial despondency at the exchange soon turned to jubilation: in the pockets of
the soldier’s garment he found two watches and two pieces of jewellery, including a valuable
ring. Ruth Friedrich watched a Mongol soldier, who had befriended them, empty his pockets
of wristwatches, lighters, golden rings and silver necklaces, ‘like a child, calling them

“trophies”’.10 Margret Boveri remarked that the men of the Red Army:

were like children in their glee over the new watches. One of them gazed alternately
at his wristwatch and then pulled a pocket watch out and held it to his ear; we
watchless ones, on the other hand, could only guess at the time. They sang and
danced and played mouth organ and harmonica ... and then they played ancient
German records on a stolen German gramophone. The scene in the courtyard was
reminiscent of the description of the Cossacks in Memories of an Old Man* . . .11#

The Woman saw her liberators discard a collection of classical 78s, including Lokengrin and
Beethoven’s Ninth, in favour of a record playing an advertising jingle from C&A in the

Spittalmarkt.12

Nicolas Nabokov had a clear memory of Berlin at this time: ‘In front of the Adlon [hotel]
stand two trucks. The first one contains a mountain of brass: tubas, trumpets and trombones
covered by heavy Bokhara rugs. On top of the rugs sit three sullen-looking Mongoloid
soldiers. Their uniforms are tattered. They are eating bread. The second truck stands half-
cocked on three wheels, blocking the traffic. It contains thousands of naked typewriters, and

standing in their midst a cow moos ..."13

Gramophones were the Russians’ special delight. They played them non-stop until they were
broken and then they had to purloin another. The Russian inability to master anything

technical was ‘an inexhaustible chapter’.14 They stole all the bicycles they could find. The
Woman saw them take them up to a street near the Hasenheide where they practised riding

them. They sat ‘stiff on the saddles like chimpanzees in the zoo’.15 They frequently fell off
before they mastered the use of the two-wheeled beast. Many bicycles were broken in the
process and the wreckage strewn over the street. Ruth Friedrich’s friends collected up the bits

and assembled new vehicles from them.16 The Russians were in the main ‘as good-natured as
children. Some of them were sadists for all that.”17
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Later they came looking for all stocks of food the Berliners had so carefully amassed. They
liberated any alcohol they could lay their hands on. Drunk, they were even less easy to
control. Then they amused themselves by setting fire to buildings. Anything they did not steal
they destroyed: valuable antiques and musical instruments, elegant clothes and works of art.
Flats were requisitioned for the use of officers, the occupants chased away with knives and
pistols. But on that first day the Charlottenburger were more frightened of what the Ameri-

cans would do; it was thought they were even more bent on revenge than the Russians.18

Then the rape and slaughter began in earnest. Conservative estimates place the number of

Berlin women raped at 20,000.19 It began in Neukodlln at 6 p.m. on 27 April. In the Woman’s
cellar they went for the distiller’s wife first, as she appeared to promise two pleasures; after that
it was the baker’s wife. The Woman thought the fattest were most in danger, because fat, for a
Russian, represented good health. The rapists left the scrawnier, half-starved Berlin women
until last.20 Anxious parents hid their still virginal daughters in lofts, in cupboards or under
sofas. The Woman described the dislocated experience of rape. The feeling was more of
paralysis than disgust. She felt an utter coldness, ‘the spine seems to be frozen, icy dizziness
encircles the back of the head ... It’s like sinking through the floor.” When her attacker left he

tossed her a packet of cigarettes.21

Margret Boveri first came face to face with it when she visited some friends in plush Dahlem
in the south-west of the city. They had been ‘liberated’ several days before. The worst cases
involved very young children or elderly ladies, and the victims were often killed afterwards.
Sometimes they took their own lives. In one instance soldiers raped the sisters who worked
as nurses in the military hospital, infecting them with syphilis at the same time.22 It was
rumoured that the severity of the rapine was caused by the fact the Russians had sent in units
made up of criminals — such as the Nazis had used at the time of the Warsaw Uprising — but
this was later revealed to have been untrue. Rapists were threatened with gruesome punish-
ments, but the prospect of satisfying their lust proved stronger than the fear of chastisement.

That the Russians had received some sort of order was made clear to the Woman, who spoke
a rudimentary Russian and could understand some of the exchanges between the conquerors.
One officer reprimanded a soldier with the words ‘ukas Stalina’ (Stalin’s orders), but the man
answered back, saying the Germans had raped his sister. While the Woman was raped later
by two Russians, a female soldier interrupted her comrades. When she saw what they were
doing she merely laughed. The Woman promptly complained to another officer, but he

dismissed her. They had not done her any harm, and all his men were healthy, he said.23

Ruth Friedrich was spared, largely because her lover, the conductor Leo Borchard, spoke
fluent Russian. She visited a friend who had been raped by seven soldiers, ‘one after the
other, like beasts’. ‘We need to commit suicide ... we certainly can’t live like this,’ the friend
said.24 Ruth’s friend Frank addressed the Russian need for women: the euphoria of victory
manifested itself in the flesh of Berlin’s womenfolk; the Russians took bodily possession of

German soil, bit by bit; and bodily they consumed German flesh, night by night.25

The preferred form of suicide was poison, and there was much discussion of the best and most
painless way to quit life. The discussions had started before the Russians arrived. It had been

a favourite topic of conversation between Hitler and his secretaries at their nocturnal teas.26
Berlin women, it seems, were short of food, but well provided with poison. There were
instances of mass-suicide by poison. The actor Paul Bildt and some twenty others despatched
themselves thus, only he woke again and lived for another dozen years. His daughter was
among the dead. Attesting once more to the incidence of suicide among the nobles, especially
those who lived on isolated estates in the Mark Brandenburg, the writer cites a number of
cases showing how far the old families would go to protect the dignity of their daughters:
death was preferable to dishonour.

Elsewhere the rapes soon became routine and when it was not accompanied by violence it could
eventually be laughed off. A kind of gallows humour grew up that was encapsulated in the
expression ‘Besser ein Iwan auf dem Bauch als ein Ami auf dem Kopf!’ (Better a Russki on the
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belly than a Yank on the head!), meaning that rape was preferable to being blown up by a bomb.
The Woman'’s friend, a widow, was over fifty when she was raped by an unbearded boy. He later
paid her a compliment, saying she was considerably tighter than the women of the Ukraine. She
was proud of the remark and repeated it to other women.27 One journalist of Margret Boveri’s
acquaintance, for example, was able to make light of her rape, even if she had cried at the time
— ‘in retrospect the story sounded very funny: the hanging water bottle and all the other bits of
equipment getting in the way, the inexperience of the young man and the speed at which it was
con-summated’.28 Margret commented: ‘Middle-class people have never spoken so frankly
about sex before. Are they really sympathising with the victims, or is it more erotic titillation?
There is a good deal of longing for love in our city, deprived of men, and there are many

unconscious ways to compen-sate.’?® Her friend Elsbeth, herself a victim of a savage rapist who
had not only cracked her skull but knocked out most of her teeth, lost her middle-class
prudishness with the experience. Such matters were discussed openly for the first time: ‘natural-

ly there is lots to laugh about’.3°

* James Stern found an echo of this in bombed-out Nuremberg. He observed two
boys playing in the sand. They had built a castle. Suddenly one of the boys began
to make a wailing noise like a siren: ‘Ich bin ein Amerikaner!” The other jumped up
with a tin can filled with sand: ‘Ich bin ein Englénder!” They flapped their arms and
cried, ‘Boom! Boom! Boom!’ and launched their sand at the castle.

In a frightful twist in the gallows humour of the time, Berlin children used to play the ‘Frau
komm mit!” game, with the boys taking the part of the soldiers and the girls their victims. In
normal times the children had mimicked ‘Zuriicktreten, Zug fahrt ab!” (Stand back! The train
is leaving!), a line they heard every time they took the U- or S-Bahn, Berlin’s metro system.
During the war it had been ‘Achtung! Achtung! Schwacher Kampfverband {iber Perleberg in
Richtung auf die Reichshauptstadt’ (Warning! Warning! A light enemy squadron is over

Perleberg, flying in the direction of the Imperial Capital).3'*

Very few escaped the rapine, although the Swiss Max Schnetzer reported areas that were

spared ‘like a hailstorm that only destroys part of the harvest’.3? One acquaintance of Margret
Boveri’s who refused was shot. Another, who was left miraculously alone, explained this by
telling the writer that the Russians didn’t like women who wore spectacles. The presence of
very small children cooled off the lusty Russians on occasion. As we have seen, Russian
sentiment about children was well known. Also pregnant women were avoided. The Russians
were ‘horribly normal’ and the Woman could think of no instance of ‘Man come!” There was

a lesbian living in her block who dressed as a man, and who was never molested.3?

Men didn’t help much. In some instances they told the women to go quietly so as not to put
their own lives in jeopardy. Some gallantly but bootlessly tried to come between the rapists
and their women, like an Aryan man who had protected his Jewish wife throughout the war,

and who bled to death while his wife was raped.’* There was a trade in stars of David, which
sold for up to RM500, but in the end the Russians couldn’t care less if the woman was Jewish
or the house they plundered had a Jewish owner. They had not gone to war to protect the Jews

after all.3>

Sometimes the presence of a husband was a deterrent, but it was a risky business, particularly if
the soldier was drunk.3® The Russian-speaking Leo

* James Stern found an echo of this in bombed-out Nuremberg. He observed two boys playing in the sand. They had built a castle.
Suddenly one of the boys began to make a wailing noise like a siren: ‘Ich bin ein Amerikaner!” The other jumped up with a tin can filled
with sand: ‘Ich bin ein Englander!” They flapped their arms and cried, ‘Boom! Boom! Boom!’ and launched their sand at the castle.
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Borchard was able to save one girl by saying she was his daughter. He sat up drinking
schnapps with the Russians and, by doing so, was able to protect the female members of his

gang, while down in the cellars the ‘victims squealed like stuck piglets’.3” Men receive a bad
press in contemporary accounts, but it must have been an emasculating experience for a man
to see or hear his loved one violently raped and be unable to stop it. One man, who had
witnessed his wife laughing and drinking and sleeping with the Russians, killed her before
shooting himself. Others tortured themselves with reproaches about their passivity at the
crucial time. The women complained that their men spurned them after the experience, but
conversely many women became frigid after being raped and rejected their husbands and
lovers. The fact that the victims discussed their experiences with other women within their

husbands’ earshot cannot have made it easier.38

* James Stern found an echo of this in bombed-out Nuremberg. He observed two
boys playing in the sand. They had built a castle. Suddenly one of the boys began to
make a wailing noise like a siren: ‘Ich bin ein Amerikaner!” The other jumped up
with a tin can filled with sand: ‘Ich bin ein Engldnder!” They flapped their arms and
cried, ‘Boom! Boom! Boom!’ and launched their sand at the castle.

Canny Berlin women learned quickly that it was wisest to give in and receive the Russians one
at a time than to have to put up with terrifying gang rapes. The wisest found an officer and
stuck with him: a ‘wolf’ to protect you from wolves, and as high-ranking as possible. In return
for sexual favours he was able to prevent any attacks by the routine soldateska. This was true
for an eighteen-year-old in Klein Machnow who had been raped sixty times. She found a

captain and they left her in peace.’®* The Woman in Berlin did likewise. After a few tussles
with soldiers she found a sympathetic lieutenant, and finally a major, who wanted more
companionship than sex. She described the blissful sensation of lying fearless at his side.
When she was later asked the standard question about how many times it had happened to her
she could not say with certainty: ‘No idea. I had to work my way up through the ranks as far

as a major.’4

Even those who laughed about the rapes in retrospect found their nerves ground down by
the nightly attacks. Most of the rapists in Charlottenburg, Margret Boveri discovered, were
simple soldiers sleeping rough in the park. Those who had been properly billeted behaved
better. She resorted to sleeping pills to get though the night, and didn’t wake when the
Russians knocked at her door. Only in the morning did she hear the grim news from the
neighbours.

The rapes continued throughout the time the Russians had Berlin to themselves, but they
slackened off markedly after 4 May. Their initial lust sated, some Russians, at least, looked for
greater refinements. Margret Boveri’s pretty journalist friend Frau Zetterberg was confined to a
hospital for some time after a two-hour session with a drunken chauffeur. Another acquaintance
suffered a particularly disgusting attack. Margret spares us the details, but reminds us of the
line of the Empress Theodora, who had regretted that God had given her just four ways to

satisfy her lust.#!*

Even when Berlin women were not driven so far as to take their own lives, the rapes had
inevitable consequences in the form of disease and babies. On 18 August Ruth Friedrich
noted that there would be an epidemic of babies in six months’ time ‘who don’t know who
their fathers are, are the products of violence; conceived in fear; and delivered in horror.
Should they be allowed to live?” Some of these unwanted babies were placed in a home in
Wilmersdorf. In 1946 it was estimated that one in six of the children born out of wedlock had

been fathered by Russians.*? Coping with syphilis and gonorrhoea without antibiotics was
part of a woman’s life at the time. Ten per cent of those raped were infected, and antibiotics

cost the equivalent of two pounds of coffee.*3 Eventually the Russians decided to treat the
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local population themselves. Most of the unwanted Russian children were aborted, although
there was the usual rumour that Stalin had forbidden the women to dispose of their children
because he wanted to see an alteration in the racial mix. Abortion was a crude business,
normally carried out without anaesthetic and costing about RM1,000. Many women per-
formed the act on themselves, with inevitable consequences. Despite the massive incidence
of abortion, it is estimated that between 150,000 and 200,000 ‘Russian babies’ survived to see

the light of day.**

Despite the terror and the rape, sometimes there were sympathetic moments between the
conquerors and the largely unprotected Berlin women in those first days. Margret Boveri
recounts the story of an impromptu dinner party when Russian soldiers, whom she and her
friends had fed on turnips, returned the favour and arrived bearing wine, still and sparkling,
bread and other edibles and gave the women news of the probable division of the country
into zones of occupation. Such largesse was a common experience. As the Woman put it,

‘they love to play Father Christmas’.*

The daily threat of rape petered out only when the Western Allies arrived in July, and when
the Soviet authorities realised that it was damaging their chances of political success among
the civilian population. When the first free elections were held it became clear that the Red
Army had not won over ‘hearts and minds’ and that Berliners, like the Viennese, wanted

anything but a Moscow-inspired communist regime.46

* Procopius, The Secret History, trans. G. A. Williamson, London 1990, 41, has just
three ways: ‘And though she brought three openings into service, she often found
fault with nature, grumbling because nature had not made the openings in her
nipples wider than is normal, so that she could devise another variety of intercourse
in that region.’

By the time Ursula von Kardorff returned in September, she called Berlin a ‘city without
Eros’. “Women over thirty look old, frustrated and sad. Make-up covers up so little. “Frau
komm?”, the cry that rang through the city as the victor called for his rights to rape, plunder
and shoot, rings still in every ear.” She heard her fair share of rape stories: of a girl of her
class who was raped by five Russians and abandoned by her noble fiancé; and of a friend in
Zehlendorf who hid behind a coal dump from the Russians but was given away by another
women who sought to protect her own daughter. She was raped by twenty-three soldiers and
had to be sewn up afterwards. She could not imagine having sex with a man ever again.
Ursula heard another story, of a girl who had found a lover in an English soldier. One day she
had pointed to a German soldier in rags, called him a ‘prolonger of war’ and slapped him.

The English soldier gave the man cigarettes and abandoned the girl on the spot.47

The Soviets in the Saddle

Officially peace came to Berlin on 8 May. Despite the terror of the past two weeks, Ruth
Friedrich was still positive: ‘free from bombs, free from blackouts, free from the Gestapo and

free from Nazis! ... pax nobiscum!’48 It had taken a while to bring in the other Allies to sign the
surrender document: the Briton Tedder, the American Spaatz and the Frenchman de Lattre de

Tassigny.” They came with a band of accredited journalists. Zhukov represented the Red Army.
The German side was represented by Field Marshal Keitel, Admiral von Friedeburg and air
force General Stumpff. It was Keitel’s last public engagement before Nuremberg.

The location was the Soviet HQ in an old military engineering school in Karlshorst in the east
of the city. At 10 p.m. — midnight Russian time — the German delegation was ushered in.
Looking like ‘Boris Karloff’, Keitel handed over a document signed by Donitz confirming the
unconditional surrender arranged in Rheims the day before. Keitel allegedly trembled as he
signed the Allied paper, and his monocle fell out. The Germans were bundled out again before
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a dinner was thrown for the Allied plenipotentiaries. It was now 1 a.m. Russian time. The party
and dancing went on ,* Eisenhower’s mistress, Kay Summersby, was there and took a dim view
of the Russian women soldiers in their knee-length skirts: ‘No British, American or French girl
would been caught dead in their uniforms’ (Eisenhower was my Boss, Watford 1949, 224). until
the morning. The generals danced, Zhukov performing a Russkaya. There were four full hours

of toasts and many of the soldiers were literally under the table.* When the festivities came
to an end there was a massive cannonade, which some Berliners misinterpreted, imagining

the war had started up all over again.® The Soviets had known where to find the wine: 65,000
bottles of claret had been located to this end, and others beside. They had taken it from a
walled-up section of the cellars of Berlin’s best hotel, the Adlon. The fate of the hotel was
sealed by the discovery of the wine cellar. Russian lorries came to take away the contents,
and very soon a fire broke out that was to destroy one of the few buildings in the street that

had survived the conflict.>!

The ‘Muscovites’ came home in three waves: first the Ulbricht Group, who arrived behind the
1st Belorussian Front on 27 April; secondly the Ackermann Group, which followed on the heels
of the 2nd Belorussian Front on 1 May; and thirdly Gustav Sobottka’s men, who landed in
Mecklenburg on 6 May. The Ulbricht Group was the cream of the Muscovites. They had been
housed in Moscow’s Hotel Lux. Ten of them were flown back to Germany as the Russians
moved in for the kill. They landed at Bruchmiihle, thirty kilometres east of Berlin. On the
beautiful spring morning of May 1, as the Red Army concluded its operations in the capital, a
German woman told them of the widespread rape that had accompanied the Soviet advance.

The Muscovites dismissed her claims as fantasy.’? Later Walter Ulbricht conceded that such
things might have happened, but he was not prepared to discuss the matter: ‘Any concession to

these emotions is, for us, quite simply out of the question.”>3 Whether that meant these matters
were trivial in the long term or that he did not have enough power to take it up with the Soviet
authorities is not made clear.

Ulbricht emphasised to his colleagues what the task ahead would be. They were to create
cells — “our task will be the building of German agencies for self-government in Berlin’. The
group made its way into Berlin. It was ‘a picture of hell’. They noticed the women around the
pumps with their white and red armbands, confirmed both their peaceful natures and their
friendliness to the Soviet Union. No one was ever in any doubt that the red had been taken

from redundant swastika flags.’* The Muscovites had been given the task of finding a means
of supplying food to the survivors: there was a propaganda role as there were hearts and
minds to be won. The rations for Germans were to be similar to those in the USSR: 300—600

grams of bread daily.’> Not only did they want to know where food and water were to be
procured, but Ulbricht was anxious for news of the comrades who had gone into hiding in the

city.>¢

Before 1933 the communists had jockeyed for supremacy in Germany. In the last free
elections of Weimar Germany in November 1932, they had won 100 seats to the Nazis’ 196.
Some had subsequently gone over to the NSDAP, becoming ‘beefsteak Nazis’ — brown on
the outside, red in the middle. Some had merely observed the forms. Others had gone
underground and many went into concentration camps. For Ulbricht these men would provide
the material he needed to set up his administration. Some of the communists were distinctly
primitive rebels. They wanted to change the day of rest to Friday and replace the greeting
‘Guten Tag!” with ‘Rote Front’. The Muscovites were generally more urbane. Some had been
in the Russian capital for years and had taken out Soviet citizenship. Some, like the later
spymaster Markus Wolf, had been brought up in Moscow. Hans Klering, the actor appointed
to run the DEFA film studios, had been in Russia for fourteen years and had a Soviet wife.

The Russian colonel Alexander Dymshitz said ‘He is really a Soviet actor.”>’

Muscovites were strategically placed in every administration. At the head they installed a
‘harmless idiot” who could be guaranteed to rubber-stamp the decisions taken by the Russian
commandant. So the man installed as mayor of Berlin was the sixty-eight-year-old architect
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Dr Arthur Werner, ‘who, coughing and slurping, is hardly capable of delivering his Goethe-
quotation-filled speech during the five-minute council-meeting’. Because the Russians had
controlled the city since May, the Allies were not party to the appointments and had to put

up with a Soviet fait accompli. Communists occupied 100 council seats of the 230 in Berlin.>3 It
was the same pattern as Vienna, only a little more so.

The Muscovites’ policy was revealed after the defection of the youngest of their number,
Wolfgang Leonhard. In his book Crild of the Revolution he gave the flavour of Ulbricht’s style of
government. Ulbricht determined matters. As Berlin could not be openly communist, it was
decided against placing communists in charge. They could get away with it, perhaps, in
Wedding or Friedrichshain, because both areas had always been ‘red’. ‘In working-class
areas mayors as a rule should be social democrats and in middle-class precincts — Zehlendorf,
Wilmersdorf, Charlottenburg, etc — we need men of bourgeois background, former members
of the Zentrum [Catholic party], the Democratic or the German People’s Party. Best, those
who have a doctorate and anti-fascist past and are prepared to co-operate with us ...” Attention
was also paid to the mayors’ comrades: ‘The first deputy mayor, the head of personnel and
administration and the man who’s in charge of education must be our chaps. And you’ve also
got to find one comrade who’s totally trustworthy. He’s the one who takes over the police ...

it’s got to look democratic, but all that really matters must be in our hands.’59

Ulbricht had been behind the selection of Dr Werner. When he had first aired the name his
fellow Muscovites, Maron, Gyptner and Winzer, had been less than enthusiastic. Werner
was too old, and it was suspected that he was ‘not quite right in the head’. ‘What’s the
matter?’ retorted Ulbricht. ‘The deputy will be our man.’ So it was that the pliant Werner
became the first post-war Oberbiirgermeister of Berlin, and Karl Maron became his deputy,

albeit with extreme reluctance on Maron’s part. He wanted to be top dog.60

As the Russians consolidated their power in Berlin prior to the arrival of the Western Allies,
Zhukov on 12 June authorised the formation of bourgeois anti-fascist parties like the conserv-
ative CDU and the liberal LPD. Politically the British and the Americans lagged hopelessly
behind. The British first flexed their muscles when on 17 August they acted to curtail the
political power of the block and street wardens — communists who had inherited the job from
the Nazis. Four days later the Americans scrapped the posts altogether, which had really only
been about spying and denunciation.

The Muscovites set out to eliminate the hated socialists who had dominated Berlin for most
of the Weimar Republic. Fusion was the answer: the SED or Socialist Unity Party was
formed with the compliance of the leader of the SPD — socialist party — in the SBZ, Otto
Grotewohl. Grotewohl was increasingly compromised: he had run off with a new woman.
She had been in the Bund Deutscher Méadel (BdM — the female version of the Hitler Youth)
and a Pg, and the Russians knew it. Local elections were held in the first half of September
1945. Heavily monitored by the Soviet authorities, they must have resembled Hitler’s last
cynical stab at democracy in the spring of 1933.

The bourgeois parties were permitted to field candidates only in certain constituencies. The
CDU ran less than 20 per cent of those presented by the SED, and the LPD a little over 10 per
cent. The results came as no surprise to any one: the SED won with an aggregate score of 57.1
per cent, having received more than half the votes in Brandenburg and Mecklenburg — once
the bastion of reaction.61 Kurt Schumacher, who led the Socialist Party in the Western zones
of Germany, was incensed by the Soviet emasculation of the SPD; nor were the socialists won
over in Berlin’s Western sectors. In March 1946 the call to join the SED was rejected by 82.2
per cent of socialists. In the east they were not consulted. The German Social Democrats had
rejected a system intended for all Germany, and made the first move towards creating a
separate state outside the SBZ.62

With virtually all men of an appropriate age dead, missing or interned, the Allies created a
gerontocracy, using politicians who had been tried and tested in the Weimar Republic and
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who had been impotent during Nazi times. The heads of the CDU in Berlin, for example,
were Messrs Schiffer and Kiilz. Kiilz was an ambitious seventy-year-old, while Schiffer was
more than ten years older and a contemporary of Friedrich Naumann. Andreas Hermes, who
created the CDU in the Soviet Zone, was a sprightly sixty-seven, but he had been a minister
as far back as 1920. After 20 July 1944 he had been arrested, but then released.

Wolfgang Leonhard had been given his instructions. He provides a good example in his
appointment of a mayor to the middle-class borough of Wilmersdorf in Berlin. He met a man
in the street who had been put in a concentration camp after 20 July. Leonhard wanted to
appoint him mayor, but the man refused the job. The man in the street knew of another man, a
Dr Willenbucher, who completely fitted the description Ulbricht gave to his lieutenants.
Willenbucher was the usual wrecked figure who had crawled out of a hole after 2 May, but
when he was summoned to meet Ulbricht and have his appointment ratified, he appeared in a
black suit, and stood upright: ‘he was no longer bent, and there was a new dignity in his walk’.
Ulbricht broke open the vodka to celebrate his appointment.63 In Berlin-Zehlendorf, the first
post-Nazi mayor was a Werner Witgenstein; a man with vision who wanted to turn the borough
into a centre for the arts and culture. Cultural policy was in the hands of a Herr Riihmann, an
actor of a very average ability who naturally put the weight on cinema and theatre. A Herr
Glum (a former general director of the Kaiser-Wilhelms-Gesellschaft) sought to start a univer-
sity — a difficult undertaking when books were being systematically impounded and taken to
Russia.

The authorities in the SBZ were better when it came to marshalling the talents of prominent
pre-war Berliners to help in specific sectors. Thus the former minister for the food supply, Dr
Hermes, was responsible for food; the great surgeon Sauerbruch was given the health portfolio;
and the architect Hans Scharoun was assigned building. In the first weeks of June a fresh
delivery of Muscovites included the prudish Wilhelm Pieck, Fred Oelssner, Paul Wandel, the
expressionist poet Johannes R. Becher, Edwin Hornle and Marthe Arendsee. The former exiles

lived a communal life at so Prinzenallee, which fairly buzzed with activity.64 Their final
destination was 76—79 Wallstrasse. Their arrival was the cue to refound the KPD or Communist
Party, except it was now to be ‘antifa’ or anti-fascist, and not Marxist. Of the sixteen founder

members at the meeting on 12 June, thirteen were Muscovites.65

The Berliners were largely without news. Snippets of gossip were exchanged around the pretty
Wilhelmine pumps that stood in all parts of the city as the people went to fetch water to wash
and cook. The Soviets remained in sole custody of Berlin for a couple more months, however,
claiming that the texts did not make it clear how the Western Allies were to have land access to
their sectors of the city from the Western zones, even if the air routes had been mapped out — a

detail that was to prove advantageous to the West during the airlift of 1948-9.66

The Soviets divided their conquered world into Nazis and non-Nazis. Suddenly the number of
people prepared to admit to having been among Hitler’s nine million began to drop. In
Wannsee, for example, the first postwar headcount established just eighty members. By July
that figure had risen to a thousand, largely as a result of denunciations.67 The Pgs were at a
disadvantage in what was already a desperate situation: they received no rations, and had to
spend their days in Schippen, the process of clearing away the debris and dismantling industry
to be shipped back to Russia. The politically suspect had to assemble at the labour exchanges
at 7 a.m. Details were sent off to clear rubble, bury corpses, clean streets, clear drains and

prepare bricks for rebuilding.68 There was a rumour that the so-called Alte Kampfer — the
people who joined the Party even before Hitler achieved power — were treated the worst, and
had to carry out the most backbreaking work in exchange for bread and water.

They worked hard. Margret Boveri reported that ten days after the fall of Berlin the piles of
rubble left by four years of bombing had been cleared from the streets. Once again the women
bore the brunt. ‘Rubble-women’ formed chains with buckets which they filled with broken
bricks and mortar. The few men that were involved in the clearances only worked when the
Russian supervisor looked on. The Russians were quick to create an infrastructure in Berlin.
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Financial and cultural institutions were set up. Sporting fixtures were arranged.69 The time
became Moscow time, and it was light at midnight as a result. By 13 May a bus route was
working again and on the 14th the first U-Bahn set out since the fall. The airfields were

patched up and put back to work.70 The Soviet authorities treated with consideration petition-
ers who came to them wanting to set up essential businesses. Bakers were encouraged to go
back to work, and flour was promised to help them make bread. On 16 May the anonymous
Woman diarist was attached to a Russian officer who had been sent to get the banking system
working again. He suddenly began to speak to her in French, and she realised he was a Biwsche

— a survival from the pre-1917 ancien régime.”!

* See below Chapter 20.

The Soviet authorities were severe when it came to Pgs. Before the Western Allies arrived,
they closed 1,400 shops owned by Party members and sacked nearly 12,000 functionaries.
Nacht und Nebel kKidnappings also removed nearly 5,500 Berliners, many of them members of
the press and the police. A number of former resisters headed east into captivity as well, such
as Alexander Werth, who had been incarcerated by the Nazis and worked with Adam von
Trott in the Information Department of the German Foreign Office; and Horst von Einsiedel,
a member of the Kreisau Circle around Helmuth James von Moltke who was to die in a
Soviet prison camp in 1947. Another was an unnamed Baltic baron who had been in Admiral
Canaris’s Abwehr or military intelligence and who was kidnapped in the British Sector.
Sometimes the Soviets arrested their own men, as was the case with Makar Ivanov, a

culture-boffin who had contacts with the British through Leo Borchard.”> The police in the
SBZ were run by Paul Markgraf, a former Wehrmacht colonel who had been captured at

Stalingrad and who converted to communism during his imprisonment by the Russians.”3
There were exaggerated rumours: the actor Heinrich George had been shot and his colleague
Gustaf Griindgens arrested. George had been the Intendant of the Schiller Theatre and, as
such, a fellow traveller. He didn’t die for another eighteen months, when he succumbed to
the treatment he received at the liberated Sachsenhausen concentration camp. The killing
had continued under new masters.

Griindgens had been taken in, but he fared better than George. He had run the State Theatre
during the Third Reich, but used his position to protect a number of people who had fallen foul
of the regime. The Russians released him soon after. The danger was denunciation. The
Russians encouraged people to denounce others in order to save their own skins. The Soviets
were especially anxious to discover the whereabouts of the top officials of the Nazi Propagan-
da Ministry. Pleading innocence did not help. If you could not provide an answer you were
led away and never heard of again. Goebbels’s Propaganda Ministry (‘ProMi’) had been
responsible for seemingly harmless organisations such as the Foreign Press Club, but as far as
the Russians were concerned anyone tarred with its brush was liable to arbitrary arrest.
Working for the Press Club had had advantages, as had the Press Department of the Foreign
Office, which was Ribbentrop’s rival organisation to the official Information Department —
journalists received bigger rations. It did not necessarily follow that the people who performed
the relatively menial roles within these organisations were members of the Party, though many
were.

A small number of Jews had gone through the war unscathed — they were the so-called
U-Booten or submarines. One man, whom Margret Boveri encountered on her bicycle, turned
out to be a rabbi, who had lived in comparative peace under an assumed name. Another case
she unearthed was a certain Frau Nerwig, a pure Jewess whose Aryan husband had died in
1939, but who had married an English Mr Lind pro forma and had therefore survived the war.
As a Mischling, her son Klaus was exempted from army service and obliged to go to the Todt
construction organisation, where he would have surely died had he not fled at the right
moment. The boy was powerful and blond, and the Russians refused to believe that he was
not an SS man in disguise. The mother responded by pulling the commanding officer on to
the sofa with her. Klaus thereby survived.
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A Viennese Jew in British army uniform, George Clare found another Jewess who had
survived the war because her Aryan husband had refused to divorce her. He had been the
headmaster of a Berlin Gymnasium or grammar school. The Nazis forced him out of his job
and he had to work as a commercial traveller. Then the Russians came and he refused to

hand over his bicycle, so they shot him.74 Later the Russians were keen to use what Jews
they could find to fill important roles in the city. The machinist Walter Besser was put in
charge of a hospital. The last Berlin Jews were all lodged in the Jewish Hospital in the
Iranische Strasse. They included twenty or so informers who had been protected by the
Gestapo, as well as a further Boo ‘privileged Jews’ married to Gentiles. As early as 6 May a
religious service was performed in the hospital by the Rabbi Kahane and five days later the
Sabbath was celebrated at the Jewish Cemetery in Weissensee.”5 On 21 June there was a
Jewish cultural evening at the Levetzower Strasse synagogue. That month the Soviet
authorities appointed the dentist Moritz Blum as the first head of the Jewish Governing
Board based in the ruins of the old synagogue on the Oranienburger Strasse.

Subsistence

Food was an obsession for all Berliners. Ruth Friedrich and her friends had been thrown out of
the billet where they had spent the last weeks of the war. They moved into a deserted house
hoping to find food. Onions was all there was. Later they located a cache of sherbet powder,
sweet chews and stock cubes. Their Mongol friend was not impressed when he came to call.
With Russian help, however, they killed a cow. As they hacked the beast into manageable
pieces they were astonished to see people creep out of holes in the ground with buckets in
their hands and beg for a slice of bloody meat. ‘Give me the liver ... Give me the tongue!’

they cried.76

The Russians provided some food from the beginning. There were fixed and mobile canteens
serving hot soup. In three months they delivered 188,000 tons of food to Berlin. Baking began
again on 9 May. It was black and wet, but it was bread of sorts. Ration cards were introduced
on the 17th. The cards were graded I-V. Later a card VI was printed. The largest rations went
to the workers who were eligible for card I: 600 grams of bread, 30 of fat and 100 of meat; Nazis
and housewives received the ‘Hunger Card’ — number V: that meant 300 grams of bread, 7 of
fat and 20 of meat. Ruth Friedrich knew a woman who had card V. Her husband had been a
Pg, and she had five children. As they received the food, she lay in bed, because she was too

hungry to stand. She weighed just forty kilos.77

Margret Boveri lists the contents of her larder and the occasional feasts she ate during those
meagre days. A surprise visit from Elvira von Zitzewitz was used as a pretext to bring out
some of the best things she had: soup made from a stock prepared from the lung of a horse
slaughtered in the street below, in the last moments of the war; then potatoes boiled in their
skins; the remains of some pasta e piselli; and, to finish, a dessert made from ‘pudding
powder’ and some cherry compote that had begun to ferment: ‘a meal for the gods!’78 Many
Berliners grew potatoes among the ruins. Others had window boxes filled with chervil and
borage.79 The Charlottenburger seem to have had the pick of the horses. When Ruth Friedrich
walked down the Chaussee (now Strasse des 17 Juni) on 17 May the street stank of rotting

horse carcasses. The bones were picked quite clean.80

It could only get worse. Shortage of milk drove mothers in Neukdlln to the local Russian
command, or Kommandatura. They said their children would die without milk. The Soviets
replied that it made no difference if they died now or in a year’s time. At the end of June the
Russians rounded up the ninety cows in the model farm in Dahlem. Their milk had been
largely reserved for them anyhow, but it was bad for morale to see them leave for Russia. The
animals were suffering from foot and mouth disease, and it was questionable whether they

would make it alive.81 That being said, the Russians stressed from the beginning that they
intended to feed the Berliners; they created a political structure and encouraged cultural

(Page 83)



After The Reich - Giles MacDonogh

activity. They did not treat the Germans as the Germans had vowed to deal with them. The
Germans were not to be exterminated.

Those who acquiesced when it came to marauding Russian soldiers could do considerably
better. After a visit by the usual posse of Russians, the Woman counted her blessings. She
had bread, herrings (they had been cut up on the mahogany table), tinned meat and the
remains of a flitch of bacon, all brought by her visitors. When the Russians left, they took
only the alcohol away with them: ‘I have not eaten so well in years,” she concluded. Later a
Russian arrived with a couple of small turbot. Even more astonishing was a later visit when

one of her admirers brought her a bottle of tokay.®?

By mid-June the prices of food on the ‘free’ market were astronomical: strawberries (then
in season) were 7.50 Reichsmarks a pound; a kohlrabi, 50 Pfennigs, but you had to queue for
four hours to get one and the chances were that the shop would be sold out. On the black
market a pound of meat fetched 100 Reichsmarks, and by July the price of a kilo tin of
dripping had risen to RMs500. Watches and jewellery could be exchanged for food from the

Russians in the Keithstrasse.®3 The wartime staple had been potatoes. Margret Boveri’s last
delivery had been in October 1944, which she eked out until mid-July, by which time they
were quite blue inside. Every now and again she and her friends alighted on a windfall crop
in a park or garden. On 18 July she made a list of what she had been able to obtain so far that
month: two kohlrabis, a small lettuce, 250 grams of blackcurrants, 600 grams of sugar, ‘and
for 500 gm worth of coupons, 300 gm of meat. There are no potatoes and no fat. There is
neither salt nor vinegar. Now, however, I can queue up for bread.” By the end of the month
there had been much promised, but little received: no fat, meat, fruit, vegetables, vinegar,
ersatz coffee or salt all month; just a part of the potatoes, bread, 620 grams of sugar, 600 grams

of flour and seven stock cubes.?4

Berliners felt totally cut off from the outside world. There was no transport (all bicycles and
cars were liable to requisition) and there was no telephone. Meanwhile the Russians were
pulling up one set of railway lines on every track and taking these away with them. Anyone
who had illegally retained their wireless set had to reckon with highly irregular power. The
effect in the long term was to alter the nature of Berlin, from being the industrial powerhouse
that it had been since the nineteenth century to being a city devoid of industry in the late
twentieth.

Two things were important for the dignity of the new helots, particularly the women: hairstyling
and flowers. Margret Boveri took pride in the flower arrangements she created in her bombed-
out house. During the Berlin Blitz, there had been hairdressers on hand in the flak towers
ready to groom the women until the all-clear sounded. Fuel was another problem. With time
the Berlin parks — the Tiergarten and the massive Grunewald — would be shorn of their flora.
Even in the summer of 1945 the Grunewald was being cleared of fallen branches, while others

looked for blackened beams in the burned-out buildings.? Electricity was restored on 25 July,
however, and on 5 August a limited postal service began to function. Berlin was no longer
isolated from the rest of Germany. But the agony was not over. After the blights of murder,
rape and starvation came disease: by mid-June a hundred Berliners a day were dying of
typhus and paratyphus carried by human lice, and Berliners were forbidden from entering

premises commandeered by the Western Allies.?¢

The Arrival of the Western Allies

Everyone waited for the Western Allies in the hope that their arrival would improve matters.
Stalin, however, was playing for time so that he might remove anything valuable from the
city, and sink trusty communists deep into any positions of power. Had he been able to renege
on the deal to allow the Anglo-Americans in, he would have done so. Soviet permission to
proceed to Berlin hung on the Western Allies retreating to the demarcation lines drawn up at

Yalta. The Anglo-Americans were to fall back behind the Elbe.?’
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On 2 June Lieutenant-General Lucius Clay, who was to head the American mission in Berlin,
had yet to receive instructions. The Americans’ first attempt to reach Berlin failed utterly. On
17 June Colonel Frank Howley left with a reconnaissance party of soo men in a hundred
vehicles. He was well prepared. Behind him he had left a pool of 2,000 college-educated Berlin
women who were to be his secretariat in the city and he had acquired a Horch Roadmaster —
Germany’s best car — and draped it with the Stars and Stripes. As he crossed the Elbe at Dessau
in his Horsch the Soviet authorities insisted he reduce his train and continue with just
thirty-seven officers in fifty vehicles. The convoy, Howley later wrote, reached ‘Babelsburg
[sic] ... a sort of German Hollywood’ near Potsdam under Soviet escort where it was forced to
stop and eventually return to the west. Howley was allowed to go up and look at the future

American airfield at Tempelhof. No one else had been permitted to leave their cars.®?

Howley went back to a Schloss near Halle and sulked. ‘Gentlemen,’ he told his officers, ‘we
are never going to Berlin.’89 On 29 June Clay and his British counterpart General Sir Ronald
Weeks and the civilian advisers Robert Murphy and Sir William Strang landed in Berlin to
discuss arrangements with Marshal Georgii Konstantinovich Zhukov. At that meeting the
frail land lines were established that were to become the Allied routes to the city until 1989.
Howley made another attempt to reach Berlin on 1 July with 85 officers and 136 men. This
time he got through — although the Russians made him less than welcome when he started
putting up the Stars and Stripes in the American Sector.

Howley says the Americans celebrated their arrival with a fist-fight with the Russians in a

restaurant: a Polish American major apparently floored six of his Russian allies.90 Attitudes
were clearly beginning to change: the Germans did not seem such a bad lot after all, and the
Russians were not exactly the sort of people you wanted to have as allies. Summing up his
initial feelings about them in 1945, Howley was to recall that he had thought of them as ‘big,
jolly, balalaika-playing fellows, who drank prodigious quantities of vodka and liked to wrestle

in the drawing room’.91

The British too made a move on 1 July, only to be told that Magdeburg Bridge was closed. They
found another bridge and slipped into Berlin, but a full entry was still delayed until the 4th.
Officers later recalled the shock of seeing the lakes in the prosperous west filled with the corpses
of women who had committed suicide after being raped. It was weeks before the Anglo-
Americans achieved a real military presence, even if Ruth Friedrich reported seeing an Ameri-

can in the Schlossstrasse in Steglitz on 3 July.92

The main force of the Anglo-Americans arrived on Friday 6 July after withdrawing their
troops from the disputed parts of Saxony, Thuringia and Mecklenburg — much to the chagrin
of their inhabitants. The Control Council had been created in November 1944, and its seat
was to be a ‘jointly occupied’ Berlin. As yet no one knew how that was to be managed.
Would there be checkpoints between the sectors? Were Berliners to be issued with

passports?93 It was agreed that the presidency of the Kommandatura would be rotated.
Zhukov allegedly informed the Americans that he would not guarantee food for the Berlin-
ers, but visitors to the Allied conferences were well looked after. The Soviet marshal
claimed that twice as many officers attended the Russian-hosted meetings because of the
quantities of caviar and vodka that were laid out. This feast was apparently known euphe-

mistically as ‘tea’.94

Howley relates that the Americans were much taken up with the abuse of Berlin women by the
Russians, conveniently forgetting the widespread incidence of rape by American soldiers. A
Russian general excused his countrymen, admitting that the rapes had done his country’s
reputation no good, but it was nothing to what the Germans had done in his country. As the
Russians had had Berlin to themselves for two months, they had haunts in the American
Sector they were loath to give up. On one of these expeditions a girl was killed by some
Russian sailors. The Americans complained, but the Russian commander told them there
were no Russian sailors in Berlin: they had to be bad Germans in stolen Russian uniforms.
The atmosphere grew tense. The Americans self-righteously decided that they were allowed
to shoot to kill when women were involved. Changing their tune, the Russians excused their
conduct by suggesting the men had been drunk or that they were deserters. In an exchange of
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fire in a railway station, some Russians were killed. At this the Russians launched a
complaint. They cited a British sergeant who had knocked a Russian’s teeth out and dumped
him across the border. That was an appropriate chastisement; it was wrong to shoot. Howley

claimed the shooting ceased with the end of Russian rape and looting.9

In Berlin the Russians received the more populous working-class areas to the east, while the
Western Allies carved up the richer districts to the west. There were enclaves and exclaves:
the radio station was in the British Sector, but remained in Soviet hands; and the village of
Steinstiicken was included in Berlin. There were other anomalies that persisted until 1989: the
Soviets had to be able to tend their war memorial in the Tiergarten, and each army had the
right to monitor the others, which meant issuing passes to one or two privileged intelligence
men who had the right to roam in a Western or Eastern sector or zone.

The Americans proved a disappointment. The Berliners had the feeling that they did not
know why they were there. Margret Boveri, who had worked as a journalist in the United
States and had been interned there at the beginning of the war, discovered that many of them
spoke less English than she did. It was better to speak Spanish. Sometimes a little French
helped. Other women were initially relieved that they could sleep in peace — unbothered by
Russian interlopers; but, if that was true in the main, there were exceptions on both sides.
Margret Boveri recounts the case of an estate-owning family on the edge of Berlin who were
out walking when the Russians arrived and so ran back to the house petrified with fear as to
what the soldiers would do to their daughters and their friends. They found to their surprise
that the Russians had touched nothing and had been exceptionally polite. When the Ameri-
cans arrived, however, one of the girls was so brutally raped that it took her years to recover
from the shock. In general, however, Margret Boveri thought that whatever occupying army
controlled your sector was the worst in the eyes of the Berliners. Every inhabitant envied the
soldiers of their neighbours. The Americans were particularly naive. Dr Hussels, medical
chief for Zehlendorf, was asked to provide 2,500 beds. She asked where they thought she
could find them. The officer replied, in the hospitals. She had to inform him that the

Russians had already taken them.%

The chief excitement was what could be gleaned from American dustbins. Margret Boveri
was working for the publishers Ullstein, where she came across a review of an American
book that said the average American threw away more than the consumption of a Russian
civilian. It was American policy that nothing should be given away and everything should be
thrown away. So those German women who worked for the Americans were fantastically
well fed, but could take nothing for their families or children. A woman who had put some
cheese-parings on a windowsill to take home received a tremendous dressing down, and even
the unfinished coffee was poured down the sink at the end of the day. The Americans were
outraged that the starving Berliners should dare to help themselves to their food. Colonel
Frank Howley had arrived in Berlin with a couple of tame wild boars the army had adopted
on their drive east. When a German tried to eat one of the boars he was brutally knocked to
the ground. Howley’s fellow officers, however, impressed on him that the boars were more

trouble than they were worth, and the Americans ate both.”’

Margret Boveri’s friend Elsbeth together with her sausage-dog Batzi came across a real
treasure trove discarded in Grunewald. Bread of a whiteness Berliners had not seen for
years, wrappers from butter and margarine packets, firm onions; but the Americans found
out that someone had raided their refuse and were more careful after that. There were still
finds to be made, however, and Elsbeth managed to live for five days on a rice pudding that
she had filched out of an incinerator. That pudding had the makings of an epic. Margret
Boveri was still singing its praises days later. Then she also received some chicken bones,
and had the pleasure of making a soup with a little more body than the vegetable broth she
more habitually used. The supreme delight, however, came when Fréaulein Roscies found a
half-eaten sponge cake and a dish of a sort of ‘tapioca-white-bread pudding’ that contained
half a squeezed lemon: ‘a proper, grown-on-a-tree lemon’. The eating of this plunder runs

to a long paragraph in her account.”®
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Despite the largesse to be found in rubbish bins, there was still a considerable shortage in the
third week of July. So far they had had no meat that month; it was the sixth week without fat
and probably the twenty-fifth without milk or eggs. Margret Boveri consoled herself by
picking some magnificent flowers and setting them up in her airy if smashed-up room. In
1950, Howley nonetheless claimed that the Americans were spending their time worrying
about the subsistence of the Berliners. He criticised the Russian rye loaf, which required 100

Ib of flour to make 145 1b of bread. It was too wet, he said, and rotted.” It is somehow
unconvincing, in the light of later events at least, when Howley reports a conversation with
the French colonel Dalade in which he asks whether food can be political. The Frenchman
replies, ‘Of course!” Howley and the Americans were already fully immersed in the war for

hearts and minds, and started teaching Berlin children baseball and basketball.99

The refusal to look kindly on the starving Berliners was part of the same policy that forbade
‘frat’ or socialising with the enemy. Initially frat was punishable by six months’ imprison-
ment. Soldiers were forbidden to shake German hands or give presents and were to treat them
as a conquered race. Very soon the Americans in particular were out in pursuit of ‘Fréuleins’,
and there were a few curiosities to see. The wife of a former foreign minister, Frau Solf, for
example, who had been condemned to death by the Nazis for having operated an oppositional
salon and spent over a year in Ravensbriick, began to receive visits from the British and the
Americans; but, although she was no more than skin and bone, they brought her nothing to

eat.100 The Anglo-American policy on frat stood in sharp contrast with the Russian one,
whereby contact with the civilian population was informally permitted as a reward for the
one and a punishment for the other. Some Berliners believed that the Russian policy was
kinder than the ostracism decreed by the Anglo-Americans. Some even went so far as to say
that the Berlin women had been relieved by their attentions — they had been so long deprived
of their own menfolk.

Treating the Berliners like a conquered people engendered sympathy for the former Nazis.
No distinction was to be made between good Germans and bad Germans, so the good
Germans began to muck in with the bad. In some cases only the names had changed. The
Blockwart, the resident sneak, of Nazi times had briefly reappeared as the Hausobmann.
Margret Boveri’s emerged with the denazification questionnaire, the Fragebogen, in his hand,
crippled with anxiety at the thought that the authorities would discover he had been a Pg.
Ruth Friedrich was stormed by ex-Nazis asking for testimonials that they had helped Jews.101
When the people had joined the Party as a matter of routine, of officious lip-service, even
anti-Nazis were prepared to help them.

* Howley must be confused: in our more prosperous times a kilo of rye flour would
require 700 ml of water for a 1.6 kg German rye Landbrot: it is therefore more than
a third water and may be happily kept for a week.

Worse than the ban on frat was the requisitioning of houses in the smarter western suburbs
such as Zehlendorf and Dahlem. This was the American Sector, and the area where there
were the most comfortable villas. The US authorities even briefly requisitioned the Titania
Palast as an officers’ club until Leo Borchard succeeded in getting it back. The Muscovites
took over big houses in a largely unscathed Pankow, while the top Soviet brass settled in
Karlshorst. In total some 3,000 flats and houses had to be made available. ‘Whether anti-Nazi

or pro-Nazi, whether rich or poor, whoever had to get out, had to go,” wrote Ruth Friedrich.!0?

By the autumn of 1945 the Berliner’s living space was reduced to less than ten square

metres.'% The French had finally pitched up after they were allotted a morsel of the British
Sector in Reinickendorf and Wedding on 23 July, and found themselves a few nice villas in
Frohnau, Wittenau and Tegel. The British came out of it the worst, as there were fewer
palatial residences in Wilmersdorf or Spandau. Wherever, the grabbing of houses by the
Allies led to acute misery on the part of the stricken population. Not even Jews who had
returned from the camps were immune and were thrown out at pistol-point. The victims were
given a few hours to pack up their things. The result was that they had to find some space in
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a friend’s flat until that too was grabbed by another officer of the garrison. Meanwhile,
women who had once led a privileged life in Germany struggled to find a place as a servant
or cleaner to the invaders. One Berliner who had been kicked out of his house commented
bitterly that first the women had been raped by the Russians, now they had to wait on the

Americans’ whores.!% Despite their superior airs the Americans wanted to be greeted as
liberators and resented the fact that they were not. Their cold-blooded approach contrasted
strongly with that of the Russians.

Preaching in Dahlem in July the anti-Nazi theologian Otto Dibelius drew attention to the
mortality figures for Berlin. In normal times, the daily rate was around 200; in the war it had
risen to nearer 250 as a result of the bombing; now the figure was around 1,000, and this in a far
smaller city. The famine was becoming acute. People, chiefly men, were falling like flies. The
final killing spree and the high mortality rate after the cessation of hostilities meant that there
were lots of dead to bury. There was nowhere to put them and no coffins, and the Allies would
not help. Families had interred their loved ones in the ruins or laid them out in mortuary
chapels. Berliners resorted to using large wooden cupboards or simply wrapping the body in
a horse blanket tied up with cord. Ruth Friedrich records seeing an instance of this: a bundle
with a pair of yellow, wooden-seeming feet protruding from the end.105 All over the city there
were ad hoc graveyards. In front of the cinema opposite the Woman there was a collection of
crosses. The first to be buried there was a girl who had leaped from a third-storey window to

avoid being raped. Fresh crosses began to appear soon after.106 Questioned, the Russian general
Gorbatov said the famine was the result of the Nazis, who had sabotaged supplies.107

The Honeymoon is Over

At the beginning there was some feeling of community among the victorious Allies. Frank
Howley, who liked to think he had understood the Russians’ bad faith from the first, cites his
superior officer Clay saying naively, ‘I like Sokolovsky [the Soviet assistant commander], he
wouldn’t lie to me.’108 [t didn’t take long for the Allies to fall out, not only causing friction
between the soldiers, but also creating a danger for Germans who showed too much sympathy
for one or other of their conquerors. A German who worked for the Russians was likely to be
harried or imprisoned by the Americans. Germans who threw in their lot with the Americans
needed to be careful when they entered the Russian Sector.

A tragedy occurred on 23 August that highlighted the fickle relations between the Allies and
the difficulty in bringing culture back to the shattered city. Leo Borchard, the first post-war
conductor of the Berlin Philharmonic, was shot by an over-zealous American sentry. The
orches-tra’s chief conductor, Wilhelm Furtwingler, had fled to Switzerland at the end of
the war, and the Western powers had banned him from the stage. His crime was to have
performed before Hitler, both in Berlin and at Bayreuth, despite his early resistance to the
cultural policies of the Third Reich. During the war Borchard been a part of an underground
resistance group called Onkel Emil. He had managed to charm the Soviet authorities by
speaking their language (he was born in St Petersburg). Having obtained the Russians’ trust,
on 12 May he cycled across Berlin with his friends to have a look at the Philharmonie
Concert Hall. He was going to steal a march on Furtwingler and take advantage of his Swiss
exile to conduct the Berlin Philharmonic. Ruth Friedrich wondered if Furtwingler had ever
pitched up at the concert hall like this. ‘A gruesome still life revealed itself among the
shattered arcades’ — where Bruno Walter (and more recently Furtwingler) had once directed

the orchestra, there lay a dead horse.109

Borchard knew how to deal with the Soviets. He obtained larger rations for the Philharmonic’s
musicians: ‘you can’t blow a trumpet with a rumbling stomach’.110 By 26 May he was
performing Mozart, Tchaikovsky’s Fourth and Mendelssohn’s incidental music to 4 Midsum-
mer Night’s Dream in the Titania Palast to an audience of starving, ragged Berliners.111 He
conducted the orchestra twenty-two times before his death. That fateful Thursday he and his
mistress, Ruth Friedrich, had been invited to dinner with a music-loving British colonel. It had
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been a real treat: sandwiches made from white bread filled with proper meat, and whisky.
They talked passionately about Bach, so much so that they missed the curfew which came into
force at 11 p.m. The colonel decided to drive them home himself. The night before there had
been shots exchanged between Russian and American soldiers, and the Americans had issued
orders to stop all cars heading towards the Eastern Sector. The sentry failed to notice that the
vehicle was British because the headlights were too bright and signalled the colonel to stop as
he drove under the S-Bahn bridge towards the Bundesplatz. He had meant to aim at the tyres,

but managed to shoot Borchard through the head. He was killed instantly.112

Autumn 1945

Berliners had got used to conditions in their city by September, but it came as a shock to others,
especially those who had enjoyed relative prosperity in the south-west. Ursula von Kardorff
finally made it back to Berlin at the beginning of the autumn, having left in February. Food was
very scarce, and the people shared the same, half-mad look as a result of their experiences since
the Russian conquest. She stayed with her friend Barchen on the Savigny Platz, in a room
without an outside wall. Berliners called such buildings Sperlings-Lust, or ‘Sparrows’ Delight’,
because at any moment you might take off into thin air. She went out on the Kurfiirstendamm.
The ban on frat was not being closely observed: she noticed elegantly dressed German girls
milling around the American, British and French soldiers. There was jazz playing in establish-
ments offering hot drinks but no solid food.

Ursula von Kardorff borrowed a bicycle to look at the city centre. The Wilhelmstrasse had
vanished, the Foreign Office was just a ruin. Only the ProMi was still undamaged. On the
Pariser Platz the Adlon Hotel was a burned-out shell. Her own house had collapsed. On the
square there was a huge statue of Stalin.

The two guardhouses flanking the Brandenburg Gate were piles of rubble. Soldiers from
the four powers walked around adding a living aspect to the landscape of ruin. Around the
Reichstag building a black market had grown up. There were Russian graves on the Ranke
Platz and abandoned tanks on the pavements. The latter served as kiosks, announcing dance
schools, new theatres and newspapers and toys for urchins reminiscent of the pictures by
Heinrich Zille. The Franziskus Hospital was the only undamaged building, and the nuns
looked timeless in their habits, as if they had emerged from somewhere on the Castilian
Meseta. Near by, the Tiergarten was a blackened shambles, looking more like a battlefield
than a landscaped garden.

Friulein von Kardorff ran into a former colleague from the D4z (Deutsche Allgemeine
Zeitung) newspaper, Ludwig Fiedler, who told her a typical story. At the end of the war he
had been drafted into the Volkssturm, or home guard, like any other man between fifteen and
sixty. This last remaining human material was charged with defending Germany in a guerre a
I’outrance. In the ruins of the pub Gruban und Souchay, he had come up against a Russian
officer who was about to shoot him. Fiedler had produced some ‘disgustingly sweet’
schnapps and the Russian and he had sat down in the middle of the battle and got drunk. The
Russian was so befuddled that he began to kiss his German enemy, then he wanted to kill him

again, then he was so drunk that he forgot all about it.113

One day Ursula von Kardorff went to see her aunt Kathinka, the wife of the politician
Siegfried von Kardorff-Oheimb. She lived in an elegant villa near the Tiergarten that had
miraculously retained some of its contents even if it too had lost part of the outer wall. They
went to the Hotel Esplanade near by, the only grand hotel to have partially survived the war.
Only one reception room survived. They had to pay a deposit of so marks for the knives and
forks, because so many had been stolen. The potato soup they ate cost as much as an entire
meal in the past.

After lunch they went to the Russian Sector as Aunt Kathinka wanted to visit her friend
Friedrich Ebert, the corpulent, alcoholic son of the first Weimar president, and ‘a sort of
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Gauleiter of Brandenburg’ for the Russians. He looked shabby and hungry. He said he was
envious of Ursula von Kardorff because she was going to return to Jettingen, ‘but I love this

city so much that [ want to help it’.114

Everyone was tense in Berlin. People you hardly knew fell upon you with delight on seeing
that you were still alive. Everyone was Du where in the past a strictly formal style of address
was maintained in circles like Ursula von Kardorff’s. The theme of every conversation was
who had survived. Someone had killed himself, but no, he had been arrested by the Gestapo
or the GPU, or perhaps he made it to the British Zone. Another was shot by the SS because
he had hoisted the white flag ten minutes too early. A third had been polished off by a
drunken Russian because he could not provide him with alcohol. A fourth had spent several
days with the GPU and had then been released. She heard stories that made her blood run
cold; of Gerhard Starke, who was the liaison between her newspaper and the SD, and a man
who had kept the authorities off their backs. He had been arrested by the Russians and
condemned to die from a bullet in the head. His captors made him kneel, get up, kneel again,
get up until finally they brought him to a door and opened it. He could scarper, while he still
had the chance.

Old Graf Hardenberg, who had shot himself in the stomach after 20 July 1944, had found his way
out of the concentration camp in Oranienburg where he was being held. Despite his terrible
wounds he had fled and hidden in the woods, while the guards killed out of sheer spite anyone
who might have contributed a positive element to a new Germany. It had been a miracle — the
whole family had survived, even the son who had been punished by being sent to Courland
where, as a result of Hitler’s pig-headedness, many divisions sat idly by until they were herded

together by the Red Army and led into captivity. He had also chosen his moment to run.115

At another time Ursula von Kardorff’s attempts to write were disturbed by the arrival of one
of Birchen’s cousins, with four little girls. She had arrived from Poland. The little boy had
died on the way: ‘He looked like a little angel, a little angel,” she repeated mechanically. The
woman’s head was shaved, and she looked drawn and starving. The surviving children were
covered in pus and lice. Birchen washed, brushed, deloused and bandaged them one by one.

Renée Bédarida was a former résistante who had been sent to work in the administration of
the French Sector. On 15 October she communicated some of her first impressions of the city
to a friend in France. The Berliners were ‘dirty, badly dressed, and always carried a bag of
potatoes or a bundle of kindling ...” The canal that runs along the Charlottenburg Chaussee
‘stank to high heaven of corpses’, and yet she thought the Germans were getting more meat
than the French, even if she was shocked to see children begging for bread and chewing

gum.116

She made visits to the black markets in the Tiergarten and on the Alexanderplatz.” Five
cigarettes procured a film for a camera or an iron cross. One of the opera houses was still
standing and she went to see Rigoletto. She was amazed to find the Berlin women all dressed
up in their finery: ‘how could these women dare to walk through Berlin dressed this way?’
With another French administrator she watched German POWSs arrive at the Stettiner
Bahnhof: ‘We felt disarmed, the temptation to despise them or hate them became impossible

at the sight of these miserable people, they were also victims of Hitler’s madness.’117

* At Advent a ramshackle Christmas market appeared by the ruins of the Schloss. It
was a refreshing symbol of the return of normality.

Renée lived in Frohnau in the French Sector. It had come through the war more or less
unscathed, but the requisitioning of houses and rooms had created bad blood. The French
were an odd and suspicious collection: there were old resistance hands, civil servants on
secondment, ‘Vichy men hoping that France would forget about them who had come to wipe
the slate clean on the other side of the Rhine, adventurers and profiteers’. The French
perpetrated a few acts of childish spite: they mutilated a few inscriptions on the Siegessdule
— or Victory Column — in the Tiergarten, which commemorated German triumph in the
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Franco-German War, and festooned it with French tricolours. In Schwanenwerder they found
a fragment of the Tuileries Palace which had been burned down by the Paris Communards in

1871, and removed a high-minded panel that talked of the fate of nations.118 The Germans
themselves did not waste much time on the French — they realised they were second-division

conquerors.119

Libussa von Krockow arrived from Pomerania in February 1946. It had been two years since she
had lived there, monitoring BBC broadcasts for Ribbentrop’s research bureau. She recognised
the troglodyte dwellings of the Berliners by the stove pipes protruding from the ground. She was
so dishevelled that the maid of one of her mother’s friends offered her a 50 Pfennig piece and
slammed the door in her face. Her body finally gave way after her ordeal: she was ill for a

week.120
Spring 1946

The military train delivered George Clare to Berlin in the spring of 1946. It had been a
perishing winter with poor shelter. As it got progressively colder the lack of amenities had
begun to pinch. Berliners collected wood from the ruins and bought candles on the black
market. They scavenged for coal. Infant mortality stood at 8o to 90 per cent. As there was no
glass in the windows, the cold wind came howling through the damaged buildings. Berliners
still went in droves to see Macheth when it was below zero in the auditorium. Lady Macbeth

shivered with cold on the stage. At Christmas, there was no warmth, no presents and no tree.121

When the spring came a semblance of normality reappeared: there were excursions to the
cherry orchards of Werder. A Russian stripped off and leaped into the waters of the Havel,
excusing himself this time — it was ‘very hot’.122 Attitudes to the conquerors appeared to have
changed. Clare, in British uniform, says the British were liked most. The ‘Tommies’ still
exuded a feeling of fair play. The Americans — die Amis — came second. They were tougher
and rougher and their Military Police was particularly feared. The French continued to be
treated as something of a joke: conquerors who had played no part in the conquest. fwan — the

Russian soldier — was by now universally despised.123

It was not just fresh troops who arrived to restock the Allied garrisons, exiles gradually
returned to look at the city they had once loved. Even more than a year after the cessation of
hostilities, the post-war condition of Berlin had the power to shock Carl Zuckmayer. Writing
to his wife Alice on 24 November 1946, Zuckmayer said the city was ‘unrecreatable and
almost indescribable’.124 Some very different exiles flew in on 19 July 1947 when seven old
Nazis returned to Berlin: the war criminals who had escaped the noose at Nuremberg were
being flown to Spandau. Speer stared excitedly out of the window of the Dakota as it came
in to land. He was able to discern the remains of his own contributions to the city: ‘the
East—West Axis, which I had completed for Hitler’s fiftieth birthday. Then I saw the Olympic
stadium, with its obviously well-tended green lawns, and finally the Chancellery I had
designed. It was still there. Although damaged by several direct hits. The trees of the
Tiergarten had all been felled, so that at first I thought it was an airfield. The Grunewald and
the Havel Lakes were untouched and beautiful as ever.’125 It would be twenty years before
he was allowed a second look.
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Chapter 4
Expulsions from Czechoslovakia,
Hungary and Yugoslavia

On 4 May complete calm reigned. Even the three days of public mourning for
the death of Hitler decreed by Secretary of State Frank passed everywhere
without incident. You could never have supposed or expected that the Czechs,
who had in the course of the war never dared offer even the slightest open
resistance to the German armed forces, would descend into an unprecedented
orgy of horror against defenceless people after the surrender, that spared

neither helpless, wounded soldiers, women or children. ‘HK.’, 21 June 1947.

Quoted in Wilhelm Turnwald, ed., Dokumente zur Austreibung der Sudetendeutschen, Munich
1951, 18

war. Hitler had taken up the complaints of the Sudetenlédnder: Bohemians and Moravians

under the leadership of Konrad Henlein. Their mistreatment had prompted the Munich
Agreement of September 1938, which ceded much of the border area to Germany, leaving the
rest of the country defenceless. In the spring of 1939, German tanks rolled into Prague.

THE so-called Sudetenland and its German population had been one of the causes of the

It is true that the Sudetenldnder had their grievances. Former subjects of the Austrian
Crown, their towns and villages formed a deep ring around the Czech lands. They also made
up a large percentage of the populations of Prague and Brno (Briinn), Iglau and Zwittau. In
Slovakia there were Insel und Streudeutsche (Island and Straw Germans); there were German
communities in the Carpathian Mountains and a colony amounting to just under a third of the
city of Pressburg or Bratislava. In Troppau they were wholly intermingled with the Slavs and
spoke their own patois called Slonzakische, but in most areas they maintained a fierce division.
They felt they had been duped at Saint-Germain-en-Laye in October 1919 when the Allies
finally refused them a right to ‘self-determination’ as promised by President Woodrow
Wilson’s Fourteen Points.! Benes, representing Czechoslovakia, had proclaimed that his state
would be the ‘new Switzerland’ with minority rights ensured by a system of cantons. This

never happened.? All German-speakers (including German-speaking Jews) were affected by
the new state which cut them off from ieir capital, Vienna — from their businesses, govern-

ment, friends and relations.?

The West had granted the Czechs’ leader the historic Czech territory of Bohemia and
Moravia, together with Slovakia. Over the centuries, however, huge numbers of Germans had
settled in the Czech lands and Hungarians in the Slovak east. The Czechs became the political
lords and masters of the new state, though they amounted to just 51 per cent of the popula-

tion.” The Germans formed nearly a quarter, but the Slavic Slovaks could not be expected to
side with them, so it would always be two against one. Conflict was ‘pre-programmed’.*
There were even attempts to break up the German lands by planting Czech colonies.>+

As grieving Germans were quick to point out, their numbers in Bohemia and Moravia were
greater than the entire Norwegian people and almost the same as the Danes or the Finns. They
had their political organisations: Henlein’s SdP, or Sudetenland Party, represented 68 per cent
of the Germans, and was the biggest party in the Czechoslovak state. There was also the
Sudetenland Socialist Party, which co-operated with the Czechs. If the Germans could never
achieve any political clout, until recently, they still had topped the bill socially and financially
— though many Germans had been hard hit by the Depression. The Czechs were employed in
their businesses, on their farms. The nobility and captains of industry were German-speaking
as were many lawyers and doctors. In 1945 there were many instances of farm workers
appropriating German farms, the junior doctors snatching the German practice, and the junior
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managers taking over German businesses — to some extent repeating the process that had taken
place in 1938 when the Germans became top dogs again. There were cases of pure opportunism:
Czechs, who had up till then moved in German circles,

* In the Czech lands in the west, the Germans made up just over a third of the
population in the 1930 census, with roughly two-thirds of these in Bohemia and the
rest in Moravia. In Czechoslovakia as a whole, Germans were 22.53 per cent of the
population, with Czechs and Slovakians making up 66.24 per cent together. There
was a significant Magyar minority in Slovakia. Of these 3,318,445 people,
3,231,688 had Czech nationality. (Theodor Schieder, ed., Tschechoslowakei, Berlin
1957,7.)

1 The German population was declining. In 1920 it had been 23.64 per cent. In the
German core, towns had seen the Czech communities grow: in Aussig they had
advanced from 10 per cent in 1910 to a third in 1930; in Briix from 20 per cent to a
third; in Reichenberg the Germans had declined by 10 per cent; in Troppau the
Czechs had been 10 per cent, now they were a third, and so on. (Schieder, ed.,
Tschechoslowakei, 10.)

The events of September 1938 and the occupation of the rest of Czechoslovakia had made the
Czechs more than bitter towards the German minority. The German-speaking area became
part of the Reich, and the people Germans — this change of nationality was to prove fatal in
1945. The previously grieving regions were attributed to the nearest German landmass: a
Reichsgau Sudetenland encompassed the core towns of Troppau, Aussig, Eger and Reichen-
berg; the region around Hultschin was attached to Oppeln in Upper Silesia; northern Bohemia
to Lower Bavaria; southern Bohemia to the new Austrian Reichsgau Upper Danube; southern
Moravia to the newly forged Reichsgau Lower Danube; and Teschen to the recaptured Polish

parts of Upper Silesia centred around Kattowitz.® In the remaining areas of the ‘Protectorate’
citizenship was awarded on racial grounds: ethnic Germans were attached to the Reich. For

many German-speakers the change was tantamount to signing their death warrants.’

It was enough for a lawyer to have practised German law to receive a death sentence.® The
Czechs had not welcomed Hitler as the Austrians had and even some members of the
German-speaking population had been more than apprehensive: socialists, Jews and the
large number of Germans from the Reich who had sought refuge in Prague. When the tide
turned in the war the Czechs looked forward to the moment when they could deal with the
‘German problem’ once and for all.

When he felt that victory was certain, Benes had left London for Moscow. Before he went he
told the British ambassador to the Czech government in exile, Philip Nicols, that he would
need to effect the transfer of the German population and deprive them of their citizenship,
otherwise ‘riots, fights, massacres of Germans would take place’. Molotov assured him that
the expulsions would be but a ‘trifle’. Benes received the necessary assurances from Stalin:
‘This time we shall destroy the Germans so that they can never again attack the Slavs.” He
also assured the Czechs in Moscow that he would not meddle in the domestic affairs of a Slav
nation, which, in retrospect, gives a rather clearer idea of how much his word could be relied

upon.’

Benes$’s Return
Benes left Moscow on the last day of March 1945. On 1 April he was in the Ukraine. His goal
was Kosice in Slovakia where he remained for thirty-three days while the Russians and
Americans carved up the country and the Czechs rose up in their wake. Patton’s American
troops moved up rapidly behind Field Marshal Sché6rner’s 800,000-man army. On 4 May they
crossed the mountain passes from Germany to assume their preordained positions along the
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line Carlsbad—Pilsen—Budweis. The American general had been told that Prague was out of
bounds. He stopped in Beraun. The Czechs wanted to grab the credit for the liberation of the
capital. On the night of 8 May the Red Army formed a protective shield around the city

allowing the uprising to take its course.10

On 6 May the Red Army reached Brno. The day before Benes heard that Prague had risen
against the Germans. He moved on to Bratislava. The progress of the Russians was the signal

for most of Vlasov’s divisions to head south into Austria;" the Cossacks were in two minds
about being captured by the Red Army, although some did go into Prague, and effectively
liberated it before the regular Russian forces.11 In Prague the resistance formed the CNR (Ceska
narodni rada, or Czech National Council). The first Red Army tanks entered the city on the oth
and military operations ended two days later when Schérner retreated. Benes did not make his
triumphal entry until the 16th. His excuse for coming so slowly had been his own safety — there
were German snipers about.12

Benes showed his hand first in his Kosice Statutest of 5 April 1945: “Woe, woe, woe, thrice
woe to the Germans, we will liquidate you!” he intoned on the wireless. There followed his
famous decrees. Number five, for example, declared all Germans and Hungarians to be
politically unreliable and their possessions were therefore to fall to the Czech state. The
Kosice Programme unleashed a ‘storm of retribution, revenge and hatred ... Wherever the
troops of the Czech General Svoboda’s army — which was fighting alongside the Russians —
and the Revolutionary Guards (Narodni vybor) emerged, they did not ask who was guilty

and who was innocent, they were looking for Germans.’13

On 12 May Benes repeated his threats in Brno: ‘We have decided ... that we have to

liquidate the German problem in our republic once and for all.”14 On 19 June came the first
of the ‘Retribution Decrees’: ‘Nazi criminals, traitors and their supporters’ were to be tried
before ‘Extraordinary People’s Courts’. These were primitive tribunals. It took all of ten
minutes to try a man and send him down for fifteen years. There were 475 ‘official’ capital
sentences. Thirty death sentences were handed out for those involved in the Lidice
Massacre.15 A national court would examine war crimes. On 21 June came the next decree:
all persons of German or Hungarian nationality, traitors or Quislings were to lose their land.
Germany would pay reparations. There was to be no compensation for loss of citizenship or
property. The last measure was the so-called ‘Little Decree’ of 27 October which laid down
the punishment for those who had offended against national honour.16 On 6 August Benes had
spoken at Prague University, a discourse that had particular resonance for Germans, not least
because it was considered Germany’s oldest seat of learning. He had hardened his heart
against all pleas for humanity: ‘We know that liberal society is in theory and practice an
anachronism.’17 Already 800,000 Germans had been chased out of the country.

* See above p. 44.

T Kaschauer in German, from the German name of the town, Kaschau.

To implement Benes’s various decrees there were ‘judicial volunteers’ and a Central Com-
mittee of Investigation (Ustfedni vysetfujici vybor). There were a fair number of KZler, or
former concentration-camp inmates, among them, graduates of Dachau and Buchenwald.
Many of their acolytes were mere ‘half-grown’ boys.18 Those who suffered agreed that the

sixteen to twenty-five-year-olds were the worst.19 By September they had around 100,000
prisoners: 89,263 German-speakers, 10,006 Czechs and 328 others. They had released 1,094
Czechs and 613 antifascist Germans. The most pernicious decree was the ‘Little’ one,
employed for ‘settling various personal accounts’, although the process had started long
before. Benes himself was not immune, and wrought his revenge on various Czechs. His
apologists admit a popular desire for retribution;20 it was the ‘duty of the government to turn
the turbulent mood’, however.
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Instead, many politicians, including Benes himself, exploited it. As another historian puts it,
the atrocities ‘were not driven from above, but without the toleration of the authorities in
Prague they would hardly have been able to persist into the summer months’.21 In the end even
the British (who had encouraged the purge) protested to Benes about ‘excesses’ and there was

a distinct turning down of the heat while the Big Three met in Potsdam.22 Expelling the
Germans was a vote catcher, but not a measure likely to make friends — except possibly with
the Poles. In retrospect it has been hard to find mitigating circumstances to excuse Benes, apart
from the fact that he was old and ill and thought he might defeat the communists by unleashing

the terror himself.23

Revenge

For seven years the Czechs and Slovaks had suffered humiliation at the hands of the
Germans. In the extreme Nazi view all Slavs were Untermenschen and the German regime
treated them as second-class citizens. As in other Slavic lands there were plans to ‘German-
ise’ parts of the country, no doubt partly in response to the cold wind that had greeted the
Germans after 1919, which had — for example — seen the decline of the German population
in the city of Brno from 60 to 20 per cent. In Znaim the number of Germans had also dwindled
after 1918, but had increased sharply after 1938. A Bohemian and Moravian Land Company
had been formed to find areas for settlement by Germans. The company ran a model farm.
During the Protectorate 16,000 agrarian holdings were confiscated, totalling 550,000 hec-
tares. Some 70,000 Czechs lost their homes. At the beginning of April 1945 treks were

organised to evacuate the German colonists and take them back to the Sudetenland.24 The
numbers of Germans had been further expanded by evacuations and the advance of the Red
Army. There were around 600,000 of the former and 100,000 Slovakian Germans together

with 1.6 million Silesians taking refuge in the region.25 Some of the Slovakian Germans had
already gone to Lower Austria.26

The resistance had been wiped out as early as the autumn of 1941, and was unable to re-form
until 1943 and 1944, when there was an uprising in Slovakia. Nazi brutality was measured:
apart from the massacre at Lidice — provoked by the British-masterminded assassination of the
deputy protector Reinhard Heydrich — there were no startling atrocities.27 The country was

hardly touched by the aerial bombardment that struck terror into the rest of Europe.28 The
French bore far worse, and behaved better towards the defeated Germans; but then again, the
French were not considered to be racially inferior.

The clue to the severity of the post-war response is the Revolution. This was to be revenge
for everything that had happened since the Battle of the White Mountain in 1620 when
Imperial troops wiped out the native Bohemian nobility. Germans were still the masters, the
Czechs the servants; the nobility was all German- or Hungarian-speaking and gravitated
towards Vienna or Budapest. Prague’s old university was German once again, and there were
German Gymnasiums and Realschulen. The Czechs resented these institutions as many of
their own had been closed during the ‘Protectorate’. It is significant that these were turned
into ‘wild’ or unofficial concentration camps in May. Brno too had its Technische Hochschule,
German institutions, shops and pubs. With the backing of the Red Army, and a clear idea that
the Western Allies would turn a blind eye to all that happened, the Czechs would seize their
moment for some spectacular ethnic cleansing.

Measures were introduced consciously aping those taken by the Germans against the Jews: they
could go out only at certain times of day; they were obliged to wear white armbands, sometimes
emblazoned with an ‘N’ for Nemec or German;29 they were forbidden from using public
transport or walking on the pavement; they could not send letters or go to the cinema, theatre or
pub; they had restricted times for buying food; and they could not own jewellery, gold, silver,
precious stones, wireless sets or cameras. They were issued with ration cards, but were not
allowed meat, eggs, milk, cheese or fruit. The Germans also had to be ready to work as slaves
on farms, in industry or in the mines.
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There were two waves of atrocities: Russian liberators, who raped and pillaged, and the
Czech partisans who arrived in their wake. As elsewhere, the Russians had been given
carte-blanche. The Czechs were less prone to sexual crimes, but were often accused of acting
as talent spotters for their Soviet friends. There are several reported instances, however, of

the Russians putting a stop to the worst excesses of the Czechs.30 The Czech atrocities
committed in the following weeks and months were led by the RG (Revolu¢ni Garda) and the
special police or SNB (Sbor Narodni Bezpecnosti) who wore German military trousers and
SA shirts, together with the army, or with civilian mobs bent on plunder and sadistic
violence. The reports read like some of the most gruesome moments of the French Revolu-
tionary Terror.

For prosperous Germans a striking aspect was blatant theft. The Czech partisans took anything
that appealed to them and piled it up on a waiting lorry which then disappeared into the
Protectorate. Sometimes they simply moved into the house, adopting the former owner’s
possessions and putting on the banished Germans’ clothes. The train from Prague to the north
was called the ‘Alaska Express’, alluding to the gold rush, and those who took it were zlatokopci

or ‘gold-diggers’.31 Once the wilder days were over, the new Czech Republic moved to regulate
the plunder so that the booty came to the state. In 1947 the expellees assessed the value of the

stolen effects at 19.44 milliard dollars.32

Prague

At the end of the war Prague contained around 42,000 Germans native to the city, together
with a further 200,000 or so ‘Reich’ Germans working for the various staffs and ministries, as

well as refugees.’?® The streets of Prague were quite used to hearing the German language
spoken — many of Prague’s Jews communicated in German. As soon as the battle for Prague
ended, Czech partisan units began to imprison German civilians and intern them at various
points around the city. The morning of 5 May 1945 was quite calm. Germans still walked the
streets in uniform. The mood changed at 11.00 a.m. Suddenly there was a great cry and people
began to wave Czech flags. Arms were being handed out at Buben railway station. Some
units of the Vlasov Army appeared. A hospital train was shot up. The insurgents captured the
radio station and began broadcasting the slogan ‘Smrt Némciim! Smrt vsem Némctim! Smrt
vsem Okkupanten!” (Death to the Germans! Death to all Germans! Death to all occupiers!).
There was to be no mercy for old men, women or children — even for German dogs:
Margarete Schell’s was stoned by Czech children and had to be shot. It was the first day of

the Revolution.?4

It was the day Margarete Schell was taken into custody by a ‘nasty butcher’ of her acquaint-
ance. The RG were attended by people who knew the Germans and could show them where
they lived. Margarete was well known — a voice on Prague Radio and an actress. She was
incarcerated in a cellar and then transferred to Hagibor Camp. It was March 1946 before she
was taken in a goods wagon to freedom in Germany. As a born Praguer, she did not know how

to answer the ‘Gretchen Question’:* “Why do you admit to being a German?’ She was a Prague
German. Doubtless there were Prague Germans who thought it wiser not to say; and some of
these would have escaped denunciation. Another ruse was to make out you were an Austrian.
The Austrian ambassador appeared in their temporary prison to reclaim Austrian subjects, but

his intercession did little for the 40,000 Austrians who were living in terror outside the capital.?>

* From Part One of Goethe’s Faust. Gretchen asks Faust the question he most
dreads: whether he believes in God.

Many of the city’s most notable Germans were put to death during this bloodletting. Professor
Albrecht, the last rector of the German university, was arrested at the Institute for Neurology
and Psychiatry. He was beaten up and hanged outside the lunatic asylum. The director of the
Institute for Dermatology suffered a similar fate. Hans Wagner, a Prague-born German
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physician attached to the German army, last saw his former colleague, the dean of the
German Medical Faculty, Professor Maximilian Watzka, in Pankrac Prison. The German-
speaking nobles were also targeted: Alexander Thurn und Taxis was thrown into a wild
concentration camp with his family. He and his two sons had to watch while his wife, her
mother and the governess were repeatedly raped. When the sport was over he was marched

off to a Russo-Polish run Auschwitz.3¢

A truce was declared at midday on the 8 May when the German army began to leave the city.
No adequate arrangements had been made between the Czech National Council and the
Wehrmacht for the transport of sick and injured soldiers and some 50,000 soldiers were left
behind. On the oth the Red Army finally appeared in Prague and Germans were told to bow

when they saw a Soviet car.?” The physics graduate ‘K.F.”, who had been imprisoned on the
sth, was taken out and forced to clear the barricades which had been built by the Czechs as
they rose up against the garrison and which were preventing the Russians from getthing their

tanks down the streets.’® Germans were beaten bloody with iron bars and lead pipes by a
civilian mob and made to remove their shoes and run over broken glass. The biggest
barricades were 2.5 to 3 metres high, and made up of paving stones, iron bars and barbed wire.
They had to dismantle the obstacles and repave the streets.

Women too were forced to clear the barricades. Helene Bugner was first beaten by the porter
of her block of flats, then a Professor Zelenka drove her and twenty other women off to clear
the streets. ‘Here, [ have brought you some German sows!’ said the professor. Their hair was
cut with bayonets and they were stripped of shoes and stockings. Both men and women died
from the beatings. A large crowd of Czechs stood by and cheered whenever a woman was
struck or fell. At the end of their work they had to tread on a large picture of Hitler and spit
on it. Margarete Schell saw people being forced to eat pieces of such pictures as she too was

put to work on the barricades.’® As they were driven off, one woman heard a Czech tell
another, ‘Don’t hit them on the head, they might die at once. They must suffer longer and a
lot more.” When Helene Bugner returned that evening she was unrecognisable to her children.

Marianne Klaus saw her husband alive for the last time on the oth. She received his body the
next day — the sixty-six-year-old had been beaten to death by the police. On the same day she
saw two SS men suffer a similar fate, kicked in the stomach until blood spurted out; a woman
Wehrmacht auxiliary stoned and hanged; and another SS man hung up by his feet from a

lamppost and set alight.* Many witnesses attested to the stringing up and burning of Germans
as ‘living torches’, not just soldiers but also young boys and girls. Most were SS men, but as the
Czechs were not always too scrupulous about looking at the uniforms, a number of Wehrmacht
soldiers perished in this way too. In part this savagery was a response to a rumour that the
Germans had been killing hostages. There was reportedly a repeat performance on the day when

Benes finally arrived in Prague: Germans were torched in rows on lampposts.*!

The Ministry of Education, the Military Prison, the Riding School, the Sports Stadium and
the Labour Exchange were set aside for German prisoners. The Scharnhorst School was the
scene of a massacre on the night of the sth. Groups of ten Germans were led down to the
courtyard and shot: men, women and children — even babies. The others had to strip the
corpses and bury them. Alfred Gebauer saw female SS employees forced to roll naked in a
pool of water before they were beaten senseless with rifle butts. There were as many as
10,000—15,000 Germans in the football stadium in Strahov. Here the Czechs organised a game
where 5,000 prisoners had to run for their lives as guards fired on them with machine guns.
Some were shot in the latrines. The bodies were not cleared away and those who used the
latrines later had to defecate on their dead countrymen. As a rule all SS men were killed,
generally by a shot in the back of the head or the stomach. Even after 16 May when order was
meant to be restored, twelve to twenty people died daily and were taken away from the
stadium on a dung wagon. Most had been tortured first. Many were buried in mass graves at
Pankrac Prison where a detachment of sixty prisoners was on hand to inter the corpses.
Another impromptu prison was in a hotel up in the hills. This had been the Wehrmacht’s
brothel. A number of Germans were locked up in the cellar, and the whores and their pimps
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indulged in a new orgy of sadism and perversity. German men and women had to strip naked
for their treatment. One of them was Professor Walter Dick, head of a department at the
Bulovka Hospital. He was driven insane by his torturers and hanged himself on a chain.

One witness who was too ill to work was sent to the hospital camp at Motol, where there
was an SS ‘cellar’. This contained eighty to a hundred men who were brought out every day
for beatings. A local speciality was to get the men to beat one another. In this case they had
to slap one another round the face. They were often stripped naked prior to the torture and
then literally booted down the steps to their cell once the guards had tired of their fun. The
SS cellar contained a number of Hitler Youth boys of fourteen. Whenever it was deemed to
be too full, guards fired at random though the bars to create more space. Gebauer swore that
Czech collaborators were also badly treated, particularly women who had had German lovers.

Thousands of dead Germans were buried in the cemetery in Wokowitz.4?

Some German Bohemians eluded arrest by helping the Russians and Czech authorities. Hans
Wagner indicated a Dr Rein from Postelberg, a prison doctor who was especially cruel. The
Russians wanted the pick of the women. In the cellar where Margarete Schell was impris-
oned, a plump doctor — possibly a Jew — came to take some of the women to safety before the
Russians made their tour. A woman wanted to bring her children: ‘Kinder hier lassen,
Kindern tun sie nichts,” he said (Leave the children here, they won’t do anything to the
children). When they returned the Russians had taken four girls who returned exhausted in

the morning.** Acts of kindness by Czechs were numerous. Some risked their lives to protect
friends and acquaintances. ‘Hansi’ Thurn und Taxis reached safety in Austria through the
intercession of a Czech general. He was assisted at the beginning by a Russian forced

labourer on his estate.*

One wounded German officer had been in the Oko cinema since the 6 May. After helping
tear down the barricades that day he was taken back to his temporary prison. There was no
peace that night: the Russians and Czechs came for the women. Men who tried to protect
them were beaten up, children who would not let go of their mothers’ skirts were dragged
out with them and forced to watch. Several women tried to commit suicide. The officer
remained in the cinema until Whitsun. That day the cries of tortured Germans coming from
the Riding School mingled with the voices of churchgoers next door, ‘praying for mercy and

neighbourly love’.4

After Whitsun the officer was taken to the Scharnhorst School. There was an ominous sign
over the door reading ‘Koncentra¢ni Tabor’. ‘There they tried to surpass in everything all that
they had learned of concentration camps.” Cinemas were popular sites for ‘concentration

camps’. The Slavia in Ripska ulice was also used for around 500-700 prisoners.*® The physics
graduate ‘K.F.” was taken there too and tortured. On the 10th he was taken off to Wenceslaus
Square and driven towards three naked bodies hanging by their feet from a billboard. They
had been covered with petrol and set alight, their faces punched in and the teeth knocked out
— their mouths were just bloody holes. With others he was then obliged to drag the corpses
back to the school.

Once they had laid down the bodies, one of the Czechs told the graduate: ‘To jsou piece vasi
bratri, ted’ je polibejte!” (They are your brothers, go on ... kiss them!). Scarcely had he wiped
the blood from his mouth than he was taken to the ‘death cellar’ to be beaten to death. They
despatched the young Germans one by one. The graduate was the fourth in line. After the
second killing a door opened and a Czech man came in. The graduate learned later that this
was the nephew of the minister Stransky. He asked them who they were, and led out the
graduate and a seventeen-year-old Hitler Youth, because they were the two that spoke Czech.
In general, knowledge of Czech helped, but no one was immune: former officials, police
officers and German-speaking Jews were subjected to imprisonment — even if they had just
emerged from Nazi concentration camps. The minister’s son told them with a grin on his face

that they were the only ones who had ever emerged from the cellar alive.*’
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Anna Seidel was a sixty-seven-year-old engineer’s widow living in Prague-Smichow. On the
oth she was rounded up with three other ladies, two of them of her age. They were robbed
and beaten black and blue; their hair was shorn, their foreheads daubed with swastikas; they
were then paraded through the streets on a lorry, shouting ‘My jsme Hitler-kurvy!” (We are
Hitler-whores!). If they did not shout loudly enough they were beaten again. After four weeks
in Pankrac they were taken to Theresienstadt, where they remained for a year. Helene Bugner
was taken away to Hagibor, which was seen as one of the better camps. From there she went
to Kolin where the younger women were raped by Russians, some of them as many as
forty-five times in a night. A Czech woman working for the Red Cross had set herself up as
the talent-spotter. The women returned from these nightly sessions badly bitten by their
paramours. Helene Bugner was released from agricultural work after three and a half months

following complaints by the British: she had been a secretary in the legation for twelve years.*

Hans Wagner went to the Russian commander to beg for more beds for the sick and wounded.
He took the precaution of going with a Czech colleague, Dr Dobbek. The Russian general
Gordow was not in the slightest bit interested: ‘If you have no room for your wounded, throw

them in the Vltava, there is plenty of room for them there!’4° Wagner went for a walk on the
afternoon of the 14th. Hanging from the sign to the famous restaurant U svatého Havla were
the half-carbonised remains of a German soldier who had been strung up by his heels. His
right arm was missing from the shoulder. Wagner concluded that he was an amputee.
Everywhere he noted the signs that the communists had taken over, under the shadow of the
liberating Red Army. After popping into the Elekra, the family coffee house, he went towards
the railway station. A blonde woman was being attacked by a mob. She was shouting in perfect
Czech, but in a moment she was surrounded and stripped of her clothes. A dray wagon came by,
and each of her limbs was attached to one of the horses. The beasts were driven off in opposite
directions.

With the re-establishment of government, the wild concentration camps in Prague’s cinemas
and schools were wound up and the prisoners dispatched to proper camps. One woman who
had been in the Slavia cinema and claimed to have been spared from lynching by a semi-
miraculous thunderstorm was taken to the main station on a sort of death march, which saw
many German Bohemians beaten to death to the applause of the local mob. They were pushed
into coal trucks where they were robbed one last time and then taken away. Others endured
the death march to Theresienstadt. It is estimated that only 10 per cent of those who set out
from Prague survived.50 Modrany was another infamous Czech camp, mostly populated by
Prague Germans; another was Bystrice, where Margarete Schell went on 28 July. The prisoners
were welcomed by a demonstration of brutality. Anyone with professional titles was singled
out for extra beating. She was whipped. She began to despair: “We will never get out of here,

this is the last stop.’51

The fate of the Prague Germans slowly became known to the outside world. The Austrians were
busy trying to show the Allies that they had never had any affection for Germany and the Nazis,
and they had their own problems. In Vienna the former diplomat Josef Schoner was visited by
a Prague Czech on 18 May who gave him a misleading report that all the Germans had been
interned or were working on rebuilding. The German-speakers were finished; they had defended
themselves fiercely during the uprising, particularly the women, while the Russians had plun-
dered the city like Vienna. They had also looted freely in Bratislava, and there had been a high

incidence of rape, ‘so that the first elation at liberation had much abated’.52

Many Germans spent a prolonged period in Pankrac Prison. Wagner claimed that a special
treat for visiting Russian bigwigs was to be taken over the prison and witness a German
being beaten to death. Another was to toss a prisoner from a second-floor parapet and shoot
at him while he plummeted to the ground. Some boys from Reichenberg were accused of
being Werewolves. They had to fight one another until they were bloody and then lick up
the blood. When that resulted in vomiting, that too had to be licked up. When they had
cleaned up the mess they were stripped and beaten with whips until the skin hung from their
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bodies. Then they were tossed into a cellar. Those who did not die from their wounds were
later hanged.53

Caught up in the massacres were not just Prague Germans but refugees from eastern Bohemia
and Moravia. Wagner saw a miserable troop of old men, women and children from Ohlau.
He tried to give them milk but the RG dashed the bottles out of his hands and threatened to
shoot the children who were prepared to lick it up from the pavement. International condem-
nation had little effect. In the ‘revolutionary’ days, the International Red Cross was too
frightened of the Russians to act. In Prosecnice camp there was an IRC inspection in April

1946. As soon as the visit was over, the treatment of prisoners became worse.54

Landskron

The massacres were by no means confined to the capital. As soon as the Russians had liberated
a town or village, partisans arrived to administer revolutionary justice. The primary targets
were members of the Nazi or Sudetenland Party (SdP), or members of those organisations
Benes decreed had aided the Nazis in their tyranny. Partisans also listened to denunciations
from local Czechs before they struck. The rich were particularly vulnerable. Also susceptible
were doctors, grocers, butchers and publicans, and anyone who might have denied credit, or
schnapps. In many places all Germans were considered guilty. In other places the action was
coloured by some German outrage. In Littau near Iglau, the German-speaking pocket south of
Prague, the Waffen-SS had torched the Czech village of Javoricka in March 1945. The
partisans responded by driving the Germans into a forester’s house and the Schloss and

murdering them.ss

In Landskron the fighting stopped on the 9 May. The Russian liberators were chiefly interested
in the townswomen, whom they pursued into the night. There were few Czechs to speak of,
and they were mainly concerned to protect their own property from plunder. This idyll
changed when on the 17th some lorry-loads of armed Czech partisans arrived. All the male
German inhabitants were hunted into the main square. By the early afternoon there were as
many as a thousand. The Czechs amused themselves by drilling them, forcing them to lie
down and get up, all the while walking among them, spitting and kicking them in the groin
and shins. Those who fell during this humiliation were taken to a water tank and drowned.
Any who bobbed up were shot. Meanwhile a ‘People’s Court” had been established with a jury
composed of local Czechs. The Germans had to crawl to the bench. Most of the men then had
to run a 50—60 metre gauntlet. Many fell and were beaten to pulp. The next day the survivors
were reassembled. One man was strung up from a lamppost. The court adjourned only when
a horrified woman set fire to her house which threw the crowd into a panic. Twenty-four
Germans had been killed. An even greater number committed suicide.

Brno Death March

Brno was another German enclave. Before the Great War it was considered to be a ‘suburb of

Vienna’.56 Even with the post-war migration it contained 60,000 Germans, and there were
many more between Brno and the border. The Russians reached the city on 25 April. There
followed the usual scenes of rape and violence. The next morning all Germans had to report
for work. Czech partisans established their HQ in Kaunitz College, where the city’s leading
Germans were beaten and tortured. Sometimes they were forced to go on all fours and bark
like dogs. When the Czechs had finished with them they were delivered to the hospital, where
they were thrown into a cellar. A Red Cross nurse examined a German who had indescribable
wounds to his genitals. Before he died he was able to explain his crime: he had sold vegetables

to the Gestapo.57
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At 9 p.m. on 30 May began the Brno Death March. It was the Feast of Corpus Christi,
normally a day for solemn processions, and the largely Catholic Germans did not fail to draw
comparisons. The 25,000 marchers had fifteen minutes to pack a bag and to assemble in the
Convent Garden, where they spent the night. At dawn they were driven into the courtyard
and relieved of their valuables before marching to the camp at Raigern in the pouring rain.
The procession included inmates of the old people’s home, the hospitals and the children’s
clinic and one Englishwoman who had been married to a local Nazi. Her case naturally
excited the interest of the Daily Mail correspondent Rhona Churchill, who filed a story on 30

May.58

Stragglers were beaten with truncheons and whips and those who failed to get up were shot
and their bodies stripped and plundered. Survivors were strip-searched before being driven
on to a camp at Pohrlitz, about halfway to the Austrian border.59 The Red Cross nurse
claimed that a thousand had already died. Another said that the camp claimed a further 1,700

lives. One mother recounts that two of her three children died on the march.60 The marchers
were lodged in a car factory. The younger women were raped by the guards. Those still
capable of walking were pushed on to the border the next morning, leaving behind about
6,000, who were thrown into grain silos. The Red Cross nurse stayed with them, and her
reports do not make pleasant reading. It may be that some of the atrocities committed have
been exaggerated in retrospect, but there is more than enough corroboration to make it clear
that the Czechs behaved with inhuman cruelty.

The Pohrlitz camp was evacuated on 18 June. Sixty to seventy people had been dying daily,
largely from typhus. Nutrition consisted of stale bread and rotten root vegetables. The
Russians came every night at 7.30 and stayed until 2 a.m. They raped the women, even a
seventy-year-old. When the Red Cross nurse tried to protect a tender eleven-year-old, she
herself was taken away to ‘suffer the consequences’ and was raped by five soldiers. Another
witness said that the youngest raped was seven years old, the oldest eighty. Some of the
healthier ones escaped and made their own way to the border. It was evidently desired that
Brno should be free of Germans in time for Benes’s five-day visit in July. As it happened,
the Czechs had failed to round up all the Germans, while others who had broken down on
the march were returned to the city. When Benes arrived they were forced out into the sand

dunes without food or water. Many died, others went mad.61

The first to leave Pohrlitz were the sick, who were driven away and dumped in the marshes
by the River Thaya on the Austrian border. No one knew they were there and according to
the Red Cross nurse they starved to death. The corpses were photographed and shown in
newsreels in Britain and the United States. The Czechs responded by saying that they had
been killed by the Austrians. There was another massacre at Nikolsburg, where the bodies

of 614 men were thrown into a mass grave.62

Iglau and Kladno

The German-speaking pocket around Iglau (Jihlava) in western Moravia was also a sore
subject for the Czechs. When the town fell on 5 May it was the signal for a mass suicide of
Germans: as many as 1,200 took their lives, and perhaps 2,000 were dead by Christmas.
Between six and seven thousand Germans were driven into the camps Helenental and
Altenberg. When Helenental was closed, the inhabitants were plundered and herded south
towards the Austrian border. Some 350 people are said to have lost their lives on the way.

They were detained in another camp in Stannern where hundreds more perished.63

The Germans in Kladno were subjected to the full severity of the Revolution from s May
onwards. Erika Griessmann’s father was taken away and never returned. She herself was
beaten for refusing to tell the RG where the family jewellery was buried. A few days later
she saw Germans being chased across a field like hares, gunned down by partisans with
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submachine guns. Her family was thrown out of their house on the 9th and made to run the
gauntlet down their street while the crowd lashed out at them. She spotted some of their
neighbours weeping at their windows at the sight.

They joined a group of refugees. Many of them were bloody, after Czechs had hurled
grenades into their midst. For the second time the seventeen-year-old Erika heard that she and
the better-looking Germans would be raped by the Russians. They apparently had first
refusal. The Russians, however, treated her well. She fainted, and was pulled into a car by
the hair. She woke on a sofa bound hand and foot. Five high-ranking Soviet officers asked
her if she were hungry, and where she wanted to go. She said she wanted her mother. They
took her to the football stadium where she found her mother and younger brother.

After threatening to shoot them all, Czechs took the Germans to Masshaupt where they had
to stand in a ditch while a crowd spat on them and pelted them with stones. They were then
returned to the football stadium on a lorry. There were German soldiers lying all around
with bullet wounds in their stomachs and heads. Erika’s party were strip-searched and
taken to a barracks. Bodies were strewn everywhere, even small children whose parents
had cut their throats to save them from further tortures.

On the 10th they prepared to march. Before the gates of the barracks a jeering crowd had
assembled. A Czech read a speech: all Germans were criminals. Hand grenades were once
again tossed among the refugees, producing another bloodbath. A Czech priest appeared to
administer the last rites. Many of the dying refused his blessing. Erika and her mother
managed to get into an ambulance and someone gave Erika a Red Cross nurse’s hat. Russian
sentries accompanied the German wounded as they left Kladno. One of the Russians
recognised that Erika was no nurse and demanded she go with him. The injured in the
ambulance took her side. He then requested either Erika or their watches. The heavily
wounded German soldiers gave the Russian their watches and rings and Erika was bought

free. That way they reached comparative safety in the American-occupied zone.64

The American Zone

It was the Americans rather than the Russians who liberated western Czechoslovakia. Whatever
the Bohemian Germans might have wanted to believe, however, the Americans did not meddle
in the activities of Czech partisans. The most that can be said is that the expulsions from their

zone were generally more humane than those that took place east of the line.®> They finally left
in December 1945.

One woman did however report that Americans helped her cross the border; in another
instance a woman was returned to Brno from Germany as a Czech national, and as a German
had to suffer the consequences. In Bory Prison in Pilsen, the torture stopped when the
Americans came to inspect, and started again the next day. The writer Ernst Jinger had a
letter from his friend Sophie Dorothea Podewils on 10 October 1945. She had been in the
Pilsen prison. ‘“What took place in the German and also in the Hungarian part of Czechoslo-

vakia is a tragedy that is only comparable to what the Jews had to bear here.’%

In Mies near Marienbad, Czech partisans and American soldiers searched German houses
together. Later the partisans shot twenty-five Germans in their camp. Elbogen (Habartov) was
the seat of the Control Commission, which granted permission to Czechs to cross to the other

Allied zones, but its decisions were not always respected by the partisans.®’ Franz Weinhand
was picked up by the militia in Gfell and taken to the castle in Elbogen. He and his fellow
Germans screamed so loudly during their whippings that they began to annoy the American
sentries a hundred metres away. One of them fired his machine gun at their window. Two days
later members of the American Commission arrived at the castle and took photographs of the
Germans’ naked bodies. Weinhand and the others dared not say a word for fear of reprisals.

(Page 102)



After The Reich - Giles MacDonogh

After four weeks the Americans took the political prisoners to Landshut in Bavaria. In
September they were sent back to Czechoslovakia.¢®

In Schlackenwerth a German clockmaker called Miiller was tortured to death. He came from
the resort of St Joachimsthal (Jachymov), where a Herr Steinfelsner, the owner of a sawmill,
was hanged before the town hall in the presence of the townsfolk. The body hung there until

some Americans came by in a jeep and forced the partisans to take it down.® In Bischofteinitz
(Domazlice) the usual scenes occurred when the men were rounded up. Thirty-five of them
were called out and butchered. In Blatna a girl who had dallied with the Americans even had
her head shaved after their departure. The Americans were also in Chodau (Chodov), where the
luggage of departing Germans were plundered almost as systematically as they were across the

border in Poland.70

There were Czechs working and living in German areas, and Germans in the towns which lay
in the middle of largely Czech areas. Ceské Budejovice or Budweis in south-western Czecho-
slovakia was in the Czech heartlands. Until the nineteenth century the Germans had dominated
the town. There was still an active minority in 1945, who were put to work in the mines. Most
of the atrocities took place around the labour exchange. Large numbers of Czech women
cheered as the Germans were beaten bloody. The priest, Pater Joseph Seidl, was one of them —
he had apparently committed no other crime than being German. The beds in the military
hospital were taken over by the Czechs. One severely wounded soldier was given a lethal jab.
SS men aged between eighteen and twenty-one were dragged into the courtyard and beaten to
death. In Pilsen, another largely Czech city, Franz Wagner, a former communist who had spent

a term in Dachau, was robbed and beaten up before being expelled from the country.71

Freudenthal, Freiwaldau and Bilin

Reports indicate that Czechs particularly loathed German innkeepers and physicians.
Innkeepers perhaps looked down on Czech customers, and physicians either refused to treat
Czechs or were suspected of being involved in Nazi genocide. Carl Gregor was a general
practitioner in Freudenthal (Bruntdl) in the north-eastern sector of the Czech lands. He was
taken to the Freudenthal camp and accused of having murdered 150 foreigners. He laughed
off the accusation, and was tortured by eighteen men who beat his back so badly that the
skin burst on his buttocks.

In Freudenthal all the inmates had to witness the executions, which took place behind the
barrack block. Gregor’s knowledge of Czech and Slovak meant that he had to translate the
orders given by the commandant. On one occasion twenty men had to dig their own grave
and then climb in. They were shot in the back of the head. One man had to be shot three times,
yet he was still alive when the prisoners filled in the grave. The excuse for this slaughter was
an accident with a grenade that killed a Russian. The Czechs then told the Russians that the
death had been the result of a German-laid time-bomb and demanded that a hundred hostages

be shot in reprisal. The Russians allowed them to kill just a score.72

In Freiwaldau (Jesenik) they marched the camp inmates to the border and pushed them into
Germany. The ordeal took seventy-two hours, while the Germans were beaten with whips
and pistol butts.73 Alfred Latzel was the proprietor of a large sugar refinery and farm. On
20 June he was dispossessed and warned that he would have problems were he to remain
in Czechoslovakia. He felt he had done no wrong and decided to brave it. He was taken in
for a short interview by the local police, at the end of which he was delivered to the Camp
IT Jauernig — a former RAD or Reichsarbeitsdienst camp. Latzel learned much later that he
had been incarcerated because he had allegedly denounced communists during the Third
Reich. He denied it. At Jauernig, the gaoler was a German communist. German denouncers
were also present at the torture sessions egging on the others.

After four days Latzel was taken to another camp in an old work-service barracks at
Adelsdorf, a former POW compound. Here his father-in-law, the estate owner Dr Erich
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Lundwall, was the representative for the prisoners. The partisan guards wore old SS uni-
forms, although they sported red stars in their caps together with the letters KTOF —
Koncentra¢ni Téabor Okres Fryvaldov (Concentration Camp Area Freiwaldau). The same
legend hung over the door of the camp, but later this was changed first to ‘internment camp’,
then ‘collection point for internees’. The restructuring of the Freiwaldau camps by the
authorities in Prague was not popular with the partisan guards. In the period of the wild
camps, the partisans not only wielded power, but allegedly amassed quantities of valuables,
food and drink, some of which might have been intended for the prisoners. New arrivals were
worked over by the guards, beaten with whips and rifle butts. Latzel describes two boys of
fifteen or sixteen who tried to escape and were brought back to the camp by their own
communist fathers. They were slowly tortured to death after swastikas were carved into their
buttocks. They were finally shot in front of two prisoners chosen from each hut. A Nazi
greengrocer was selected for special treatment. He eventually vanished. It was assumed he
had been killed. The guards also enjoyed whipping a seventy-year-old man. After each stroke

he had to say ‘Deékuji!” (Thank you!).74

Once the camps were taken over by the regular gendarmerie, the brutality was moderated, if
never exactly stopped. The bourgeois Latzel was given unusual work to do outside the camp.
He ploughed the fields and worked in the woods and factories; he plundered farms and
factories and dismantled machines. Nothing was ever entered in an inventory. The food
improved with time. To a diet of dried-potatoes-and-water soup unbelievable delicacies
were added: vegetables and pearl barley and, once a week, meat. Every now and then there
was jam, and cakes at Christmas. Eventually there was even a visit from a priest, though he
was not allowed to deliver a homily, and some amateur dramatics were permitted, as well as
a cabaret. Some mild, anti-Nazi propaganda appeared, such as an obituary for the Third Reich
that was intended to be witty. The Nazi Karl Froning thought it tasteless and silly. When they
were shown films of the Nazis’ victims they thought they were falsified (a common enough
reaction at the time) — ‘most of us had seen enough of these atrocities ourselves and suffered
them on our own bodies’.

There was a third camp for men in the Freiwaldau area at Thomasdorf; a fourth, Biberteich,
housed around 300 women. Karl Schneider spent a gruelling fourteen and a half months at
Thomasdorf after he was accused of shooting a Czech. He was tortured and had the usual
beating from another prisoner, Franz Schubert from Niklasdorf. Schubert did not hit him
forcibly enough and was clouted so hard as a result that he fell dead to the ground. The same
night the Czechs killed two others after hours of torture. One of them was a boy of fifteen
or sixteen. The commandant greeted the new arrivals with the usual smashing of heads and
limbs. When one was seen to bleed profusely he remarked, ‘German blood is no blood, it is
pig’s shit!” The commandant’s name was Wiesner, which suggests he might have had some
of that non-blood himself.

The Pg and SA member Karl Froning was the former administrator of Thomasdorf in the
days when it had contained Russians. He seems to have fared reasonably well by compar-
ison to others, possibly because some of the Czech passion was spent by the time he
arrived in the camp in July. He remembered the Czech lessons in the open air, calculated
to humiliate Germans who had always refused to learn that language. Effusions of violence
were not unknown, however, and the guards had a particular animus towards a Freiwaldau
physician called Dr Pawlowsky, who was obliged not only to lie in his own excrement, but
to consume it too. He eventually collapsed before his torturers and died. In four weeks,

Froning estimated, some 10 per cent of the 200 inmates died from one cause or another.75

In Bilin (Bilina), north-west of Prague, they had the good fortune to be taken directly to the
border without being subjected to a Czech camp. Anton Watzke nonetheless saw appalling
scenes along the way with the Czech soldateska killing German women. They even shot the
priest. In another instance the witness Adolf Aust remembered seeing a man shot who had

paused to relieve himself.76
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Briix, Saaz, Komotau, Aussig and Tetschen

It was the Poles who liberated the town of Tetschen (Dé¢in) in the north on 10 May. For five
days they raped, looted, torched and killed. A grocer was taken off to the water tower and
thrown in. They shot at him and missed. Finally one of the Poles fished him out, saying he
had done well and his life was saved. The Poles reportedly killed scores of POWs; the rest
were taken to the camp at Jaworczno where they were sent down the mines. Other Sudeten
Germans were deported to Glatz in Silesia, which had been awarded to the Poles. Here they
went through their agonies all over again until they were re-expelled with the Silesian
Germans — this time to the new slimmed-down ‘Reich’.

According to Franz Limpécher, there was just one Czech in his village of Kleinbocken:
Stanislaus Mikesch had moved there from Kladno, married a German girl and become a great
enthusiast for Hitler. After the arrival of the Poles he re-emerged wearing a good many red
stars and announced that he was now the local commissar. He immediately confiscated his
neighbour’s belongings. More Czechs arrived from Prague, Tébor and Pardubice and took

over the houses of the Germans.””

In the small town of Briix (Most) near by, Dr Carl Grimm was attached to the Czech police
as a doctor for Germans. He said Briix had 30,000 inhabitants, of whom two-thirds were
Germans. Some of the worst raping and pillaging was carried out by Russian DPs who had
been brought in to work at a local dam. Part of Grimm’s work was to certify the causes of
death, and he therefore took note of the number of suicides in the months of May, June and
July. At its high point, some sixteen Germans committed suicide daily, often entire families.
Few could shoot or gas themselves as the Germans had been obliged to hand over their
weapons and their gas had been cut off. Most had hanged themselves from whatever
convenient perch they could find for that purpose. Grimm thought the total number of
suicides amounted to between 600 and 700 — about 3 per cent of the German inhabitants.

Grimm’s work with the local police delayed his imprisonment. The other Briix men were
taken off to a camp at Striemitz, half an hour away on foot, while the women were taken to
the Poros glassworks in Briix itself, from which a thousand were eventually marched to the
German border at Deutschneudorf. Some of the men were put to work in the mines and at

the hydrogenation works. Others were taken to Concentration Camp 28 at Maltheuren.”®
Germans who worked in heavy industry were often protected by the Russians who requisi-
tioned the factories. When the factories were handed over to the Czechs, the Germans who
worked there were put into Camp 27. German mine directors were shot: Czechs had been
forced to work there during the war.

Householders were simply at the mercy of Czechs who appeared at the doors and forced them
out. Apart from a thirty-kilo suitcase (which would be stolen from them anyhow), they were
allowed to take nothing with them. The Czechs were protected by soldiers who then took the
Germans off to ‘evacuation camps’ like Negerdorfel in Briix, which had formerly been an
anti-aircraft barracks. Some of them were quickly invalided out to Germany.The worst
treatment was naturally meted out to former Nazis, together with the owners of important
buildings or impressive houses. They were either taken to Camps 27 and 28 or locked up in
the barracks, the police HQ, the local court or Striemitz. Once again the men had to box one
another, with the guards standing by to make sure they hit hard.

The terror in Briix started late, on 1 August. The rest of the German men were rounded up,
beaten and marched off to Camp 28. Grimm gives a full list of the camps in the borough of
Briix: 17/18 and 31/32 near Maltheueren, Rdssel camp and Camp 37 near Briix itself, 22/25
at Niedergeorgenthal and 33/34 at Rosenthal. These camps provided workers for the hydro-
genation works, which normally employed 35,000 workers. There were also camps for the
mines, which employed a further 25,000, but Grimm didn’t know their names. He estimated
that there were around thirty camps in all in that part of Czechoslovakia. During the war, the
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mines and the dams had been staffed by foreign workers — Dutch, French, Italians, Croats,
Bulgarians, Poles, Ukrainians and Russians. Now they were to be replaced by Germans.

Grimm himself was in Tabor — or Camp” — 28, with a fluctuating population ranging from 500
to 1,400 souls. The inmates were not just from the local towns and villages of the Sudetenland;
there were Germans from the Reich too and Hungarian Germans. The camp was made up of
wooden huts, with around thirty men to a cell. The fury of the Russians and Czechs had not
abated. In the interests of maintaining health, fifteen men who were suffering from tuberculo-
sis were shot. Beatings were a matter of course and the work was gruelling enough: eighteen
hours a day at the hydrogenation works with six hours’ sleep. Work was a two-hour march
away, and a two-hour slog home. The march was all part of the planned humiliation. It was
led by two ‘court jesters’, one wearing a top hat and the other a Prussian Pickelhaube. The
prisoners with white swastikas and ‘KT 28’ on their backs had to sing German nationalist
songs. One of the jesters came to a sticky end when the ‘Kadle’ (commandant) Vlasak tried
to shoot through the top of his hat as a joke, and hit him in the head by mistake. When he
was laid out in his coffin he was found still to be alive and was shot two more times through
the heart.

* Not to be confused with the town of Tabor.

‘Kadle’ Karel Vlasak liked to be called ‘Tgyr’ or ‘Tiger’. The prisoners had their own name
for him: ‘The Beast of 28’. He walked around the camp with a revolver in one hand and a
nagaika Or cat-o’-nine-tails in the other. He liked to strike the prisoners with his entire forearm.
When they fell, as many did, he would kick them in the stomach and the testicles. His
compatriots cheered at the sport. Eduard Kaltofen recounts a story of his beating a crippled
solder to death with his own crutch. On another occasion four men had to prepare their own
coffins before they received a shot in the back of the head. Vlasak was later arrested — not
because of his behaviour towards the prisoners, but because he had taken property from them

and not handed it over to higher authorities.79

The occupation of the famous hop town of Saaz (Zatec) and nearby Postelberg (Postoloprty)
followed similar lines. On 9 May the liberating Russian armies raped and shot a few of the
overwhelmingly German citizenry. Some Germans hanged or poisoned themselves, others
vanished. The Russians were replaced by Czech soldiers under General Svoboda on 2 June. In
the meantime, the locals had been praying that the Anglo-Americans would step in to create
some sort of equitable division between the Czechs and the Germans. That never happened.
On the 3rd it was decided to rid Saaz of its Germans. Before the war there had been some
16,000 people in the town. Five thousand men and boys were herded into the market square.
Anyone who struck the Czechs as unusual was savagely beaten. The men were then marched
off to Postelberg fifteen kilometres away, where the population had already been evacuated.
The journey took two hours. If a man collapsed he was shot — boys in front of their fathers,
fathers in front of the boys. The Saazer males were installed in an old barracks building.
Another 150 men were left behind in Saaz Prison where they were subjected to more sophisti-
cated brutality. They were taken off to Postelberg later that day, leaving only the anxious

womenfolk behind.80

The following day there was a small-scale massacre in the Postelberg Barracks. A detail was
formed to bury the dead in gravel ditches that would from now on serve as the camp latrine.
The men were then robbed of any valuables they had about them. Later a detail went through
the prisoners to locate doctors, pharmacists, priests, members of the important professions,
useful skilled workers, half-Jews, men married to Jews and any former inmates of German
camps. They were transferred to the camp in Saaz.

The hoi polloi spent the night in the stables. In the morning the doors were opened with a
cry of ‘Rychle, rychle!” (Quick, quick!). Those who tarried were gunned down. The dead
and wounded were tossed into the latrine. The remaining men were sifted politically. All
members of the SS, SA, Nazi organisations, the Wehrmacht and the National Socialist Party
had to come forward. The shootings continued throughout the day and night. Five boys of
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around fifteen who had tried to escape were beaten bloody with whips and executed before
the eyes of the others.

The survivors, numbering perhaps 275, were crammed back into the stables. It was four days
before they received any bread and by then some had gone out of their minds. When the doors
were finally opened, one of the men emerged stark naked and pranced around like a ballet
dancer. A German captain begged the chief torturer, Police Captain Marek, for the right to die
like a soldier. Marek made him kneel down to shoot him in the back of the head. He fired and
missed. The German officer turned and said, ‘Shoot better!” Marek took two more attempts to

finish him off.81

For the former soldier Ottokar Kremen from Komotau (Chomutov), the Russians were
sweetness and light compared to the Czechs. Returning from the army on 7 May, he found
the town occupied by Russian soldiers. They assured him they would not be staying long and
allowed him to take away some clothes. When he discovered that his bicycle had been stolen
while he was inside, the Russian major commandeered a motorcycle from another Russian
and gave it to him, together with a laissez-passer in Russian. Kremen then went to his
sister-in-law’s house in the nearby village of Gersdorf. He was not alone in finding the
Russian soldiers more understanding than the Czechs. Dr Siegel in Theresienstadt said the
Russians were often ‘notably more decent’. A Russian doctor treated the wounds of those that
came out on work details and helped others to flee. Siegel used to tell girls who wanted to

escape the misery of the nightly rapes to make friends with a Russian and clear off with him.82

Nearly a month later, at the beginning of June, the Czechs came to Gersdorf and arrested
Kremen. He was interrogated and asked whether he had been in the SS, the SA or the Party,
all of which he denied. The Czechs seized the motorbike and everything else they could find
and took him to an inn where he had to box other Germans. Then he was escorted to the
former Hotel Weimar in Komotau where he was locked up in a room with sixteen others,
including an eleven-year-old boy who was later shot with his father, the owner of the local
bell foundry. They were taken from the hotel-prison to the camp that had been set up in the
former Komotau State Farm. As they left, a Czech held a bust of Adolf Hitler and they were
told to salute it. Kremen heard one Czech say to another that anyone who made the so-called
Hitler Greeting would be shot. Kremen told the others and no one raised their hands. At the
camp they had to strip. Any good clothing was carted off and they were given rags that had
belonged to those who had already perished; very often they were covered in blood. Kremen
was led to a large room with seventy-eight other men. They were drilled all day — including
men of eighty. Anyone who did not march properly was beaten.

Kremen found his knowledge of Czech useful. He was able to take over the drilling, and at
his own request he taught the prisoners Czech, which meant they could sit down for a while.
The SS and SA members were later picked out, beaten up and shot. The other men had to
clean up the yard and scatter sand on the blood. The survivors were then sent to the ‘in
famous’ concentration camp in the former French POW camp at Maltheuren. But Kremen
and a few others were spared. They were put in the old glassworks: him, a doctor called
Lockwenz, an engineer, an Austrian who was known to have shown goodwill towards
Czechs, a Yugoslav, a staff captain from the Czech army and a local postman. The Austrians
and the Yugoslavs were sent home. Meanwhile the glassworks filled up again with more
Germans, so that the inmates totalled 360 men and eight women. A lot of local worthies were
among them: directors of local industries, including the sausage maker, who was later beaten
to death, a priest and a gamekeeper, who also perished. They were put to work on the
railways, with Kremen as interpreter. While he was at work, Kremen met a young Czech
railwayman who had been offered a three-room flat in Komotau. He had refused. He didn’t
want someone else’s flat. “Where will it all lead?’ he said. ‘I am not going to take any of the

flats here, they have all been stolen.’®3

Back in the camp the beatings and torture continued. One Latvian could hardly make himself
understood, as he knew little German and less Czech. He claimed that his membership of the
SS was an accident. He was shot. A German colonel who had served in the Czech army until
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1924 was beaten to death. A geometer who had a Polish-sounding name also died a hideous
death. There had been little love lost between the Czechs and the Poles since 1938, when the
Poles had seized the moment of the Czech diplomatic defeat to march into the Tetschen area
and appropriate it.

Kremen had been lucky he was not in Komotau when they celebrated the Revolution there.
All the men aged between thirteen and sixty-five were made to assemble in the square. There
were between five and six thousand in all. The area was then cordoned off. The men had to
remove their upper garments to see if there were the usual SS markings. Anyone found to
have the tattoo was stripped naked and beaten to pulp. One young, blond boy put up a fight.
They prized open his legs and destroyed his genitals before beating him to death.

The survivors were marched out through Gorkau, Eisenberg and Kunersdorf. On the way
they passed a half-dead local official who had been strapped to a telegraph pole. They spent
three nights in Gebirgsneudorf before moving on to Briix and Maltheuern. Here they were
given their first food for four days. The Germans worked in the hydro-electric works. When
the anniversary of Lidice came round the camp commandant personally slaughtered the
Komotau optician and his two sons and another boy in front of one another. Germans were
forced to beat each other up. Their Calvary came to an end when 250-300 of them were sent

to Germany in August 1945 .84

The Czechs indulged in a little orgy of shooting in the small town of Duppau near Kaaden
(Kadan). First they shot the soldier Franz Weis and threw his body on to the town square;
shortly afterwards it was the turn of two SS men who had been invalided out of the army,
Josef Wagner and Franz Mahr. The headmaster of the secondary school, Andreas Draht, and
his assistant teachers, Damian Hotek, Franz Wensich and Rudolf Neud6rfl, were next in line.
The Czechs then turned their attentions to the chief postmaster, Karl Schuh. The men who
carried out this little massacre were Captain Baxa and Lieutenant Tichy. In the village of
Totzau close by they killed thirty-four Germans because they found arms, although permis-
sion to keep them had apparently been granted by the American Army Command in
Karlsbad. In another place they shot the wife of the roofer Holzknecht because she looked
out of the window at the wrong moment. In Podersheim they killed the farmer Stengl, and
another eighty Germans were massacred in the Jewish cemetery. None, according to the
witness Eduard Grimm, was associated with the Nazis. Josef Jugl was accused of being a
Werewolf, and hauled off to the camp at Kaaden. On the way the Czech guard took pity on

him. ‘Kaaden Prison bad,” he said, ‘you still young.” He told him to scarper, and Jugl did.®

On 30 July there was an explosion in Aussig (Usti nad Labem). The Svoboda Guards had arrived
that night in the town, forcing the Germans to wear white armbands and walk in the gutter.
About 300 young men from Prague turned up. At about 3.30 a.m. the eyewitness heard a terrible
bang, and thought a cupboard might have fallen over. He climbed on the roof and saw smoke
billowing from somewhere behind the Marienberg: it was a huge ammunition dump, filled
with captured German weapons. Later the Germans were accused of having sabotaged it. He
went out on to the street. Luckily he wore no armband, for the explosion was also the signal
to attack the Germans with whatever weapons came to hand. As the town commander
allegedly put it: ‘Now we will start the revolution against the Germans.” He saw men and
women with prams thrown twenty metres off the bridge into the Elbe and then shot at by the
SNB guards with machine guns. Any that managed to reach the bank were beaten with iron
bars. Eventually some Russian soldiers succeeded in clearing the streets and a curfew was

established. About 400-1,000 people had been killed.8¢

Anti-fascists did not necessarily have any advantages. As one Czech told Herbert Schern-
stein, ‘Nemec jest nemec’ (A German is a German). Schernstein had just returned to his home
town after seven years in concentration camps as a communist. He had endured Theresiens-
tadt, Sachsenhausen and Ravensbriick. His friend Willi Krebs, who had been the founder of

the Pr6dlitz Communist Party, had been robbed of his shop.3” Near Aussig were the concen-
tration camps Lerchenfeld and Schébritz. Heinrich Michel was actually working as a police-
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man for the newly appointed police director Douda when he was arrested on 16 May. Douda
was a Muscovite who had been employed in the local gym. He had gone to Russia in 1938 and
therefore had the complete confidence of the new regime. After insulting Michel, he had him
thrown into a cell in the courthouse prison with a painter, a gunsmith, a lawyer and others.
On the second day the cell began to fill up. One man brought a ‘bestial stench’ with him. It
soon became clear why: he was seeping excrement from his trouser legs to his collar. When
they undressed him they found no appreciable part of his body that was not covered in blood.
He had been caught trying to escape and suffered the consequences.

After drinking three-quarters of a bottle of schnapps, the lieutenant commanding decided
he would show them how to treat an SS man. The doors to the cells were thrown open,
including that housing the SS. He chose Willi Kiinstner, an honorary member of the SS and
personnel manager of the firm of Schicht, a major employer in Aussig. He was so badly
beaten that he had to be taken away to hospital where he died without regaining conscious-
ness. The courthouse gaol was the feeder for the local concentration camps. Michel was
taken to Lerchenfeld where he was made a kapo. A former Luftwaffe camp that had been
manned by Hungarians and wrecked by the Russians during their advance, it was run by a
Commandant Vrsa. All new arrivals had to sing the ‘Deutschland-slied’ and SA songs while
a picture of Hitler was paraded before them. Then they had to run a forty-to-fifty metre
gauntlet while they were lashed with bullwhips. SA men received an extra twenty-five stripes
on the bottom.

With time the population of Lerchenfeld camp grew to 3,500. Michel himself was severely
beaten by a Czech guard. When he asked him why he had treated him that way the guard said
it was because he had once reported him for stealing a cake when he was twelve years old.
When the Russians took over Lerchenfeld in October, the inmates were moved to Schébritz.
They had to build the camp themselves and that meant spending the first night in the open
air. In B6hmisch Leipa (now the ‘Czech’ Ceska Lipa), a camp was erected for around 1,200
Germans. In the savagery of the Czech takeover the innkeepers of the area seem to have come
out badly, while the local Landrat or councillor had his face pushed in his own excrement
until he died from that and other beatings. Two hundred and fifty-one prisoners perished
within twelve months.

Theresienstadt

The most notorious camp in Czechoslovakia was Theresienstadt, the Nazis’ show camp where
inmates had been required to purchase living space in a ‘model ghetto’. Many of Germany'’s,
Austria’s and Czechoslovakia’s most famous or most talented Jews had been holed up within
the eighteenth-century walled town. They died in droves, either from neglect or when they were
shipped out to Auschwitz or Treblinka.

On 5 May 1945 Theresienstadt was taken over by the Red Cross. The commandant, Karl
Rahm, tried to escape and the last Jewish administrator (the Jews had their own governing

body) tendered his resignation.®® A typhus epidemic kept the prisoners in the ghetto for the
time being. The Czechs saw a new use for the citadel: it would be filled with Germans. Some
were put to work tending the sick Jews. On 24 May there was a delivery of 600 Prague
Germans of both sexes, including Red Cross sisters from the clinics. They were taken to the
Little Fortress about a kilometre away from the fortified town. It had a long, dark history. It
was here that the murderers of Archduke Francis Ferdinand — Princip and Cabrinovi¢ -died in

1918. They had been too young for execution and had succumbed to TB.?° In Nazi times the
Little Fortress had been largely devoted to political prisoners. The SS had their amenities
there, including a swimming pool and a cinema. In 1943 the Little Fortress was expanded with
the construction of a fourth courtyard. The s0oo Germans were taken there.

The prisoners were separated into four groups: men, youths, children and women. The
entrance was through a low archway covered with grass. Once inside the dark tunnel leading
to the cells the RG lashed out at the men with truncheons, beating them to the ground.
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Anyone who failed to get up was fertiggemacht (finished off). In the courtyard they had to
run the gauntlet. Those who fell were dealt with in person by the Camp Commandant Alois
Prusa, who beat in their kidneys. He was occasionally assisted in his work by his daughter
Sonja, a girl of around twenty. Another source attests to his having two daughters, both
equally brutal. One boasted that she had killed eighteen Germans with her own hands.
Prusa’s own viciousness might have been explained by the fact that he had been detained in
Theresienstadt by the Nazis. Another inmate, Eduard Fitsch, maintained that the guards were
all former concentration camp prisoners.

Those who had been ‘finished off” breathed their last in their own appointed cell. Between
fifty-nine and seventy of the 600 died in those first few hours. Two hundred more suc-
cumbed in the next few days. Prusa and his assistant Tomes did not give much hope to the
survivors, who were told that those who had entered the Little Fortress would never leave
it. All their papers, photographs and other — non-valuable — effects were put on a heap and
burned. The man who commanded the fourth courtyard was a Pole called Alfred Kling. He
claimed that he was an expert in killing and could simply decide by the number of strokes
how long a victim would survive his beating. As he put it, ‘We have reduced you to such a

state in two months that the Gestapo would have needed five years to achieve.’90

Dr E. Siegel, a Czech-speaking general practitioner working for the Red Cross, was subjected
to the full initiating ceremony. Not only was he beaten, but there were attempts to dislocate
his arm and break his bones. A truncheon was placed in his mouth to knock out his teeth, and
he was told to confess he was a member of the SA — which he continued to deny. When they
had finished with him he was thrown on a concrete floor in a pool of his own blood. There he
lay for three days until a Czech ‘colleague’ visited him. This man picked him up by the hair

and dashed him to the ground again. He still failed to die.91

Siegel was made camp doctor. Not that he could do much for the moment. As a result of his
torture he could neither stand nor sit. With his left hand he needed to hold up his head,
otherwise it fell on to his breast — so badly damaged were the muscles in his neck. His left
eye functioned only when he looked straight ahead, and he could hardly hear as a result of
the blows to his ears. His heart gave him trouble, but another doctor was able to give him
some injections. They were not short of medicaments — according to Siegel, they lay in heaps
around the former ghetto.

Once he was able to walk again, Siegel was ordered to kill a number of allegedly elderly
prisoners in Cell 50 by lethal injections as it would be a pity to prolong their agonies. He
tried to get out of the order, even going so far as to hide the poison. In the account he wrote
later, he says he was saved by a visit to the camp by a Czech doctor who proposed the
creation of a typhus ward. Siegel was put in charge. It was set up in the old SS cinema on 6
June. Later he had the chance to look into Cell 50 on his rounds. He discovered its occupants
to be aged between sixteen and eighteen, and apparently members of the SS. Many of them
had freshly amputated legs and dislocated joints. Their bandages had come off and their
stumps were septic. They were so thickly crammed into the cell that their bodies touched.
They begged for their dressings to be changed, but Siegel was forbidden to touch them or
mention that he had seen them, lest he be locked up with them himself. He said that these
miserable boys were Prusa’s pride and joy, that he would literally jump around like a clown
at the sight of them — although he was careful to show them only to his special friends and
not to the authorities from Prague.

The hundred or so children under twelve had a special building to themselves. At first this
was used for propaganda purposes as there was a courtyard for them to play in and a place
to hang out their washing. Journalists were brought to the camp to see the children and note
how well they were treated. It was a case of history repeating itself: there was a famous film
produced by the Nazis in Theresienstadt, made to show the outside world how humane it
was. At the onset of winter, however, the children were not so happy, because their quarters
offered them little or no protection from the cold.
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Prusa maintained that everyone in the camp was a member of the SS or the Gestapo. When
the Russians expressed doubts about a number of boys aged from twelve to fourteen, he
replied that they were detained as the children of SS or Gestapo men and that one of them
had managed single-handedly to kill eleven Czechs. A similar story was retailed by the Czech
Ministry of the Interior: Theresienstadt contained only SS, despite the fact that half its
inmates were women of ages ranging from suckling children to one old lady of ninety-two.
There were also a number of blind people who had been brought to the Little Fortress from
Aussig after the massacre.

Much of the savagery stopped when Prusa was replaced by a Major Kalal, who had no time for
Germans but had, at least, a proper soldier’s dislike of torture.92

Pankrac

One September evening in Pankrac (Pankratz), Hans Wagner had a little performance to
distract him from his sufferings: public executions. A gibbet was set up outside the prison.
Children stood on the cars to get a better view of the hangings and there was a crowd he
estimated at some 50,000. After each execution they cheered.

The first in line was Professor Josef Pfitzner. He was followed by an SS Gruppenfiihrer
Schmidt from Berlin. Next came the lawyer Franz Schicketanz, who had prepared the case
for the Sudeten Germans presented to the British mediator Lord Runciman in 1938. Then it
was the turn of Dr Blaschtowitschka of the German Special Court. His father, the president
of the Prague Senate, died of hunger a few days later. Among the other victims that day were
Dr Franz Wabra, who headed a unit for internal medicine at the hospital in Beraun, and an
insurance official called Stran¢k. The Czechs were killing some of their own collaborators:
General Blaha, the founder of the Society for Czech—German Friendship, together with its
president, Richtrmoc and its chief executive, Major Mohapl. The first two were condemned
to death. Mohapl was sent down for twenty years.

The most prominent denizen of Pankrdc was Karl-Hermann Frank. Wagner saw him
exercising in the yard every afternoon. The former Reichsprotektor had been handed over
by the Americans and was publicly hanged on 22 May 1946. At the beginning of 1947,
another group of German Czechs were strung up: Ernst Kundt, Hans Krebs and Hans Wesen.
The leading doctor, Karl Feitenhansl, was sentenced to life imprisonment. The cases against
Rudolf Jung and Dr Rosche were dropped — both had already died from hunger in prison.

There were German Jews in Pankrac too. Dr Karl Loewenstein, once a prominent Berlin
businessman and former marine officer, had been in charge of the Theresienstadt ghetto police.
The Czechs accused him of collaboration, assisting in the deportation of two Jewish policemen
to Auschwitz. Loewenstein remained fifteen months in the prison. He was cast as a ‘typical
Prussian officer’ who fulfilled his duties with an unbending zeal. He remained in Pankrac
despite letters of protest from the Jewish leader Leo Baeck in London and others. He shared a
cell with other Germans, chiefly SS men. There was so little food that the prisoners ate grass
and eggshells. In March 1946 the Czechs finally decided that the accusations were groundless:
Loewenstein was simply a disciplinarian who had done more to alleviate the sufferings of the
Jews than to aggravate them. He was released from Pankrac but not freed. He went to the camp
at Leitmeritz (Litomé&fice), where once again he was surrounded by the race that had locked
him up in the first place and slaughtered his friends and relations. He was not released from his

Czech captivity until January 1947.93

Torture

Torture appears to have been the rule. In Prague, Johann Schoninger, who had been based in
London before the war, was hit with iron bars and had nails driven into his feet. His assistant,
Schubert, was beaten to death. In Domeschau Johann Ré6sner had lighted matches pushed
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under his fingernails. In Komotau, the torture seems to have been similar to the rack. A
Waffen-SS man’s penis and testicles had been so worked over that the former had swollen to
8—9 cm thick and the latter were septic. The whole area round to his anus was filled with pus
and stank. In Theresienstadt one woman observed a female SS member being forced to sit
astride an SA dagger: ‘I can still hear her screams.” The chief torturers in the Little Fortress
were two guards named Truka and Valchat. Guards used a variety of instruments for beating
and lashing their victims: steel rods sheathed with leather, Spanish pipes, rubber truncheons,
iron bars and wooden planks. In Klattau (Klatovy) one man had wooden wool soaked in
benzene put between his toes and set alight so that it burned his sexual organs. Siegel thought
they must have had orders from above, because the methods used in all Czech camps were

broadly similar.94

The first time the activities of the Czech torturers ever came to court was in Germany itself,
with the trial of Jan Kouril, one of the most brutal guards at Kaunitz College. Kouril had later
been assistant commandant of Kleidova camp. He made the mistake of trying to sell gold
fillings to a German dentist in Munich. The dentist recognised him as one of his torturers, and
Kouril was tried and sentenced to fifteen years in prison by a court in Karlsruhe. During the
trial the grave-digger from the College gave evidence that 1,800 bodies had been removed,
including the corpses of 250 soldiers. While Kouril could find not one witness in his defence,

200 came forward for the prosecution.95

In June 1945 a law was introduced to stop beatings in the camps. It was not always heeded,
but it alleviated some of the sufferings. The Czechs also punished commandants and warders
who overstepped the mark. By all accounts this had less to do with the prisoners than with
the pocketing of their effects. Dr Siegel tells us, for example, that the ‘monsters’ Prusa and
his two daughters, as well as Kling and Tomes and others from Theresienstadt, were tried in

the court in Leitmeritz.96

Expulsions

The end of the nightmare was the beginning of another: the march to Germany or Austria. The
deportations were sanctioned by Article 13 of the Potsdam Accords, although it was stipulated
that the expulsion of the civilian populations should take place in the most humane manner
possible. Hans Freund went to Dresden in the blistering heat of June 1945. No water was

provided and many of the older Germans died.97

It went relatively smoothly for Margarete Schell, who found herself on the same train as her
mother and stepfather. She arrived in Hesse ‘a beggar, homeless, outlawed — but free!” They
had been allowed to take just thirty kilos of possessions with them (later this was increased
first to fifty then to seventy kilos) and were assigned to a numbered goods wagon. In each
car there was a little stove to warm them, but not enough room to lie down. Right up to the
last moment there was a worry that the Americans were not going to let them in. They were

Czechs, not ‘Reich’ Germans after all.98

The expulsions did not cover all Germans. Some were left to rot in Czech prisons. Alfred
Latzel’s father-in-law, for example, was sentenced to eighteen years by a People’s Court in
Troppau, to be served in Miirau bei Hohenstadt, a medieval castle once the most dreaded
prison in the Austro-Hungarian Empire. During the war it had been used to house Czechs and
Polish prisoners suffering from TB. The death rate had been alarmingly high. Other Germans
were retained after 1946 to work in the mines or forests. The People’s Courts were painfully
reminiscent of their namesakes in Nazi Germany: justice was summary, death sentences ten
a penny, life imprisonment was an option, otherwise the culprit received five or ten years in
the mines. Max Griehsel had worked at the main office of the DAF, the Nazi forced-labour

organisation. He received a five-year sentence. The trial was over in ten minutes.99
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The Sudeten communists, who had never supported Henlein and who had suffered under the
Nazis, fared no better. Like the new Poland, Czechoslovakia would not suffer minorities (except
Slovaks). About 10,000 of them were expelled. It was a rare example of a deportation that

followed the rules laid down at Potsdam. It was orderly and relatively humane.100 Less so were
the first organised shipments of non-communist Germans in the summer of 1946: pictures show

some of the 586,000 Bohemian Germans packed in box cars like sardines.101

The behaviour of the Czechs and Hungarians created more frustrations for Lucius Clay. He was
worried about the definition of ‘German’ in February 1947, especially as a number of pure
Czechs were seeking refuge in the West to escape from the communist shadow that had been
cast over their country. The expulsions were suspended for a time. When the Soviet-inspired
communist coup took place in 1948, many Czechs followed the path of the Germans across the
border. They became refugees in their turn. As Clay was quick to point out, they were ‘not loved

in Germany’ as a result of the expulsions.102 From Hungary came ‘Swabians’, a development
which perplexed him.”

The process was revived on 1 September 1947 at a rate of twenty trains arriving from Czechoslo-

vakia every month.103 At the end of the official expulsions the Americans asserted that they had
received 1,445,049 Czech Germans to settle in their zone, of whom 53,187 were anti-fascists; the
Russians had accommodated 786,485, including 42,987 anti-fascists. The rest came in dribs and
drabs, as many were still held to work in the mines. In 1950 the Czechs admitted to having
165,117 German-speakers, but the figure was probably somewhere between 210,000 and
250,000. The expulsions had caused an economic crisis in Czechoslovakia. Despite the pickings
for the Czechs, whole villages remained empty and the fields around lay fallow for want of

labour.104 [t is thought that 240,000 Germans, German Bohemians and Moravians died at the
hands of the Czechs.105

* ‘Swabian’ is a Hungarian word for an ethnic German. In 1910 they had been
nearly 10 per cent of the population, but by the census of 1941 they were down to
4.8 per cent (719,449 people). The principle denominations were Bannater Schwa-
ben, and Batschka-Deutsche from the Balkan areas, as well as the Germans on the
eastern side of the Neusiedlersee around Odenburg (Sopron) and the Schwibische
Tirkei.

The Hungarians began to expel their Swabians on 1 November 1946. The Germans were
spread throughout the country and at first no one thought of them as suspicious. Many were
dragged off to Russia to work in Siberia, along with Hungarian men — the Russians could
not so easily tell the difference. Then the minister president Béla Miklos decided that the
Germans would be sacrificed in the interests of better treatment for Hungary. He would
distance himself from his former German ally. A wide-ranging land reform was instituted and

Germans were interned, as the Russians themselves had suggested in the spring of 1945.106

In May 1945 the authorities in Hungary identified between 200,000 and 250,000 Germans they
wanted to expel. They were to be allowed up to 100 kilos of luggage. The Americans had
allotted them an area near Wiirttemberg. The process continued until August 1946 when the

Hungarians began to lose interest and some Germans came out of hiding.” Not all had been
banished by any means.107 The terrible winter led Clay to suspend the process until the
spring. Already 168,000 had settled in the American Zone. The usual reports came in of their
miserable state. According to the American journalist James K. Pollack, they too had been
robbed down to their wedding rings and arrived wearing all the clothes they possessed.108
The number of refugees in the American Zone was becoming a problem. Clay wanted to send
some back across the Oder—Neisse, but that was impossible. For six months of 1946 he had
suspended the reception of ethnic Germans into the American Zone because he did not feel
the expulsions complied with Potsdam’s call for a ‘humane and orderly’ resettlement. This
was a double-edged sword, as it prolonged the misery of the poor souls trapped in the east.109
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Romania was also ready to evict its 60o-year-old German community (there had been 745,421
German Romanian nationals in 1930). Border changes at the so-called Adjudication of
Vienna had shifted some of them on to Hungary, but there were still over half a million
Germans, mostly in the Banat and the Siebenbiirgen. In one town, Brasov or Kronstadt on the
western side of the Carpathians, they formed a slender majority. Hitler had already launched
his plans to move them to the Reich, a scheme that had its echoes in the policies of the Federal
Republic after the war. The Romanians were less harsh to their Germans than other central
European countries were, although they were briefly interned; they were well treated on the

whole.110

* They kept themselves aloof, generally in small communities such as Villany on
the southern border, and rarely dared to speak German. In the author’s experience
many of their children have only a rudimentary knowledge of the language now.

There were also major expulsions from Yugoslavia, where there were more than half a
million Germans in the census of 1921. Many of these were in Krain, which contained the
German-speaking pocket of Gottschee. The 35,000 Gottscheer had already fallen victim to
Hitler’s alliance with Mussolini, as the western half of Slovenia had been annexed by Italy
in 1941. In the winter of 1941 to 1942 they had been resettled in Lower Styria and in Carinthia
in an instance of ‘ethnic rationalisation’. Those Germans who remained behind in 1945 were
pushed into camps such as Gakavo, Krusevlje and Jarek (the latter took in most of the Batschka
Germans), while Rudolfsgnad and Molidorf were reserved principally for Germans from the
Yugoslav Banat. In Rudolfsgnad nearly two-thirds of the 30,000 or so inmates died of typhus.

About 6,000 more died in Jarek.111

Czechs continue to deny that any wrong was committed against the German Bohemians after
the war, but they have a word — odsun, ‘spiriting away’ — which is used to describe the ridding
of their land of Germans at the time. There was no exchange but expulsion ‘without ifs or
buts’.112 It is described not as an act of revenge, but as an ‘historic necessity’. There were a
few voices raised against the process at the time; notably two Catholic papers Obzory and
Lidové Listy and the journalist Helena Kozeluhovd, who was eventually required to
emigrate.113 Then came the communists, and with a brief hiatus for the Prague Spring there
was an official silence about the matter. Some exiles from communism did mention it,
however. One of these was the former minister Jaroslav Stransky, the uncle of one of the

Prague torturers, who had fled to London. Blame was laid at the feet of the communists.114
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Chapter S
Home to the Reich! Recovered Territories in the
Prussian East

The recommendation that the expulsion of the German-speaking people from
Poland, Bohemia, Hungary and Rumania — about twelve million in all — and
their resettlement in the overcrowded ruins of Western Germany should
proceed in an ‘orderly and humane’ fashion was somewhat reminiscent of the
request of the Holy Inquisition that its victims should be put to death ‘as

gently as possible and without bloodshed’. Golo Mann, The History of Germany since
1789, Harmondsworth 1987, 812

IF the expulsions from Czechoslovakia and the banishment of German communities from other
areas of east-central Europe involved transferring huge numbers of people, they were a drop in
the ocean compared to the deportations from within Germany’s pre-1937 borders. For hundreds
of years Germans had lived east of the River Oder, sometimes in regions such as Pomerania,
East Prussia and Lower Silesia, where the population was almost exclusively Teutonic, or in
areas of mixed population such as Great Poland, West Prussia and Upper Silesia. At Yalta the
decision was made to award these regions to Poland, with the exception of East Prussia, which
was divided up between the Russians and the Poles. The inhabitants faced an uncertain fate:
banishment by death march. It was the end of an ancient civilisation — of hardy peasants, of
German merchants and academics in their own quarters and universities, of German nobles
maintaining their culture in Slavic lands.*

* The list of those to be expelled runs to 16.5 million people: 9.3 million within the
1937 Reich borders and 7.2 outside. There were 2,382,000 East Prussians,
1,822,000 East Pomeranians, 614,000 in Brandenburg east of the Oder, 4,469,000
Silesians, 240,000 in Memel and the Baltic States, 373,000 in Danzig, 1,293,000 in
Poland, 3,493,000 in Czechoslovakia, 601,000 in Hungary, 509,000 in Yugoslavia
and 785,000 in Romania. The Russians were not planning to export their 1.8 million
Volga Germans, but they were due to be resettled.

Apologetic German historians are keen to point out that the Nazis had provided their own
precedent for the terrible deportations that followed Germany’s defeat. Europe’s Jews had been
‘transferred’ to the so-called General Gouvernement (the puppet state set up by the Germans in
Poland) or the Baltic States, where they were liquidated. In two instances of Hitler’s pragma-
tism, the German-speaking population of the Baltic States had been encouraged to come ‘home
to the Reich’ to allow Stalin a free hand, and the South Tyrolean and Gottschee Germans in
Slovenia were also transferred to allow Mussolini to consolidate his territory. Poland was to be
partly Germanised, above all in the Warthe and in Danzig—West Prussia. Over a million Poles
were resettled. 1

The Nazis aimed for the ‘creation of a racially, spiritually, nationally and politically unified
German population’. All those elements that could not be Germanised had to ‘be ruthlessly
swept away’. This was the nasty idiom of the Treaty of Versailles, which championed nation
states. The idea had gained a doubtful respectability in the Bulgarian—Turkish exchange of
populations of 1913. Churchill expressed his approval in the House of Commons in December
1944, saying that the expulsion of the Germans was a satisfying and lasting means for ensuring
peace.2 The San Francisco Conference at the end of 1944 made it clear that German expellees

were exempted from international aid. No one was to be allowed to interfere.3
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The post-First World War regimes of the new east-central Europe had all longed for racial

purity, and to some degree persecuted their minorities.” Whole villages had been emptied of
Germans in West Prussia in the wake of Versailles. Possibly because half of East Prussia was
now Soviet property, no effort was made to keep any of the Germans alive. There are striking
similarities between the way the population of East Prussia was handled and the deliberate
starvation of the Ukrainian kulaks in the early 1930s. The rations received by East Prussians did
not contain enough calories to sustain life. They were notably smaller than the already pitiful

amounts of food doled out to Berliners.4

* After the Second World War the Poles demanded the return of their countrymen
in the Ruhr, many of whom had lived there for generations.

The East Prussian ordeal was to last until 1948, when trains brought the last bedraggled remnants
of the population into Berlin. Most would try to forget what they had suffered in the intervening
years — not just the brutality and rape, but also the plagues, disease and vermin that had been
their daily lot. Deprived of soap, they were as much the victims of lice as of their Soviet
conquerors, and lice brought typhus. As no water was available, the Konigsberger drank from
infected wells and bomb craters and fed on sparrows and mice when they could, or on discarded
potato peelings and trash from Russian kitchens; boiled ox bones and cattle pelts, glue and the
carrion of dead and buried animals.

Graf Lehndorff woke up in Soviet captivity on his thirty-fifth birthday, 13 April 1945. One
of his fellow prisoners around the potato pot had a piece of bacon that she shared with him.
Despite the freezing cold of an East Prussian spring this proved the calm before the storm.
He spoke to a Polish interpreter who had lived in Konigsberg for two years and had made
a decent living. He informed Lehndorff that he would be sent to Moscow or Odessa to

work in a Russian hospital.> The kid-gloves approach was discarded within hours. Lehn-
dorff learned that he had been classified as ‘dangerous’. The women were taken off to be
raped and the men piled on top of one another in a hollow in the ground. It was bitterly
cold and there was still a good deal of snow about. ‘Cold is much worse than hunger, in
your wet things, you try as much as possible not to move.” The one consolation in the
spectacle of burning buildings all around him was that it aroused the thought of heat. The
animals had all been driven away or killed. The only ones that remained were a few

half-mad dogs.¢

The men were brought to their feet and together with the women were marched along the
road to Rauschen. In better days it had been a seaside resort popular with people from
Konigsberg. Hans Lehndorff took advantage of the lackadaisical Russian guards and fled
into the woods. Once he had shaken off his pursuers he sat down and enjoyed a moment of
reflection. Less than a year before he had met his cousin Heinrich Lehndorff, who had tried
to convince him to join the opposition to Hitler. Graf Heinrich Lehndorff had been arrested
after the July Plot, but like Hans, had slipped away from his guards — in this case the Gestapo
— and gone on the run. He was ultimately betrayed, however, and hanged with the others in

Plotzensee Prison in Berlin.”

Hans Lehndorff was also caught. He was put in a barn with a number of old people, women
and children. They were the remnants of the population from the villages within a twenty-
kilometre radius. Their shoes were worn through, their clothes in shreds, and they were
covered in filth. Many of the younger children had already died, but there was no time to
mourn — Lehndorff thought that that might be years in coming. Meanwhile they looked after
their surviving offspring as best they could. The women were still prey to the Russians, who
took them away from their children and raped them in a house by the roadside. The Germans
were moved along. On the road to Rauschen, Lehndorff met a woman pushing an old, blind
man in a wheelbarrow. He didn’t like the Russians in Rauschen; he wanted to go to

Konigsberg. Lehndorff didn’t have the heart to tell him it was worse there.8
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It was 20 April — the Fiihrer’s fifty-sixth and final birthday. Pillau had yet to fall and was
being subjected to a heavy artillery bombardment. Lehndorff was taken to Rauschen. The
prisoners were quartered in a motor-repair workshop and taken off for interrogation. On the
21st the Russians told Lehndorff to ‘Go home!” He was not fooled: it would be only a matter
of time before they picked him up again. Where was home anyway? He went to Palmnicken
with a fifteen-year-old boy called Helmut. The next day he was arrested again.

Lehndorff was taken to Rothenstein camp, a former barracks which had come through the war
unscathed. He was put in a hall containing some 3,000 other souls. He learned that the daily
ration consisted of a cup of groats and a slice of bread. There was no water. There were no
latrines. His neighbour made a little space for him and gave him two coffee beans. To his relief
someone recognised him and he was fetched and taken to the doctors’ compound where he
was looked after by the sister. She cleared up the mystery of the lavatorial arrangements: it
was the space between two barracks blocks. Dysentery had broken out and many of the
prisoners collapsed and died as they squatted in the alley. Once again Lehndorff permitted

himself a reflection: ‘to have lived one’s life and to croak in this place, literally in the shit!’9

The dead were taken away and laid out before the guard post. When the Russians began to
worry that they too might catch the infection that had killed the prisoners, they earmarked an
area of the camp for the sick. On the first night of the new arrangements, thirty-six people
died. One was found dead sitting on a bucket. The other prisoners descended on the dead to
strip them of their clothes, so it was difficult to establish their identity.10 On the day that
Hitler took his own life, Lehndorff delivered a camp inmate of twins: ‘Life goes on, as it is

so aptly said.” Both children later died of hypothermia.11

The Russians were weeding out the Nazis by means of interrogation. The big fish had either
fled via Pillau or had committed suicide; what remained was decidedly small fry. Confes-
sions were beaten out of the men, and many died. Those Pgs that survived were taken to
holding camps in Gumbinnen or Insterburg before being marched off to the Soviet Union.
Someone informed Lehndorff that there were a number of Old Masters being kept in a damp
room in the camp, which would be ruined if no one did anything about them. Lehndorff was
unsympathetic: ‘Let them be used for temporary window-panes, or find some useful end in
an oven.” He was more impressed by the bravery of the women: ‘It is always astonishing what

man will put up with.” That day he heard that the war was over.12

A daily grind set in at Rothenstein camp. Lehndorff was the doctor once again, a man you
needed. If you are wise you don’t kill the doctor. A Russian woman came to him for
treatment. She had also been raped, and now she had VD. In gratitude she brought him food
— margarine for the potato soup. One woman he treated — known only as Wanda — had been
raped 128 times. They brought in an old man who was so covered in lice that he looked like

an ant-heap. He turned out to be the local railway director. He died an hour later.13

At the beginning of June, Lehndorff had a surprise visit from Doktora. She was still working
at the German hospital and nurtured plans to get her friend out of Rothenstein to work
alongside her once more. There were a thousand Germans being treated in the former
Finance Department in Konigsberg. The Nervenklinik had been turned over to those
suffering from plague. When typhus broke out the victims were taken to the hospitals in the
Yorckstrasse and the Elisabeth Krankenhaus. There were 2,000 cases lying two to a bed, four
in the case of children.14

Doktora brought him wheaten biscuits. Three days later she was back with Lehndorff’s
rucksack filled with his things. They included a pistol with fifty bullets. This was carefully
hidden. After that she came almost daily.15 The commandant allowed him out one day, and
he went foraging looking for medicine. ‘The city is really fantastic. The eye no longer
attempts to reconstruct it, but rather allows itself to be overpowered, drawn in by the entirely
transformed landscape.’ He found the red-rimmed glasses in which he had drunk his last glass
of Martell cognac. As the Russian car took him back to the camp he spotted Doktora on the

city walls, picking flowers to take to him.16
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In the middle of June Lehndorff was released through Doktora’s intervention and was allowed
to work with her in the German hospital. The Finance Department was one of the few
undamaged buildings in the city. There was food of sorts — a grey pea soup, typical of East
Prussia.17 The summer was slightly better, when grasses and dandelions could be gathered by
the roadside, rye grains could be filched from the fields and mussels from the overgrown city
pond. The idyll did not last long. Once again it is difficult to avoid the impression that the
Russians were hoping that theGermans would die, to rid themselves of the responsibility of
feeding and repatriating them, although a little fat was made available for children. Lehn-
dorff’s German hospital was turfed out of the Finance Department. They had twenty-four
hours to move 1,500 patients into the old Barmherzigkeit — the Hospital of the Sisters of
Mercy.

The chief problem was famine now. Lehndorff was forever seeing patients suffering from
oedema who were skeletal from the waist upwards, but whose legs were filled with water.
The only solution was to amputate, but how were the Germans to live in post-war Kénigsberg
without legs? Was it not better just to let them die? ‘Famine leads to a remarkable death.
There is no fight. The sufferer gives the impression that death is already behind them.” One
woman was brought to him who had lain ten days in a market garden eating unripe blackcur-
rants. She was completely blocked up. She nearly died while Lehndorff endeavoured to sort
her out. Blackcurrants were quite a boon that summer — there was a glut of them in the

allotments behind the now ruinous houses.18 Somehow the hospital acquired three cows,
providing valuable milk, for the children in particular. It was not long, however, before they
discovered that the throat of the best milker had been cut. Later the animal’s udder was found
floating in a vat of soup. Officially the hospital received thirty-five kilos of meat daily, but
the Russians interpreted this to encompass heads and feet, hooves and horns. One recipient
of the precious flesh was the dying mother superior, who had had to live through the worst

of it while her nuns were constant prey to the Russians.19

There were plenty of books in the ruined houses, and literature was consolation for some, but
there was next to no food. Cases of cannibalism were reported, with people eating the flesh of
their dead children. Of the 73,000 Konigsberger alive in June 1945, only 25,000 survived the

experience.20 Hermann Matzkowski, a communist sawmill worker the Russians installed as
mayor of the Kénigsberg suburb of Ponarth, reported that 15,000 Kénigsberger had disappeared

or died in the main prison during May. On 20 June 1,000 people were beheaded before his eyes.21

Lehndorff and Doktora made an expedition to suburban Preyl. They had no shoes and went
barefoot. On the way they plucked cornflowers — the floral symbol of Prussia. Russians were
supplementing their diet by fishing in the vast Schlossteich that provided water for the city.
Later Lehndorff saw two boys swimming in the pond. Given how malnourished they were,
he was amazed by their energy. When he told them not to swallow the water, they replied in
a matter-of-fact way: ‘Oh, what does it matter how we die, no one is going to get out of

here!’22

When they reached their goal they found the house of Doktora’s relatives burned out. She
began to cry. They hitched a lift to Juditten in the suburbs where Doktora’s house was. There
were Germans living in it. When Doktora tried to enter they attacked her. Lehndorff’s
beloved was losing her will to live. She discovered that she was infested with lice — the final
indignity. When he went to see her in the morning she had taken poison. Lehndorff was

shocked at his lack of emotion. He too would find a more appropriate time to mourn.23

Autumn 1945 arrived. There were rumours that the Kénigsberger were to be shipped west
under Western supervision, typhus cases first. Hopes were temporarily raised. The news
caused a drop in prices for winter clothes as the city-dwellers thought they would be out before
the bad weather started. A woollen jacket could be obtained for six potatoes, a coat for a tin
of meat. You had to be careful, however, as fraudsters had found a way of replacing the
contents of tins with clay and leaves. Meanwhile the ripe corn rotted in the fields as there was

no one to harvest it.24
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The fate of those living in the villages was no kinder than that of the Kénigsberger. The
distinguished journalist Grafin Marion D6nhoff was the daughter of one of the region’s
great magnates. The family home, Friedrichstein, was the local Versailles. In 1945 it was
burned to the ground. In 1947 Grifin D6nhoff received her last letter from home. It
described what had happened in her village when the Russians came. They arrived on a
Tuesday, setting fire to various houses and shooting two old coachmen and the bell-ringer
who summoned the workers to the fields. Her correspondent wrote:

A few days later they shot Magda Bohaim, Lotte Pritt and her child and Grandma Plitt; in
Wirrgirren they killed five workers on the estate and the forester Schmidt’s wife, who took
eight days to die and must have suffered terribly. Old Plitt then hanged himself. In February
they began the transports to the Urals. My husband went with them; as did the innkeeper
Dreier and his daughter Ulla, Stellmacher’s two daughters, Frau Jung, Frau Kriischmann,
Frau Oltermann, the four Marx girls, Christel and Herta Heinze and the smith’s daughter. I
received news from Karl Marx [sic] a few months ago that my husband and most of the
others died in the Urals. You can see how death has moved into our little village. First of
all the lads all died at the front and now the old, and even the girls.25

Typhus had cut a swathe though the population of the village. Sister Hedy, who had nursed
them through the epidemic, had now been ill for a fortnight. They had all had to change
their lodgings many times, as more and more surviving buildings were requisitioned by the
Red Army.

Marion Donhoff’s correspondent had lived at the mill, until her lodger, the Oberinspektor
(senior estate manager), had been shot in the stomach, and she had moved back into the
village in fear for her life. She took the wounded man to the hospital in a wheelbarrow. ‘The
women from Wittgirren lent a hand, for it was no easy task, moving the heavy old man who
was suffering from terrible pains. We laboured for four hours. At the [parish] boundary he

299

asked us to stop, saying “Women, let me see my beautiful Quittainen” once more.”” He was

dead by the time they reached the hospital.26

The way to survive was to work for the conquerors. Marion D6nhoff’s informant was one of
them. The only ray of light in her slavery was the sight of Sister Hedy’s two-year-old daughter
while she waited for permission to go to the new Germany across the Oder. The Soviet
authorities were gradually repopulating their new territory, but there were a few menial jobs
to be performed. There was a little work to be had in the hospitals and factories, and there was
an industrial outfitter and a baker where casual labour was required. Germans worked in the
power stations and in the carpenters’ workshops until they were replaced by Russians. One
man made a living by selling the books he dug out of the rubble. A number of priests and
pastors continued to operate in Konigsberg, as their work — particularly for orphaned children
— was tolerated by the Russians. Nine of the clergymen died of starvation or dysentery; three
were killed.

On 4 July 1946 Konigsberg lost its ancient name. It became Kaliningrad. With the change of
nomenclature came Russian physicians to replace the Germans operating in the hospitals,
and Russian workers took over from the Germans in the factories. A few roubles could be
made from teaching the Russians German or to play the piano. A sort of calm reigned in
which Germans could read their own newspapers, listen to broadcasts in their own language
and send their children to their own schools. There was even a German Choir made up of
doctors, nurses and others at the Yorck Hospital.

* Village near Preussisch Holland. The Schloss by Jean de Bodt survived, and was
even restored in the 1980’s.

This lasted until repatriation began in the summer of 1947. The transports took off in earnest

on 22 October that year. On 10 September Ruth Friedrich recorded the arrival in Berlin of 6,000
Konigsberger, people who had lived on carrion and rubbish and were ‘more cattle than human
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beings, more dead than alive’. Their advent in the capital was followed by the last remnants
of Breslau’s German population.27 By the time they had finished, no Germans were left in

what had been K6nigsberg. A 700-year history had drawn to a close.”

Country Life

Hans Lehndorff had left Kénigsberg two years before the transports removed the remaining
Germans, because he had heard a rumour that he was about to be arrested. He made a wise
choice even if the story was false: on 6 and 7 November 1945, the Russians celebrated their
Revolution by beating the Germans bloody and raping the women again. One of the victims
was Mayor Matzkowski’s seventy-one-year-old mother. The only women spared were those
carrying Russian babies.28 As Lehndorff fled through the shattered streets he watched Russian
soldiers clearing Germans out of their houses near the Friedland Gate. From now on they had
to live in the allotments. He wanted to reach the Polish half of East Prussia and find out what
had happened to his family, particularly his mother, who was the daughter of the right-wing
political wheeler-dealer Elard von Oldenburg-Januschau. In Hanshagen he was taken in by
two old ladies who revealed their hidden hens. He hadn’t seen a hen for six months. They put
him to bed and fed him on wild mushrooms. Later he found boletus mushrooms in the woods

and ate them raw with sugar.29

*Yet when the author visited the city in 1992 a tiny band of Germans had somehow
managed to re-establish themselves in Kaliningrad, and even had their own church
and pastor. They were naturally one of the first stops for the many Heimatgruppen
who wanted to visit the city where they had been born and grew up.

He headed for Ponarien, near Allenstein, where some of his relatives had lived. Near their
estate he ran into the retainer Preuss, who gave him the usual news of rape, murder and
suicide. Poles had moved into the big house, but he found his aunt, Frau von Stein, living in
the gardener’s cottage. She had initially left the house to make way for the Russian comman-
dant, who had since pursued the war to the west. Finding his mother’s sister was a source of
great joy: ‘To see a person again now who belongs to me, after all that has happened, is like
a foretaste of our reunion in heaven.’30 He learned of his cousins: two of Frau von Stein’s
daughters had been interned with their father; the sons had been at the front and she had no
news of them. The women, his aunt included, had developed a modus vivendi with the Poles.
They worked as agricultural labourers in the fields and received in payment half a litre of
skimmed milk every day. The women brought home two basketfuls of potatoes. These were
sorted by variety in order to make the diet less monotonous. The furniture from the big house

was being gradually broken up to feed the fires.31

It seemed better to stay put for the time being. Lehndorff heard of the perils of deportation
to Germany, of the brutality of the Polish guards and of the marauding bands that robbed the
refugees in the trains. In November 1945 CARE parcels began to arrive from America,

providing some extra food for the starving Germans.” Together with what he could glean
from grateful patients, the small German community in Ponarien could survive.

Danzig had been one of the first German cities to fall. On 3 May the German men inhabiting
prisons and camps were brought out and marched down ‘Victory Alley’. All men aged
between sixteen or seventeen and fifty-five were required to go to Russia and work. The
women came out to watch the departure of their menfolk, and strewed the streets with
spring flowers. Of those men (and a few women) who were taken from Gleiwitz in Silesia
to Rudlo near Stalino, many were to die before they reached their destination. Their bodies
were stripped naked and buried by the side of the road. Most of the men of Gleiwitz were
put to work in the mines. The lucky ones returned to a town depopulated of Germans in

October. Many failed to return at all. Of the Gleiwitzer a third of the 300 men died.32
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The large camp of Laband in Silesia held between 30,000 and 50,000 men, most of whom were
deported to Russia to work in the Siberian mines. Few had returned by the end of 1946. The
lucky ones escaped the mines and worked on large kolkhoz farms instead.33 In Gleiwitz,
Hans-Giinther Nieusela’s father was marched off to Kazakhstan, and did not return until
1948.34 German and Polish women were impressed into clearing the streets of rubble.
Reusable bricks were set aside, establishing the pattern for other German cities. Even the
Jews from Stutthof camp were made busy with restoring Danzig’s beautiful fagades. More
than 60 per cent of the city had been destroyed.

At the end of May a Special Commission had been convened to ‘Polonise’ the place names
in the district. Langfuhr — ‘long drive’ — was somehow rendered as Wrzeszcz, or ‘you
scream’. The place names were altered some two months before the Allied leaders met at
Potsdam. It was clear that the conference would not alter the de facto situation.

* See below p. 374.

For the most part the famous Junkers lived in large if modest manor houses and farmed
their own estates. There were relatively few grand houses or absentee landlords. The
grandest of all were the Grafen Hochberg or Princes Pless, who lived at Fiirstenstein in Upper
Silesia and owned a large chunk of the coal mines. Their estates had been split between
Germany and Poland after the First World War, and a prolonged legal dispute had robbed the
last prince — Hansel Pless — of most of his income in the 1920s and 1930’s. During the war the
castle was inhabited by Magda Goebbels’s lover, Gauleiter Karl Hanke, who carried off
anything of value he could find once the Russians appeared on the horizon.

The Russians arrived on 5 May. Later, the last chatelain, Paul Fichte, went back to the castle to
survey the scene:

I crept over to Fiirstenstein to see what went on ... Everything broken up and
robbed, our flats were totally empty, all windows broken. All inhabitants were
expelled by the Russians so that Fiirstenstein could be pillaged, it didn’t look as if
humans had been there, indescribable. The beautiful fountains on the terraces are
broken, the Donatello Fountain was pulled down. The library was loaded to go to
Moscow. The most valuable books, even the Sachsenspiegel [thirteenth-century
book of law], had been walled in but they were found and burned. The old castle
also burned down.

Now the family mausoleum was also plundered, the sarcophagi broken into, the
contents thrown around. We had quickly buried Princess Daisy outside the vault,
but she was dug up and robbed. Scholz had planted such pretty flowers on her grave
that it attracted attention. We reburied the Fiirstin [princess] straight away ... But
the mausoleum had been broken up and couldn’t be closed again. Now a migration
of people to the mausoleum began. Everyone wanted to see what it was like inside,
most of them became scared and ran off, for the contents of coffins lay on the floor.
The skeleton of a Fiirstin née Kleist we couldn’t find any more, only the head lay
there. Andersek from the stud shot himself and his family. The stable boys buried
their bodies behind Kummer’s goat shed.35

The Poles made off with the late princess’s jewellery.

Kéthe von Normann heard a rumour that Berlin and Stettin had fallen on 5 May and that
both Hitler and Goebbels had committed suicide. The next day she had news that Germany
had laid down its arms. The Frenchmen billeted in the same house celebrated with barley
coffee and began to sing. Rumours were running wild. On the following day she heard that
Pomerania would remain German as far east as Stolp, and that her family had a chance of
hanging on to the Barkow estate. Uncertainty meant that a lot of people who had fled at the
appearance of the Russians made their way home again. More than a million people did
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this, only to be driven out, once and for all.36 The stories were confirmed by a Polish
policeman on the sth. That night the Normanns sang the Leuthen Chorale: ‘Nun danket alle
Gott!” Since Frederick the Great’s time it had been Prussia’s unofficial national anthem.

As Lehndorff had discovered, the French were generally sympathetic to the defeated
Germans, despite the indignities they had suffered during the war: ‘their opinion of the
Russians and the Poles is just as bad as ours’. One of them, a tall, blond young man, gave
Frau von Normann a present of some much needed clothing material. He wanted a crust of
bread in return, but she had none to give, just a little butter and a liver sausage. He told her
that the French had been hiding a few German noblemen in their ranks. She thought he might

also have been German.37

The big city of Breslau had yielded only on the 6th. Two days later the war officially ended.
It made little difference for the survivors. On the oth a party of thirteen Poles arrived to claim
the city for their country. They moved into a house on the Bliicherstrasse and set up a Polish
eagle over the door. On the 10th more Polish pioneers joined them, together with a group of

men from the Polish Office of the Public Security.38

On 13 May a delegation of ‘Lublin Poles’ headed by Bolestaw Drobner travelled to Sagan in
Silesia to report to their Soviet masters. Edward Ochab had already been appointed plenipoten-
tiary for the euphemistically named ‘Recovered Territories’. Such men were as much ‘Musco-
vites’ as the German communists who landed outside Berlin as the Red Army took the city.
They assumed power with nil popular support; their mandate based on nothing more than Soviet
patronage. Their claims to much of the Recovered Territories derived merely from Soviet

policy.39

The Russians and Poles divided the spoils, with the best bits naturally going to the former,

which resulted in their occasionally coming to blows over the booty.40 Meanwhile the Red
Army was still scavenging, with no regard for leaving any useful equipment behind for the
puppet state they were setting up in Poland. In some instances the Poles and the Germans
made common cause in order to preserve something that would otherwise have gone east.41
The Poles also fell out with the Czechs over the Teschen pocket of Silesia.

In Neustadt in Upper Silesia a thousand head of cattle went east, leaving around a score to feed

the locals. The harvest for 1945 was confiscated.42 Treks had been straggling through the
towns and villages of the region for months now. At first they were made up of Germans from
the General Gouvernement who had fled at the Russian advance. Now they were joined by the
Silesians themselves. Some Upper Silesians fled to the Sudetenland, like the doctor Theofil
Peters from Pitschen who went to Leitmeritz before the Czechs threw him out. It might have

been worse for him: he was opting for the fire in preference to the frying pan.*

Later in May Kidthe von Normann heard that the British and the Americans were already
releasing POWs. This was not true, but it gave her leave to hope that her own husband might
return. The absence of men was a torture to the women in more senses than one. They were
nightly victims to Russian bands, which, even if they did not succeeded in capturing their
quarry in the form of female flesh, food or valuables, nonetheless shattered all hope of sleep.
After the troops had been there a few days, the attacks died down, but each new billeting
renewed the problem. When Frau von Normann decided to go to the local town of Plathe to
receive treatment for blood poisoning, she learned that the German doctors had been
replaced by Russian and Polish medics who were not allowed to treat Germans. She found
a German doctor in a pitiful state in her own flat — she had a three-year-old daughter, and
was pregnant with another, Russian baby.

In the vicinity of Stolp in eastern Pomerania the Krockows and the Puttkamers were less well
informed than the Normanns. The first indication they had that the war was over came a
fortnight later at Whitsun. The Russians paraded through the villages shooting into the air and
shouting, ‘Woina kaputt! Woina kaputt!” Whether it was true or not, no one could tell. They had
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no newspapers and no wireless sets. Even if they had managed to hide a wireless, there was no
electricity to make it work.

The Pomeranian gentry heard a good deal about ‘Russki kultura’ which decreed cleanliness
and order in the villages and towns behind the Oder—Neisse Line. Pigs had to be scrubbed
until they gleamed. Pomeranians of all classes were put to work cleaning the pigsties or
milking the cows (until they, like so much else, went east), and sometimes they earned a crust
of bread for their pains. A squire’s wife like Kéthe von Normann had to learn how to milk a
cow, although she had to admit that she was less proficient at it than the meanest peasant

girl.** Many of the cows were sick, suffering from foot and mouth disease, and looked bad.
When the cattle were driven off to Russia Frau von Normann was relieved of the chore of
looking after them and producing milk and butter. In Ermland, where Lehndorff was holed
up, there were a few well-concealed hens, and here and there a ‘milk-ewe’ or a pig hidden in

a cellar, but the situation there was much the same.*

Yet the formal relationship between squire’s wife and peasant woman continued for the time
being, despite the fact that both were very much in the same boat — preyed upon by Russians
and Poles, and, when not sexually molested, obliged to work as their slaves. Kdthe von
Normann thought it inappropriate that one former worker should call her ‘gnéddige Frau’ rather
than Frau von Normann. She thought the use of ‘my lady’ silly when they were both milking
cows, feeding pigs or mucking out sties together. But the old forms of address died hard. Even
when Frau von Normann was finally banished from the family fief, pushing her few belong-
ings on a cart towards a transit camp, she called out to the coachman of her nearest grandee

neighbours to ‘tell both the baron’s daughters that we have all been told to leave Barkow!’4

The male sex was restricted to old men and boys. Even in May, a few ancient landowners
were still living in their houses, often protected from the Russians by their former workers.
The wisest policy was to stay away from the manor or its ruins, and as much as possible to
disguise yourself as a peasant. All agricultural instruments and machines had been carried
off. The fields were lying fallow for want of implements to farm them. Between Dangerdse
and Stolp the railway lines had been taken away and there was no access to the provincial
capital. Lehndorff had a similarly frustrating journey when he attempted to get to the town

of Allenstein. The Russians had already carried off one set of lines.*’

The suicides continued. In the village of Horst, Kdthe von Normann heard that the sixteen-
year-old Christel M. had been repeatedly raped by the Russians. The next day she drowned
herself in the Stau Lake. In Ermland a woman responded to her daughter’s abduction by the

Russians by revealing the presence of all the concealed girls in the village.*® Frau von
Normann was even more distressed when she heard her eight-year-old son Henning say that
Christel had done the right thing. Leni S. poisoned herself and her ‘cute’ children, but a
Russian doctor brought her back to life — but not her offspring. Frau von Normann wondered

whether he had really done her a service.*

Death could come at any time. An old couple in the Krockows’ village, were chased into an
icy pond and forced to stay there until they drowned; a man was tied to a plough and driven
until he fell, then finished off with a submachine gun. The nobles were often the first to go:
Graf Lehndorff’s mother and brother were killed by the Russians as soon as they learned who
they were. The lord of Grumbkow, Herr von Livonius, had his arms and legs cut off and was
tossed into the pigsty to be eaten by its denizens. Frau von Normann’s neighbour, Baron von
Senfft, was found beaten to death in a swamp in June. He was still dressed in his coat and
shoes. His orphaned daughters had been to see her just the day before. They were living in
the coachman’s house and working in the garden. Frau von

Thadden-Trieglaff, of the family of Bismarck’s pietist friends, was still living unharmed,
however, in the village of Vahnerow. She and her daughter inhabited one wing of the manor
while the Russians inhabited the rest with their cows.
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Another Fraulein von Thadden together with a young Seckendorff girl brought Kithe von
Normann news of the fate of other local Junkers. The von der Marwitzes from Riitznow, famous
from the time of Frederick the Great, had seen their manor burned to the ground, and the father
shot in Greifenberg. Frau von der Marwitz had been put to work with the cows, and was in a
pitiful state, weighing under thirty-five kilos. The Blanckenburgs had a similar tale to tell.
Property no longer had any real meaning. Lehndorff was not upset to find shirts embellished
with his relatives’ monograms on the bellies of his patients. When he treated the Polish
commandant he sent him home on a horse with a valuable package that included money, white

bread, eggs, stockings and a shirt bearing his uncle’s initials.>

The women, children and the few remaining men assembled at the sound of a bell at 6 a.m.,
seven days a week. For their labours they were given a little skimmed milk and 250 grams of
corn a head (150 grams for non-workers and children) to make bread. This was far less than
the Berliners, but then there were no Westerners around to monitor what was going on, and
no propaganda war to win. There was no meat, butter, curds or vegetables to be had, but this
was the country, and diets could be supplemented by the odd wild boar or stag, fish from the

many lakes and wild mushrooms. Lehndorff even found some morels.>!

Working for the Poles

The Polish Miliz also materialised — a cross between a militia and a police force. It was
variously reported to be made up of young boys of nineteen or twenty who had been in the

German ‘work service’, KZler or parti-sans.>? Their desire for revenge made them even more

ferocious than the Russians.>® They took over the job of rounding up Germans from the
Russians. Women and children were herded towards Germany, while any remaining men were

put to work.>* The shops in Kéthe’s local town of Glowitz were now also in Polish hands, and
accepted ztotys, not marks. The inhabitants of the villages began to form the impression that
they were living in an inverted version of the Nazi General Gouvernement. Even in October,
inhabitants of Eastern Pomerania had no idea whether their zone *was German or Polish

Faith was deep-rooted in the old Prussian East, particularly among the Pomeranian and East
Prussian gentry, where there was a tradition of Pietism exemplified in the journals of Graf
Lehndorff. Kéthe von Normann’s diary reveals a profoundly religious woman who gathers
her children around her in daily prayer and sings hymns with them. Every night their missing
father is remembered in their orisons. Apart from marauding Russians, hunger and the
strains imposed by forced labour, the Normanns seemed to suffer most from lack of shoes.
What they had formerly possessed had been taken by the Russians, and the children’s feet
were growing. Two pairs of stockings replaced shoes, but they were torn and filthy and no
protection against the pelting rain of a Pomeranian spring.

Many of the Poles who settled on German land were refugees themselves, driven from their
homes east of the Bug, which was now to become Soviet territory. In May offices were recreated
in Breslau to find housing for the expellees. On 6 July, eleven days before the conference opened
in Potsdam, the first 8oo Germans were expelled from the city.>> For the time being the Germans
cleared rubble, buried bodies and cleared mines. The Soviet authorities had little consideration
for the Poles, even those who had been slave labourers under the Nazis. Some were packed off

to the mines at Waldenburg.>°

The Potsdam Conference that summer proved an acute disappointment for the Germans
marooned east of the Oder and Neisse rivers. The Western Allies turned a blind eye to the Poles
as they reshaped their domain. At first the Germans welcomed the news that the Poles were to
be their masters — ‘that, instead of the “Godless” Russians, from now on the Catholic Poles had

taken over the regime’.5” The level of ‘Polonisation’ came as a shock to every German. In the
cities German ‘antifa’ groups emerged to help in the work of denazification only to discover

that the Poles wanted them out t00.58 New names had to be found. Henceforth Breslau was
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‘Wroctaw’ — like ‘Gdansk’ a name so obscure it was new even to the most fanatical Polish
nationalists. On 15 May the bishop of Katowice, Stanistaw Abramski, visited the priests of the

Breslau Cathedral Chapter to tell them that Poland would brook no racial minorities.” ‘Breslau
and Stettin are to become thoroughly Polish; Lvov with its university is coming to Breslau;

Wilna with its university is moving to Stettin.”>’

* This was true only up to a point: half a million largely Catholic Germans remained
in Upper Silesia, because the Poles refused to recognise their nationality, and there
were the ‘autochthones’ in East Prussia. Most of these left before the 1980°s. As
many as 30,000 remain around Olszstyn.

Each of Breslau’s fine, red-brick medieval churches was to be invested with the traditions of
a church in Lvov. In all four and a half million ethnic Poles were to be resettled in this way.
On 12 August 1945 the Polish primate Cardinal Hlond arrived to break the news to the German
Catholic clergy that they were not welcome either. When Father Helmut Richter received a
pastoral letter on 11 October 1945, half of it was in Polish, a language he couldn’t read. Latin
would have been a more obvious choice. Father Joachim Konrad delivered the last German
sermon in the Elisabethkirche on 30 June 1946, closing the German chapter in the history of
Breslau. The Catholic hierarchy (both in Poland and in the Vatican) behaved in a particularly

craven way — the Church had forgotten about universality.60

In Danzig, too, the German clergy were told to leave as early as July 1945. Masses were
celebrated in Latin, so inside the churches there was no apparent persecution for the time
being. The bishop was, however, informed that all Germans had to leave Danzig as the Polish
Miliz went from street to street clearing the last Germans out of their houses. The bishop
objected that this meant Reich Germans, not Danziger. He was put in his place: it meant the

Danziger as well.61

The monks in the Benedictine monastery of Griissau fared no better. The massive baroque
building had been a favourite stopover for Frederick the Great during the Seven Years War.
In 1810 the monks had been cleared out, but a religious community from Prague had settled
in the buildings after the Czech government had dissolved the abbeys in their new state in
1919. The Nazis had thrown them out in their turn and they had taken refuge in a nearby
nunnery. Now it was the Poles’ turn to expel them. Because they were ‘Germans’, only one

monk was allowed to remain — he was from the South Tyrol.62

At the end of 1945 there were still 300,000 Germans in Breslau. They outnumbered the incoming
Poles by five to one. Nine months later the position was reversed. By March 1947 the Germans
comprised less than 10 per cent of the population. Because all Silesian roads led to Breslau,
there was little hope of avoiding the city of rubble, and the arrival of more forlorn Germans
was seen as a further pretext for plunder.63 While the politicians bargained their city away in
Potsdam, Germans were dying at a rate of 300 to 400 a day. Some of these were suicides, but
we learn that the number would have been significantly higher had the Germans had access to
cooking gas. A few months after the city fell infant mortality had reached 90 per cent. The
Russians and the Poles had made it clear they were not in a position to feed the Germans, but
a little was dished out all the same — German rations amounted to half to a third of that given
to the others. The ztoty’s exchange rate with the Reichsmark began at parity, then was pegged
at two marks. Exchange remained at best capricious. By the summer the Poles were operating
a black market in the city, and Germans could trade their last articles of clothing for food. A

good dress, for example, could yield between one and a half and two kilos of butter.%*

The Germans had to make way for the Poles as they arrived. For those children who
possessed good health there were exciting times to be had among the ruins. Twelve-year-old
Friedhelm Mondwurf, for example, would sing songs for the Russian soldiers and then beg for
food. His parents were appalled when he came home with a sack full of lebba — black rye bread
— but they could see the advantages. The boy also went out to the old allotment, which had
been mined, and pulled the fruit from the family trees, although the area was littered with dead

soldiers.®> Again the old contempt for the Poles materialised. The priest in Alterode near
Breslau expressed the view that ‘The Pole is with few exceptions completely subject to the
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demon drink.’%® When Ukrainian and Galician Poles came to Gleiwitz and kicked the Germans
out of their comfortable homes, Hans-Giinther Nieusela commented that they preferred houses

with bathrooms: ‘in these places they like to keep their goats and poultry’ .

As the Poles came in, Germans were evicted and resettled in the cellars of ruined houses in
what were ghettos in all but name. Typhus and diphtheria raged, killing many children.
Medicine to deal with the epidemic was made prohibitively expensive to the Germans.
Father Helmut Richter reported that a Polish doctor (who was actually no more than a nurse)
was injecting typhus cases with carbolic. When asked why, she said it was because they were

going to die anyhow.%8
Rural Silesia

Every Silesian town went through the same process with more or less the same degree of
savagery. In the Catholic areas of Upper Silesia the churches and their ministers were an
obvious target. In Preussisch-Kramen Poles broke into the church and prised open the
tabernacle. The dove above the altar was shot down and the saints decapitated. In June 1948
they deported the priest, but the villagers evidently looked Polish enough, and were allowed

to remain for now.%° In Ritterswalde near Neisse the priest was shot, but not killed, at the altar

of his church. Sixteen other Silesian priests were killed.”® Klosterbruck in Kreis Oppeln is a
particularly well-documented case. The Russians arrived on 21 January 1945. The priests and
local nuns had taken refuge in the convent chapel together with a young woman and her
child. The usual rape and pillage went on in the streets outside. Any woman who refused to
lie down was shot. The priest whose account we have was contemptuous of the Russian
conquerors. ‘Go back to Russia,” he wrote, ‘and sit outside your wattle and daub cottage,

chew sunflower seeds and you will become amiable again.’71 Some were not so bad: a
Muslim officer, ‘a good chap’, brought them a bucket full of soup and some sugar after they
had slaughtered the hogs; but then a crazed older officer took a nun behind the altar and tried
to rape her. He was interrupted by a younger officer who seized the man and had some
soldiers throw him out like a bag of flour. A guard was posted at the door to the chapel. On
Ash Wednesday that year the girls paid particular attention to the practice of smearing
themselves with ash. They wanted to make themselves look old and ugly.

This did not help the nuns, who had now become the object of Russian attentions again. At
the beginning of Lent four of them were taken off and raped. The Poles arrived on 14 March
and banned the use of German. ‘Satan is back!” wrote the priest. ‘The new Satan seems

almost more dangerous. He claims to be Catholic and keeps talking about Czestochowa.’72
Three days later all the nuns who had been spared were raped, including one of eighty. For
some of them the new experience was coupled with a further unpleasantness: venereal
disease. The Russians now proudly claimed there were no more virgins in Klosterbruck. The
plight of the nuns was particularly galling in that the new Polish doctors refused to treat

Germans. Some of their torments came to an end when they were expelled on 25 May.73

Ukrainian Poles arrived in the wake of the Miliz. They had been driven out by the Russians.
The priest thought them ‘good people’. Upper Silesia was considered a special case because
the population was mixed German and Polish and almost entirely Catholic. For Poles it was
an article of faith that they were all Poles, and in many cases only pretending to be German.
It was an evident reversal of the Nazi policy, which had stressed the ‘Germanity’ of Upper
Silesia at the expense of the Poles. wasserpsinisch — the local patois — had been banned since

the 1930s. In consequence the children no longer understood it.74 It was useful to know Polish
after the population was banned from speaking German. As Ursula Pechtel reported, ‘A
single German word would have been sufficient to have us thrown into a Polish extermina-

tion camp.’75
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In Schénkirch near Oppeln, in the more German part of Upper Silesia, the Russians spent all
day calling for ‘wodka’, ‘cebula’ (onions), ‘ogorki’ (gherkins) and ‘panienka’ (girls). They
had no apparent preference, as long as whichever one it was came ‘dawaj, dawaj’ (quickly).
The locals cunningly set to work distilling vodka. With one to two bottles they could buy back
a stolen cow; with two to three, a horse. Of course they were promptly stolen again.76 In
Hindenburg, the Poles arrived bringing along the old name, ‘Zaborze’, for the town, and
proceeded to strip it of anything the Russians had left. Their zeal exceeded even that of their
patrons. Many of the Germans pretended to be Poles in order to hang on to their property. In
some towns like Schénwald, the expulsions took place in three waves: at the end of October

1945, in June 1946 and in May 1947.77

Like Hans Lehndorf, Theofil Peters in Pitschen found that being a doctor could save your
life, or at least postpone death a while. The Russians were grateful for the services he
performed and brought him bottles of schnapps. On 2 October 1945, however, he was
expelled with the rest. A member of the Miliz arrived at his door to tell him, ‘You will be
expelled on the basis of the Potsdam Accords.” His medical instruments were ‘confiscated,
property of the Polish state’. He was loaded on to a goods wagon where his last few
possessions were taken from him. Peters pleaded for his stethoscope, but they wouldn’t
listen. “You don’t need a stethoscope for Hitler any more, you German pig!’ said the militia

man, and punched him in the face.78

He spent twelve days on the train, shunting around Silesia. Twelve people died in his carriage.
The bodies were unloaded at the next halt. Finally the odyssey finished some twelve kilometres
from Gérlitz, the crossing point for Germany. The people were too weak to walk, however, and
were foully treated by militia men wearing second-hand SS uniforms. Two thousand Germans
had to line up for a last body search. Peters was given the job of loading the dead on to a dog
cart and taking them to the Neisse. ‘In communist Poland,” they told him, ‘nobody dies of

hunger.’79

Officially classed as ‘autochthones’, Upper Silesians were given the chance to ‘opt’ for
Poland. There were advantages to this: Irene Zelder’s aunts in Ratibor told her ‘they had
“opted” for Poland in order to live, because it was the only way to obtain ration cards’.80
There were disadvantages too: if you opted for Poland you could not ‘go to the Reich’. Many
Germans were stuck in Poland and therefore unable to join their families. This was the case
with Hans-Giinther Nieusela’s two sisters, who were not able to leave until 1955.81 One
Upper Silesian who was not given this choice was Carl Ulitzka, the ‘King of Upper Silesia’,
who had spent much of the war in Dachau. He was expelled by the Poles, because in 1919 he
had led the resistance to Polish annexation in the wake of Versailles. The Miliz took brutal

revenge on anyone suspected of having stymied their attempts to annex Upper Silesia in 1919.32

Opting for Poland did not necessarily protect you from Russians. As in rump-Germany, the
most dangerous run for a woman was the journey to the pump to fetch water. The Russians
lay in wait, hiding in the shadows ready to pounce. Irene Zelder had a disagreeable experi-
ence with one soon after her return to Ratibor, but managed to get home and lock the door
after abandoning her pail in the street. The Russian hammered on the door with his rifle butt

shouting, ‘Wodka! Panienka!’, but he eventually gave up when no one complied.®? The acute
time for rapes was the two months from mid-March to mid-May 1945. Girls were generally
safer in the villages than in the towns, where typhus also raged and carried off significant

numbers of Germans.84

Neisse — ‘the Silesian Rome’ — was 80 per cent destroyed in the shelling. When the Russians
arrived they robbed the city’s many churches and, according to a priest, raped nuns as many
as fifty times. The expulsions began in the middle of June, but some of the citizens were

locked up in a grim fortress constructed in the time of Frederick the Great.®> Neisse’s fort was
one of the six concentration camps operated by the Poles in Silesia. The others were in Breslau
(Kletschkau Prison), Glatz, Lamsdorf, Trebnitz and Wiinschelburg. Lamsdorf (now called
F.ambinowice) between Oppeln and Neisse was the most notorious of the camps. Heinz Esser,
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who acted as an unofficial camp doctor, called it an ‘extermination camp’. There were 6,488
violent deaths, 828 of them children. Many of those who were not beaten died from disease,
starvation or cold, or from a combination of the three. The priest who left the account related
that the ‘commandant’ was a youth of eighteen. His years were evidently the only tender thing

about him.%¢ Esser does not provide any indication of the man’s age, but gives his name as

Cesaro Gimborski," and added that he was assisted by about fifty members of the Miliz. The
most brutal of these was the sixteen-year-old executioner’s assistant Jusek who murdered ‘to

order’, until he too was brutally killed by his peers.?’
* There were unsuccessful attempts to bring Gimborski to trial in the 1960s.

The ferocity of the guards might be explained by their schooling — some, at least, had
recently been released from German camps. Their methods were certainly reminiscent of

Dachau or Buchenwald.®® There were ‘morning exercises’ during which many of the older,
half-starved inmates predictably collapsed. Men were beaten to death for trifles: a teacher for
wearing spectacles, a mayor because he was tall and therefore might have qualified for the SS.
Men and women were stripped naked and forced to perform sadistic acts on one another or eat
excrement; girls had to press burning banknotes between their legs. There were many small

children in the camp. Some of these were later taken away and given to Polish foster parents.89

There was virtually no food. Esser says they were given three or four potatoes a day, a total
of 200 to 250 calories. He recalled one day, 8 June 1946, when the figure soared to 530 calories,
because there were so few inmates in the camp.90 Ursula Pechtel from Hindenburg in Upper
Silesia drew a short straw and was packed off to Auschwitz. She worked in the factory of the
chemical conglomerate IG Farben, dismantling the machines for the Russians. They were
savagely beaten by the guards and at night the women were sent up as entertainment for the
officers. Max Marek had been in Neu-Schonau camp near Zittau before he too was sent to
Jawiszowice work camp near Auschwitz. This was named Jawischowitz by the Nazis: it was

one of the Auschwitz satellites built in 1942, in this case to serve the mines at Brzeszcze.91

In Beuthen there were rare reports of kindnesses on the part of the conquerors. The Russians
would give the children food, and even rides in their lorries. There was the usual black-comic
spectacle of Russians learning to ride bicycles and falling off, then taking it out on the
inanimate machine. One Russian in Beuthen expressed his bewilderment at the Germans
going to war: ‘Why you war? In Germany all there. In your country you can rob from a house

more than a whole village in ours.’92

In Eastern Pomerania Libussa von Krockow was at first unaware of the incursion of the
Poles. She became conscious of them only when she applied to the Russian commandant to
move into the gardener’s cottage on the family estate after the Schloss had been burned to
the ground. The commandant had told her to apply to the Polish ‘mayor’. The only Poles
she had noticed up to then were prisoners of war or forced labourers working on the farms.
Now the farms were being turned over to them, so that servant had become master, and
master servant. Ermland was on the old ‘West’ Prussian border and there had always been
more Poles. The Germans were Catholics who spoke some Polish. They hoped to be able
to cling to their homes by keeping their heads down.

Kéthe von Normann found the Poles more sympathetic. Their military units had actually
fought alongside the Russians near the town of Plathe, and Polish officers had kept her
informed of what was going on in the Russian camp. The Poles rounded up the last of the
men — anyone who had enjoyed a smidgen of authority in the old days, and any nobles who
had been missed by the Russians. In the case of Jesko von Puttkamer, he was taken to Stolp
and thrown into the former Gestapo prison, with ten or twenty to a cell, just two beds and
virtually no food. His stepdaughter had to walk thirty kilometres to bring him an occasional
crust of bread until he was transferred to Danzig, out of her reach.
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Food, never plentiful, dwindled to nothing. People survived by scrumping and theft.
Potatoes, introduced to Pomerania by Frederick the Great, became the delicacy. Frau von
Normann had to provide milk, butter and eggs for the mayor and garrison; anything
remaining was for the Germans. Generally, however, there was next to nothing left over.
Even so, with her little butter, milk, eggs and corn, she was well off compared to urban
Germans. In the autumn the pitiful amounts of milk given out to nursing mothers were
stopped. Germans who broke the law by trying to sell goods were put in the stocks. Poles
were incited to spit on them, but generally merely voided their rheum on the ground.

Treks

Silesia was to be made free of Germans and that meant gathering up what you could carry
and heading west. On 5 October 1945 intelligence reached General Clay of the plight of the
German refugees from east of the Oder—Neisse and the Sudetenland. The figure of 9,000,000
he felt was conservative, it was probably more like ten. Of these he assumed that 65—70 per
cent had already been deported. Of these, three-fifths had settled in Saxony, a sixth in
Brandenburg and a sixth in Mecklenburg. ‘Undoubtedly a large number of refugees have
already died of starvation, exposure and disease.” Many were ‘deported by force ... others
fled from fear’. They all converged on Berlin, where there were around forty-five camps.
The numbers knocking on the doors of the old capital amounted to between five and six
hundred thousand a month. Over 40 per cent of these were children, ‘many of them without

parents’.”?

From 20 February 1946 the British demanded (and the Poles agreed) that the deportees be
placed at assembly points and that trains and ships be laid on to collect them at fixed times.
The size and weight of the luggage was to be predetermined. They were to be permitted to
bring food for the journey and money. The Poles had to provide disinfectant. Seriously ill
Germans or pregnant women could not be moved. In the case of the latter they had to remain
if within six weeks of their confinement. If one member of the family fell ill, all of them had
to remain behind until he or she got better. It was very high minded, and quite ineffectual. At
the end of December 1946, the junior minister responsible for German and Austrian affairs,
John Hynd, had to admit to the House of Commons that twenty trains had recently arrived in
Berlin without heating. On one of them twenty corpses were found and 160 people suffering

from frostbite.94

It was time to leave, but the decision to make the trek west was not an easy one. You risked
losing all your possessions, further physical abuse and death. The worst danger was for small
children, who often died en route. As early as the third week of March 1945, Kithe von
Normann had seen one trek come to grief when they were shot at by the Russians and forced
to return to the village. In May even those Germans who had made considerable progress
towards to the west were returned to the villages they came from. Frau von Normann received
a new family at Whitsun, who stole her little remaining soap. She wondered if she too could
return to her manor house. She was eventually sent back to Barkow, but only after she had
been denounced to the militia by one of her fellow Germans. She never discovered her crime.
In Barkow she had the advantage of being among her own people, and the two Polish estate
workers who now had the job of running the place looked after her and the children.

The Puttkamer-Krockows determined to go to the provincial capital, Stolp, to find out
whether there was a legal means of escape. They walked the ten kilometres in a morning. The
sign announcing the town had been crossed out, as it had already been awarded a Polish
name: Stupsk. At first sight, not much had changed on the Bismarckplatz, except that the Iron
Chancellor had been knocked off his pedestal and beheaded. Inside the old city, however, it
was a scene of desolation: rubble lay all around and the Gothic cathedral had been gutted.
There had been no bombing. The Russians had wrecked Stolp. They found a man in authority.
To go to the ‘Reich’ they needed permission from their Polish mayor and an attestation that
there were no known charges against them. They could pack one suitcase only and take
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provisions for three days. It was a while before permission was granted. Another winter was
to be spent in the new Poland. The nights were long, there was no light, but then there were
no books to read. They amused themselves by remembering epics, but they stayed clear of
Prussian patriotic poetry — celebrating victories such as the Battle of Sedan was meaningless
now.

News came in curious echoes, which might have had a bearing on the truth had anyone known
how to interpret it. In Barkow on 27 May 1945 they heard stories that the Allies had fallen out,
and that American troops had landed in Stettin and Danzig. The inevitable fall-out between
the Allies was still as eagerly desired in Pomerania as it had been by Goebbels in Berlin in
the last days of the war. On 12 March 1946 Lehndorff heard that the Russians were in a

warlike mood. Stalin had made a critical speech against Britain.95 A month later new rumours
circulated through the Polish police which gave a more accurate picture of their fate. The
towns of Greifenberg and Plathe were to be evacuated, and Cammin had already been cleared
of Germans. The Greifenberger were indeed expelled with just 15 kilos of kit, and left for
days to forage in the Cammin woods before they were rounded up again.

The Silesian expulsions were now in full swing. As the bishop of Katowice had put it, ‘The

sooner they leave of their own free will, the better it will be for them.’96 Except that free will
played little part in the process. Officially Silesia was to be ‘German-free’ by June 1946. In
reality the Poles wanted to hang on to industrious artisans for a little longer yet.97 Streams of
civilians were forced from their homes at gunpoint from the ancient German towns of Gorlitz,
Glogau, Sagan and Liegnitz late that spring. Every form of locomotion was brought into
service: prams were a popular way of transporting a few bare necessities. One witness saw a
cart being drawn by six children, with a pregnant woman pushing from behind. The destina-
tion was the Lusatian Neisse, which formed the new de facto border. The town of Forst served
as an assembly point for crossings. Here they were held back until the Poles could rob them

of the little they still possessed.98 The authorities in G6rlitz on the German side were desperate
to keep them out of the town, as they had no food for their own people, something which
exacerbated the misery of the expellees. Meanwhile Polish border guards combed the columns
for young girls, who were to be retained, ostensibly to help bring in the harvest. While the
Germans waited at the river, they left messages on trees, indicating to friends and family

which way they were heading, and who they had lost.99

Griinberg in Lower Silesia suffered because of the amount of alcohol in the town. Not only
had it been the centre of Silesia’s small vineyard area, but the Nazis had made it their
repository for wine — still and sparkling — and cognac, which they had shipped in from
Hamburg, Bremen, the Rhine and the Mosel. The brutality inspired by the contents of the
cellars led whole families to commit suicide. One priest estimated that a quarter of the
population died in this way. The Poles came on 12 May 1945. On 24 June the remaining
population was informed that they had six hours to pack their bags.100 In June and July that
year a total of 405,401 Germans were expelled. The last official expulsions occurred in 1950

when 1,329 Germans were thrown out of Swinemiinde.101

While the stench of death and brutality pervaded the German regions east of the Oder, one
old German was allowed to live unmolested in his home. The new Soviet—Polish masters in
Silesia showed a remarkable reluctance to expel the Nobel Prize-winning playwright
Gerhart Hauptmann, who had lived in a palatial villa on the Wiesenstein in the small village
of Agnetendorf in the Riesengebirge since 1902. The Riesengebirge” had been ‘Germany’s
air-raid shelter’ and the Foreign Ministry had been evacuated to a ski-resort in the moun-
tains. The old man was counting his days surrounded by the works of art he had collected
over the years: the bust of Goethe by David d’Angers had pride of place in the Paradise Hall
with its murals by Johannes Avenarius.t Hauptmann ambled about wearing a frockcoat with
his order Pour le Mérite in his lapel.102 He had been in Dresden on Valentine’s Day and had
been badly knocked about by the blasts from the bombing. Months later he had still not
recov-ered.103
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Hauptmann’s amanuensis, the writer Gerhart Pohl, went to see the Soviet commander in
nearby Hirschberg. The streets were festooned with posters repeating Stalin’s comforting
words: ‘Hitlers come and go ...” Pohl explained that Hauptmann was living in his old house
up in the mountains. The officer expressed surprise: ‘Hauptmann, the author of The Weavers?’
The first collected edition of Hauptmann’s works in Russian had been published as early as
1902. As a Russian major told Pohl (with a degree of hyperbole for all that): ‘Every schoolchild
in the Soviet Union knows the writer of The Weavers.” Visits by literary-minded Soviet officers
began soon after. Hauptmann dealt with them patiently and flattered them with his admiration

for Tolstoy and Gorky.104

A Polish professor came to see him from the Ministry of Art and Culture in Warsaw. He was
Galician, and spoke German fluently with an Austrian accent (Galicia had been a part of the
Austro-Hungarian Empire until 1918). He told Hauptmann, ‘Germany’s fate is hard, but not
entirely undeserved. Think about the horrors perpetrated against my people. These are
undeniable facts ... The professor returned to his ministry to arrange for Hauptmann’s
protection. The papers arrived on 7 August, five days after the break-up of the Potsdam

Conference.105

* The ‘giant mountains’ (sic) rise to over 1,600 metres.

T (1887-1954). Avenarius was an expressionist painter famed for his illustrations
to Hauptmann’s works.

For a while Hauptmann’s presence rallied the inhabitants of the nearby artists’ colony of
Schreiberhau, where the Germans continued to live by selling off their possessions to the
Poles. Ruth Storm sold her foalskin coat for 500 ztotys and managed to procure two kilos of
bacon, a pound of butter and a smoked sausage. She supposed that they were left in peace

because Hauptmann received visits from foreign journalists.'% It was a brief respite. One
day in the street Pohl recognised an old man in a dressing gown as one of his former
teachers. It was Eugen Kithnemann, the biographer of Schiller. He had been robbed of all he

owned and turned out of his house.!07

Hauptmann continued to live on the Wiesenstein with his Polish protection papers. No one was
allowed to enter Haus Wiesenstein or its grounds on pain of punishment. That didn’t always
stop them. Some heavily armed Russian soldiers explained that they meant no harm: ‘Wir nicht
machen bum-bum ... Nicht machen zapzerap, bloss mal gucken. Du erlauben bitte?” (We no

make bang bang ... no do stealing, just have a look. You permit please?).!® Some bogus
journalists forced their way in on one occasion and ran about the place pocketing small objects.
‘Suddenly they stood in the Biedermeyer Room ... before the old man ... “Come closer,
gentlemen! Your youth cheers my ancient heart. You wanted to visit my house at an unusual
hour. You have had your wishes come true. How might I help you now?”” Pohl sought
clarification of Hauptmann’s position in the midst of all this harassment, and like many other
Silesians he wanted to know what the future held for them. He decided to pay a call on
Johannes R. Becher in Berlin. The future East German minister of culture chainsmoked
nervously, while Pohl tried to pin him down. He mentioned the Potsdam agreement: that Silesia
was under Polish administration until the peace treaty. Did that mean it would return to
Germany? ‘Mann, ver-lassen Sie sich darauf nicht!” (I shouldn’t put your faith in that, old

man!).109

Becher consented to visit Hauptmann on the Wiesenstein. He wanted to win him over for his
Cultural Alliance and Germany’s literary renewal. It was not easy to get there. There were no
trains, and he and his Russian friend Grigori Weiss had to set out in two cars followed by a
lorry containing food and benzene. It took two days to reach Agnetendorf. Hauptmann told
the poet, ‘I am an old man, I have no more ambitions, but the fate of Germany concerns us

all.’!'% He nonetheless pledged his support: ‘I will go along with you ... That is my national
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duty. Together with my people I shall dedicate all my last strength to the business of
Germany’s national renewal.’!!!

He resisted all moves to shift him across the border, however — he wished to die in
Silesia. The chief concern was the dwindling stock of brandy in Haus Wiesenstein. The
old man was used to a life-saving glass every day, and now there remained just a few drops
left in the last bottle. Becher and Weiss decided to do Hauptmann a last good turn and headed
into Liegnitz to see the Soviet commander. Naturally this Russian knew Hauptmann by
reputation too: ‘In the evening we returned to Agnetendorf with a whole car full of food and

with twenty bottles of cognac [sic] of the best Caucasian brand.’112 Hauptmann finally expired
on 6 June, three days after uttering his last words ‘Bin — ich — noch — in — meinem — Hause?’
(Am I still in my house?). The Poles preserved the great man’s residence, turning it into a
children’s home. His body was expelled along with the living and the dying. Contrary to his

wishes he was buried at Hiddensee on the Baltic coast.113
Transit Camps

The Normanns received their marching orders on 29 June 1946. Barkow was to be evacuated
within two hours. The 200 or so inhabitants were to pack for two weeks. Accompanied by
Polish soldiers and policemen they went as far as Plathe in the gruelling heat. The first stop
was to be Wollin, where they were to stay in a camp until they could be shipped across the
Oder.

Transit camps like Wollin existed all over the new Poland. Once notified, Germans had to
assemble in their town or village squares with one suitcase. Some Poles were worried what
the outside world might think of them: Lehndorff was asked to speak to the 400 Germans in
his camp to explain that their treatment had been ordered from above, and that it only

imitated what the Germans had done to the Poles.114 For the people of Breslau, the camps
were at Freiburg Station and Kohlfurt. Once the railways were ready to handle them, they
were put in bolted railway trucks to be taken west. For those living in the depths of the
country, the journey to the transit camp was an ordeal in itself. Frau von Normann’s cart lost
a wheel in the next village, but she was lucky to find help from the old Polish village
policeman, Dombrowski, whose wife she had protected from the SS. He loaded her belong-
ings on to his bicycle. The twenty or so Polish soldiers who accompanied the troop were not
too hard on the refugees in general.

Treks of this kind were hindered by disputes between the Russians and the Poles. When Frau
von Normann’s posse arrived in the village of Trieglaff, the Russian garrison ordered them
back to Barkow, blocking off the road with men brandishing machine guns. Night fell and the
refugees squatted together on the road. Then came the order to return. It had all been for nothing.

Home to the Reich

The Krockows’ decision to leave was prompted by an unseasonal descent by a pack of
Russian soldiers demanding ‘Uri!” The watches had all gone months before. One of their
number panicked, however: she knew of a watch. It was up in the attic. It had belonged to
Robert von Puttkamer, Libussa von Krockow’s grandfather, a right-wing minister of the
interior whose sacking in 1889 had been the only successful action of the so-called liberal
empire of the Emperor Frederick’s English-born wife Vicky. The watch had been a present
from Emperor William I, and it had the imperial signature engraved on the cover. The loss of
this one last contact with a more glorious past prompted them to make the journey. Libussa

would go first, to see how the land lay.115
On 20 November 1945 the Allied Control Council had worked out the finer details of the

Potsdam Agreement. The ‘orderly and humane’ deportations were to go ahead. The first
tranche covered 3.5 million Germans from the east. Of these one and a half million were to go
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to the British Zone and the other two to the SBZ. Another two and a half million were coming
from Czechoslovakia, half a million from Hungary and 150,000 from Austria. These were to be
housed in the Soviet Zone (750,000), the American Zone (2.25 million) and the French Zone
(150,000). A year later the British Zone had grown by 3.1 million souls, the American by 2.7 and
the Russian by 3.6. Berlin’s population had risen by 100,000 and the French Zone had taken in

60,000. The population of Germany in its reduced state had grown by 16.5 per cent.116

By mid-winter 1946 Stolp possessed a proper office with ‘Emigration’ written in German over
the door and an official who spoke the language without a hint of accent. Forms had to be
filled in using the new Polish names: Rumbske (which was Slavic anyhow) had become
Rumsko; Pommern or Pomerania, Pomorze. The applicant had to swear that he or she was
leaving of his or her own free will, and would not return on pain of punishment. The
certificate cost 150 ztotys. That was two months’ wages for Lehndorff, once the Poles began

to pay for his services. A kilo of bacon cost 400 ztotys, and 500 grams of sugar, 90.117

It looked deceptively simple: there was a train leaving that morning at 10.14 arriving in
Stettin at two. From there it was only an hour or two to Berlin. The ticket cost another 150
ztotys. Already half Libussa’s money had been spent. She was taken to a cattle truck, the
door was pulled open, she was pushed in, and then it was slammed shut. In the gloom she
began to pick out the shapes of other refugees — women, children and old people. The train
stopped at the main towns: Schlawe, Koslin, Belgard. With every halt the door flew open
and more refugees were crammed into the crowded space. It was dark by now. Then it came
to a stop. A shot rang out. Then there were more shots.

The door was ripped open — cries of terror, lanterns flickering, a horde surging in: wild figures
dimly glimpsed amid the chaos and the confusion, men, but also youths and women, savage
women, perhaps the worst of all, screaming, slavering, striking, snatching. More pistol shots,
right over out heads, booming like cannon in the small space, numbness, knives and axes, fists,
kicks, feet trampling over bodies, and always this bellowing, and the cries of fear and pain.
Suitcases and crates, boxes and bundles, sprouted wings, flew up in the air and out of the door.
The horde followed them out, and the door banged shut.118

The bandits had done their business in a matter of minutes, perhaps five at the most; but it
was just the first attack. At one point militiamen opened the door and pretended to be
concerned. When the Germans said they had been attacked, the men laughed. As they no
longer possessed suitcases, the next wave went for the clothes on their bodies, stripping off
coats, jackets and dresses. Libussa lost her precious rucksack in the second attack, her ztotys
in the third and her boots in the fourth. The train stopped in Stargard. So much for the
timetable: they reached Scheune, near Stettin, in the middle of the night.

Stettin, on the left bank of the Oder, had been awarded to Poland, but many would have seen
it as a safe haven. It was anything but. After the train had been shunted around for a while the
doors were opened and everyone ordered out. There were guards with submachine guns
ordering them to line up in twos. It was snowing hard. A crowd of some 400 was marched
towards an old sugar factory, and beaten with rifle butts to make them move faster. One girl
understood Polish. She told Libussa that anyone caught with letters would be punished, as a
spy. Libussa tore up her letters and threw them into a hedge. The Poles did not want the world
to know about life in the Recovered Territories. The sugar factory offered no more than a
concrete floor and broken windowpanes, with a couple of full buckets for bodily needs. Dawn
came, they waited, then sunset. The Poles ‘needed darkness for whatever they had in mind’.119
The Germans were marched out in pairs. They were beaten with rifle butts again until they
reached a hall half lit by candles. Behind a table sat an official. He had a book in front of him
and a pile of valuables. They were told to strip naked and throw their clothes to two men who
were ready with knives to discover any hidden valuables. Libussa lost her last RM2,000.

They dressed from the pile, lucky to find something of their own. Then they had to sign the
book that their money and valuables had been lawfully deposited. Libussa managed to steal
a bit back while the attention of the official at the desk wandered over to two women
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stripping on the far side of the room. As they left, more militiamen examined them by lantern
light, sizing them up. Fearing the worst, Libussa escaped through a window and hid in a
ruined tank until dawn. Then she saw her fellow passengers coming out of the sugar factory.
She caught up with them as they marched back towards the railway line. They had been
robbed of all but a few rags. Women were sobbing hysterically. There was a train, and an
old-fashioned German conductor in a uniform with a cap: ‘All right, it’s all right, every-
thing’s going to be all right ... Climb aboard please, all aboard, we’re leaving soon, going
home. 120 The refugees admitted they no longer had money for tickets. The conductor
assured them that this time it was free. The train took them to Angemiinde, where they all
had to get out. A Russian gave Libussa a piece of bread. Then a new train was put together
to take them to Berlin.

Libussa von Krockow’s experience was not the worst. The refugees were often packed so
tightly that they could not move to defecate and emerged from the trucks covered in excre-
ment. Many were dead on arrival.121 During the winter months the near-naked expellees
literally froze to death. Women went insane as they watched their children die and they had to
be tied up with rope to prevent them from clawing the other passengers. When they arrived in
the remains of Germany they tried to carry off the corpses of their infants; they didn’t want to
believe they were dead.122 One of the Germans reported that her baby had been dashed against
the wall as it had come between her and her rapist. Children had been robbed of their

swaddling clothes and allowed to freeze to death.123

Libussa had still not had enough. At the end of March 1946, together with her friend Otti von
Veltheim, she decided to go back and rescue the remaining members of her family. After
crossing into the Russian Zone, they reached the comparative safety of Zehlendorf in the
American Sector of Berlin. Near the old Stettin Station they found an East Prussian girl who
had an impressive document in Russian that allowed her to go ‘home’, although where
‘home’ was was not stipulated. It cost them a packet of Luckies. There were no more friendly
Russians in the railway station in Angermiinde, just Russians with their minds on rape.
Libussa and her friend escaped again. They found a friendly Russian commandant who
assured them, ‘Poles bad. Very, very bad. But Russians good. Just ask Russians. Russians

always help against Poles. 124

After an initial reluctance to countenance the trip, they had won over the reluctant German
railwaymen who were due to drive the train to Stettin. It would be a chance to put one over
the Poles. Potatoes stolen from the Russians were cooked up in the locomotive steam and
after an hour or two the signals turned green and the train set off. The Russians tried their
luck with the girls, but accepted their rejection manfully enough and carried on protecting
them from the Poles until the train reached Stettin harbour and the sugar factory. The
Russian lieutenant even escorted them past the Polish guards outside the free port, before
leaving them to fend for themselves in the bombed-out city.

Stettin was not yet cleared of Germans. They could be recognised by the tatters that served
as clothes and by their furtive looks. Libussa and Otti found an old lady who offered them
aroom and very soon after a purported Graf Heinrich Kinsky from Prague who was working
as a lorry driver for the Poles. German POWs who were fitting up the building for the Polish
authorities provided them with furniture, heat and bedding. The next morning, however, the
count disappeared, never to return. They found a less fabulous lead in a Polish railway
official from Posen, who had fought in the German army in the First World War and who
had been in the Polish resistance in the Second. He obtained tickets for them to Stolp and
issued them with a couple of Polish newspapers as camouflage.

The journey went relatively smoothly. When the militia arrived they feigned sleep. The only
really tense moment came when they lit up their Luckies and the unfamiliar smell appeared
to arouse suspicion among their Polish fellow travellers. One was bought off with a cigarette.
The journey to Stolp, which had taken the Royal Prussian Railway a mere three and a half
hours, took the new Polish authorities closer to ten. When the train reached the outskirts of
the city, they panicked and rushed for the door. One of the passengers said to them in
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German, ‘Try the other side, Fraulein!” The women froze, but the Poles in the carriage were
laughing. In a chorus they said. ‘Auf wiedersehen!’125

Libussa waited for mid-summer to bring the rest of the family back to the ‘Reich’. By then a
new administrator had arrived and gone to live in the manor house in Zipkow. The women found
him courteous, and he spoke excellent German. Indeed, much was familiar in his office: the desk
was from Libussa’s house and on the wall was a portrait of one of the Glowitz Puttkamers.
The Pole asserted that the reason he had hung it there was that he numbered Puttkamers among
his own forebears. Likewise Lehndorff was able to impress Polish officials that his family had

once borne the name Mgowski, and he was issued with a pass in that name.126

The sympathetic — and aristocratic — Polish official had friends in the railways in Stolp.
The mood was changing in Poland. A camp had been set up at Neu Torney near Stettin to
process the refugees. Attacks on the trains had come to a complete halt, he maintained.
The Germans from Pomerania were to be taken to the British or Soviet zones; most
wanted to go to the latter. The British authorities were horrified by the physical state of
the Germans when they reached the end of their journey. In April 1946 they issued a
formal protest, and began to refuse to accept refugees under these conditions. In Decem-
ber they stopped accepting refugees altogether.

Whole villages were being shipped out now. They all had to wait at assembly points until
the order came to join the train. The train Libussa and her family took required two days and
two nights to travel the 237 kilometres to Stettin. They were allowed out at the stations, and
there were indeed no attacks. The end of the journey was a DP camp. There Libussa found
her friend Otti and her relatives, one of whom had already gone out of his mind. They spent
three weeks in the camp.

When in mid-March 1946 Kdthe von Normann heard that her deportation was nigh, it was
time to pack and conceal the last remaining objects of value. Cushions were suspended from
the rucksacks so that they could travel more comfortably in the cattle trucks, and a bucket
was found, for the long hours in the train. A gold pin was hidden in a matchbox, rings
wrapped in wool, necklaces sewn into bags or concealed in the food. A pearl necklace was
rolled in oats, a wedding ring sewn into one of her son’s clothes.

They left on Good Friday. They walked to Greifenberg where they were taken to a camp
beside the railway line. The train departed on Easter Sunday with some twenty refugees to
a truck. Someone had the good idea of securing the doors with wire from the inside to
prevent the bandits from opening it. This proved wise, because there were attempts to rip it
open as the train went slowly. The Polish guards obliged them to sing. They opened up with
‘Eine feste Burg’. They came to Kreckow, a suburb of Stettin, whence it was a two-kilometre
hike to the camp. They were driven on by militia men who threatened them with rubber
truncheons. The following day they were all beaten on their way to the luggage inspection:
‘the children were beside themselves with terror’.127 At the counter the Pole failed to locate
Frau von Normann’s remaining jewellery. They seemed more interested in the bacon that
others were carrying. Leaving in May 1947, Hans Lehndorff seems to have had a reasonably
easy time of it, or maybe it seemed like nothing after everything he had been through in the
previous two years.

Kéthe von Normann had suffered much, but possibly the greatest sufferers had been the
East Prussians. One transport that left in 1945 crammed 4,500 people into forty-five cattle
trucks. In the witnesses’ wagon there were 116 men, women and children. The train took
eleven days to reach the new German border. During that time there was robbery upon
robbery and two or three people died every day. The Poles did not just strip them of their
possessions; they took the young girls as well.128 A third of the East Prussians were dead by
the time they reached their homeland. On 28 October 1948 a survey was carried out among
young East Prussian girls in Riidersdorf camp. There were 1,600, most of them country girls
who had been taken to Russia before being brought back to Germany. Between 50 and 60 per
cent had died on the way, and more had perished since. Their average age was 19.7 years and
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their weight 45.38 kilos. Most no longer had monthly periods; 48 per cent had been raped, 20
per cent more than ten times and 4 per cent over a hundred times. 129

Back in the train that night, plunderers descended on the Normanns and the other impotent
refugees, trying to steal their cases. They waited two days and then were marched back to the
station and driven back into the cattle trucks. The train set off towards Scheune, where Libussa
von Krockow had had such terrible experiences. From there a train took them directly to
Poppendorf near Liibeck in the British Zone. The British Zone was also the principal destina-

tion for Silesians heading west.130

Nor was the search for valuables as draconian as it had been. When Libussa crossed the
border for the second and last time she had managed to conceal some family effects in a false
bottom to her daughter’s pram. The effects of camp food on the baby’s stomach had been so
terrible that the official declined to search it. To their glee, the train took them to Liibeck in
the British Zone. At Liibeck they arrived to find that tables had been set up under the trees
and that hot soup was being served to adults and porridge and hot milk to children. Bananas
were handed out to the children afterwards. One of them, suspicious of this novelty, refused:

‘What the farmer don’t know, he don’t eat.’131

It was the same treatment that Kéthe von Normann had received. After all she had experienced,
Frau von Normann was speechless. A British officer went between the tables offering seconds.
The women were so unused to this solicitude that they burst into tears and tried to kiss his hand.
It was not the satisfactory food that relieved them so much, but the feeling of security: ‘We
were human beings again, and treated as human beings. Who can understand this feeling? To
be honest, only those who had been through the many months of horror we had suffered, and

from which we had now escaped.’132

End of Part One
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PART 11
Allied Zones

Prologue

clumsily drawn and certain industries became largely unworkable as a result.

Spinning was in British Westphalia, but weaving was in Russian Saxony; cameras
were made in the American Zone, but the optical glass came from the Soviet, and the shutters
from the French; the Americans had 68 per cent of the car industry; while the Russians had
all the kaolin needed to supply the various porcelain manufactures that were the pride of the
old German Residenzen.1 They were very different parts of Germany. As far as the Western
Allies were concerned, the joke ran round that the Americans had been given the scenery, the

French the vines, and the British the ruins.2

GERMANY was formally divided into zones on 5 June 1945. They were of course

The Allies squatted in their zones offering greater or lesser degrees of co-operation with
their neighbours. The Anglo-Americans worked reasonably well together and, as comrades
in arms, they went on to create Bizonia at the end of 1946 by uniting their zones. This became
Trizonia when the French finally agreed to the merger. The French saw their piece of the
German cake differently — almost as a conquered fiefdom. Naturally the Russians would
brook no interference with their slice and their purposes were more similar to the French.
What concord existed came at the meetings of the Allied Control Council in Berlin, which
met for the first time on 30 July 1945 and issued its initial proclamation exactly a month later.
The ACC convened three times a month, bringing together the four ‘elements’, as they were
called, on the 10th, 20th and 3oth at the old Kammergericht in the American Sector. During
the Third Reich this was the seat of the notorious Volksgericht or People’s Court, which had
tried offences against the state and had handed down huge numbers of death sentences.

After Potsdam the Kommandatura was set up in the Luisenstrasse in Berlin. It was the one
Russian word that was palatable to all the Allies. That the Soviets took precedence was clear to
all and sundry: the Western Allied flags had second place under a giant red star and hammer
and sickle. The Russian commandant was General Gorbatov, while Zhukov’s chief of staff,
General Sokolovsky, sat in on the meetings. The British representative was General Lyne. The
spadework at the ACC was done by the deputy military governors or DMGs, leaving the
governors proper to deal with their governments. Each meeting was chaired by a different
power, which also provided the ‘light refreshments’ that followed. They generally were light,
except when the Russians were the hosts. The first British DMGs were General Sir Ronald
Weeks (who retired through ill-health in August 1945) and General Sir Brian Robertson. The
French sent General Koeltz, followed by General Noiret. The governor, Pierre Koenig, came

to Berlin ‘as seldom as possible’.3 Clay was the Americans’ emissary. The DMGs also
regulated the work of the 175 different committees. A DMG typically spent the mid-week in
Berlin and the weekends in the zone. It was different for the Soviets of course: Berlin was in
their zone.
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Chapter 6
Life in the Russian Zone

Die Preise hoch

Die Laden fest geschlossen.

Die Not marchiert mit ruhig festen Schritt.
Es hungern nur die kleinen Volksgenossen,
Die grossen hungern nur im Geiste mit.
Komm, Wilhelm Pieck, sei unser Gast
Und geb, was Du uns versprochen hast.
Nicht nur Riiben, Kraut und Kohl

Sondern was Du isst, und Herr Grotewohl.
The prices high

The shops are firmly shuttered

Famine looms with steady marching pace
Only poor comrades eat their bread unbuttered,
The bigwigs are quick to stuff their face.

Come Bill Pieck, and be a gent:

Give us some of what the Party’s sent.

Not just turnips, swedes and weeds

But the things old Grotewohl thinks he needs.

Popular song. Quoted in Norman M. Naimark, The Russians in Germany — 4 History of
the Soviet Zone of Occupation, 1945—1949, Cambridge, Mass. and London 1995, 389-90

had ceded a large part of their zone to the Poles the Soviet authorities could congratulate
themselves: they had done well. They had just under a quarter of Germany’s pre-war
industrial base; 50 per cent of the country’s 1936 tool production; 82 per cent of office-machine
manufacture; 68 per cent of textile machines and 25 per cent of car production. They controlled
24 per cent of the population, but — alas — only 2.2 per cent of the coal. This was the sticking

point at Potsdam, which had failed to iron out the differences between the Allies.1

THE Russians created their occupation zone or SVAG on 9 June 1945. Even after they

The Soviet authorities quietly established a civilian regime in their zone on 27 July, appoint-
ing German civilians to ministerial portfolios in transport, finance and industry. Stalin was
careful not to go too far, and antagonise his new subjects. From the start there were hearts
and minds to be won. He had told his satraps that they were to create national fronts with
bourgeois parties even though their own system only allowed for a one-party state. Commu-
nists in Germany were to talk of ‘democracy’, not of socialism. He was pragmatic on the
question of satellite regimes in Germany or Austria: perhaps they would come with time. He
was torn, however, between the idea of a satellite state in eastern Germany and his desire to
get his hands on the Ruhr. He overestimated the ‘anti-fascists’ and underestimated the lure
of Bizonia. He restrained Tito and the Greek communists who he thought would endanger
good relations with the West. It was not the same in Poland, which he wished to control

without interference from his wartime allies.2

Marshal Zhukov was placed at the head of the administration in Karlshorst — ‘the Berlin
Kremlin’ — assisted by his deputies Sokolovsky and Serov. S. I. Tulpanov (‘the Colonel’ or
‘the Tulip’) was placed in charge of propaganda, but he was an economist by training — the
Russian version of Ronald Weeks. The Russians spread themselves out in the old military
engineering school. The intelligence officer Gregory Klimov says that his boss, General

Shabalin, had a desk ‘the size of a football field’.” Zhukov liked to see himself as a friend to
the Germans. Unlike many German communists, he made no attempt to deny the rapes. He
blamed them on the demoralisation of his troops, acts that were very different from the crimes
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perpetrated by the SS in Russia.3 In the spring of 1946 Zhukov was replaced by Sokolovsky
— the battle commander by a pen-pushing desk general. The Soviet commander had far less
power than Lucius Clay and had to cope with Stalin’s whims. Stalin was ‘opaque’: his policy
directions could be interpreted in a number of ways. It was not easy to know when he would
intervene and in what way. Another problem the commander had to reckon with were the
activities of the secret service organisations, the NKVD/MVD, the GPU and Smersh. These
were independent of the military governor’s control. Smersh, for example, had the job of

investigating German civilian employees.4

* Compare Eisenhower, below p. 227.

The SBZ had a panoply of bewildering organs, including Glav Purkka in charge of political
re-education which ran the newspapers and went into the POW camps to convince the
soldiers of the need for socialism.®> Under Stalin’s ‘divide and rule’ policy, it was always
difficult to know who was in control. There were, for example, 70,000 demontagniki. Klimov
came across some strange Russian troops in weird uniforms, and learned that they were
‘dismantlers’: ‘They are all dressed up as colonels and lieutenant-colonels, but they’ve never
been in the army in their life.”® The different Kommandaturas in Berlin, Dresden, Halle and
Leipzig reflected the views of their commanding generals and were often at odds with one
another. The Thuringian command, for example, was harsh, while the Saxon was liberal.
The generals could be sacked and dishonoured on charges of degenerate behaviour. This
normally meant keeping mistresses. From mid-1947 it was official policy that any general
who was caught living with a German woman would be sent home. By this time all Jewish

officers had returned to Russia, as their presence had been deemed inappropriate.’

Colonel-General Nicholas Bersarin had something of a hero’s status for Berliners, doubt-
less helped by his untimely death in a motorcycle accident at the age of forty-one. He was
credited with doing all he could to promote the rebuilding of the city. He made the
production of mortar-producing Riidersdorfer Kalkwerke available to Hans Scharoun as a
personal gift and gave the architect considerable patronage. He also put the internationally
famous surgeon Ferdinand Sauerbruch in charge of health, Furtwéngler of music and
Eduard Spranger of the university. Later the Americans arrested and imprisoned Spranger
for a while in Wannsee. It was not the first time he had tasted food in gaol — he had been
inside after the 20 July Plot — but this time no one could see a good reason for his arrest,
except possibly that the Americans resented his attempts to revive university life in the
Russian Sector. Bersarin was passionate about trotting, and revived the race-course at
Karlshorst for his favourite sport. Before 1945 Karlshorst had been famous for its steeple-
chase. When Bersarin died red flags were hung at half-mast all over the city. Ruth
Friedrich heard of his death from a paper-seller on the Potsdamer Platz. When she got
home Leo Borchard told her it was a personal misfortune: ‘He promoted art like no other.’

His motorbike ran into an army lorry. The driver of the vehicle shot himself.?

In the first days Jews and communists were deemed the most trustworthy administrators.
Appointments were often capricious. The Russians would find some apparently uncorrupted

soul and tell him, ‘You are now mayor!’® But it was not always easy to see who was
uncorrupted, and a lot of criminals and thieves were placed in positions of authority. In
several instances, writers were made mayors of the communes where they lived, and not
necessarily communist ones. Rudolf Ditzen (better known as Hans Fallada, the author of the
popular novel Kleiner Mann was nun? — Little Man, What Now?) was put in charge of
Feldberg in Mecklenburg for eighteen months. His ex-wife had been raped by the Russians,
but he told his constituents, ‘The Russians come as your friends.” Giinther Weisenborn was
made mayor of Luckau after emerging from the local prison,10 while another writer, Hans
Lorbeer, became head man in Pieskeritz. When Margret Boveri went to Teupitz in the
Spreewald at the beginning of May she found that the Russians had left a Herr Susmann in
charge. He was above suspicion, being both a Jew and a communist, but that had not
prevented the Russians from stealing his bicycle — three times — despite an official document

stating that he needed it for his work.11
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After Potsdam, the antipathies between the West and the East became more open. The
British complained that the Russians had stolen half the railway lines to Hamburg and
demanded that the second set be put back. In revenge the Russians plundered the trains and
sealed the borders so hermetically that it cost RM 100,000 to make the illicit crossing.

Once the dust had settled, the Russians’ stooges were ready to put through land reform — very
largely on their own initiative. It was introduced in the autumn, and the big estates were
broken up. Wolfgang Leonhard accompanied the leading German communist, Walter Ul-
bricht, on a trip to the country where he canvassed opinion. They stopped in a small village
and Ulbricht addressed the inhabitants. The peasants responded with silence.12 Some of these
reforms appear to have been in conflict with Stalin’s instructions to play the communist card
sparingly, but they proved popular with many Germans who had grown up believing the
Junkers to be the embodiment of evil, and who also wanted their share of the land. The
Russians were particularly hard on the nobles, setting fire to their manor houses and raping or
killing the inhabitants. Margret Boveri assumed that the old Junker class was now extinct, and
regretted it, as ‘there were a good many decent sorts among them’. Elvira von Zitzewitz, who
belonged to one of the oldest Prussian families, had told her that her parents had been wiped
out in Templin, and others of her Berlin acquaintance had a similar tale to tell.13 While they
were not exactly extinct, they had suffered. One study of under 9,000 Junkers showed that
nearly 5,000 died fighting in the war, with another 1,500 killed in other circumstances in 1945.
Fifty-eight had died after the 20 July Plot, leaving just over 2,000 survivors in May 1945. Of
these another so00 died in detention and the same number committed suicide. Around 15 per cent
survived to make their way to the West. Whole families resorted to suicide. In Mecklenburg,
which had a reputation as the most feudal region of Germany, thirty noble families were

destroyed in this way.14

Owning lots of land could have you placed in one of the nastier Soviet camps on the island
of Riigen. Initially this meant unseating the remainder of the East Elbian nobility whose lands
lay west of the Oder and Neisse rivers, but the Russians might have been vaguely thinking of
the need to find room for the refugees from the east. In official East German terminology,
these were not Fliichtlinge (refugees) but Umsiedler (resettlers). The first agrarian law, passed
on 3 October 1945, was an excuse for plunder: all estates over 100 hectares were to be

sequestered. Another 7,000 people were thus made homeless in one fell swoop.15 In 1946 the
physical substance of what remained was more or less effaced, so that the Schloss or
Herrenhaus that lay at the centre of the feudal village of old disappeared from the map —
unless, that is, some other use could be found for it as a club for Party functionaries or secret

policemen, a mental hospital or a home for handicapped children.16

As one recent historian has written, the Junkers played ‘a central role in the demonology of
the Nazi regime’. The Russians equated them with Nazis, and their German stooges made
sure agrarian reform was at the top of the agenda. Communist Party chairman Wilhelm Pieck
coined the phrase ‘Junkerland in Bauernhand’ (The gentry’s lands in the peasants’ hands).17
By 1947 there were 477,000 peasants tilling the new kolkhoz farms.18 Some people refused
to heed the signs. One of these was Hans-Hasso von Veltheim, a cosmopolitan intellectual
with friends in high places around the globe. He lived in his country house, Ostrau, near
Halle. It was the Americans who were the first to ‘liberate’ him. They placed a guard of
honour on his land. When the Soviet army took over, they too accorded Veltheim the honour
of a guard and offered him a professorship at the University of Halle. He declined. He had
refused to believe he was in danger before the authorities grabbed his land. Now, extremely
ill, he decided the time had come to flee to the West, rather than end up dying in prison like
other landowners. He had looked on while a mob, whipped up by the Russians, pulled down
the ancient trees in his park and broke open the coffins of his ancestors to hang the skeletons
from the branches.19 Those who, like the Grand Duchess of Weimar, threatened to resist the
impounding of all their worldly goods were threatened with the Russians. Franz Sayn-
Wittgenstein’s uncle Prince Giinter von Schonburg-Waldenburg was not only robbed, he was
packed off to Riigen. Many of them died from hunger and brutality. When Prince Giinter finally
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escaped to the West he started a new life as a language teacher.20 Once the nobles quit their
houses they were festooned with congratulatory banners: ‘Junkerland im Bauernhand’.21

The Soviet authorities were not merely destructive; nor were they only thieves and rapists.
Money was reintroduced as early as 8 May and — in theory at least — Soviet soldiers had to
stop pillaging and pay for their purchases.22 The work of clearing the rubble in the towns and
cities may have been a punishment, but there was sense behind it: only once the smashed
bricks and mortar were cleared could communications be restored. In the first nine months
of their occupation of Berlin, the Soviets restored nearly 200,000 homes. In this they had the
support and assistance of Scharoun. They put back the tramlines, and the S-Bahn reopened
as early as 30 May.

The Russians began to promote the arts in Berlin that same month by creating a Kammer der
Kunstschaffenden or Academy of Creative Artists under the presidency of actor—director and
star of Der Golem Paul Wegener. The Academy had departments dealing with music, writing,

theatre and cinema. It had its own ‘star chamber’ with powers to rehabilitate National Socialists.23

Scharoun tried his best to preserve some of the city’s shattered monuments, such as the
Schloss and the Reichstag.24 For some time the future of the damaged Prussian monuments
hung in the balance. The Berlin Schloss, the oldest parts of which dated back to the fifteenth
century, and which had been remodelled by the baroque architect Andreas Schliiter, had been
badly shelled during the Russian advance. Many parts were reparable, but a debate soon grew
up about the desirability of preserving relics of Prussia’s militaristic past. For the time being
the White Hall of the Schloss was patched up and used for exhibitions. The best remembered
of these was ‘Berlin Plant’ or ‘Berlin Plans’, which opened on 22 August 1946. It was organised
by Scharoun himself and pointed the way forward to the reconstruction of the city. It also
made the case for keeping the modernised carcass of the Schloss. Three months later the
exhibition was replaced by ‘Modern French Painting’. This was to show Berliners the sort of
paintings that had been denied them as ‘degenerate’ by the Nazis. On 21 December an
exhibition organised by the earlier, avant-garde National Gallery director Ludwig Justi
displayed the contents of some of the Berlin museums. Many of the others were in the process
of travelling east — to Russia. The last exhibition to be organised in the ruins of the Royal

Palace commemorated the Revolution of 1848.25 Scharoun argued the case for keeping
theSchliiter courtyard of the Schloss, if nothing else. In the end the ruling SED not only decided
against restoration, they actually destroyed the monuments, starting with the Berlin Schloss in
1950 and continuing with the Potsdam Schloss a decade later. The remains of the Garrison

Church in Potsdam were destroyed in 1968.26

The preservation of Nazi monuments was also a sensitive issue. Speer had been pleased to
observe that his New Chancellery was still there. It was, however, condemned: like all the
surviving buildings on the western side of the Wilhelmstrasse, it was demolished to make it
easier for the Soviets to patrol their sector. A photograph taken in April 1949 shows one wing
of Speer’s gigantic conception being torn down. The stone was used to build the huge Soviet
monument in Treptow Park.27 In the interests of ‘security’ the Russians also pulled down all
that was left of their side of the Potsdamer and Leipziger Plitze.

On the other hand demontage took its toll. Before the Western Allies established camp in
Berlin, more than a hundred companies were shipped east. Berlin lost around 85 per cent of
its industrial capacity, including such weighty names as Siemens, AEG, Osram and Borsig.
As demontage the Russians took away a very large chunk of the industrial base of what had
been one of the most highly developed parts of Germany. By the autumn of 1945 they had

already dismantled 4,339 of the 17,024 major installations in their zone.28

Fritz Lowenthal was another Muscovite who returned to the SBZ in 1946. As a communist
lawyer he was placed at the head of a legal commission. He fled to the West on 25 May 1947,
taking with him a fat dossier detailing crime and corruption in the Soviet Zone. His account
amounts to an indictment of the Soviet authorities, and a justification for the young idealist’s
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flight. Nazis were creeping back into positions of authority and all sorts of unsuitable
characters achieving local power-bases as a result of toadying to the Soviet rulers.

The local judge at Lieberose, for example, turned out to be a former cook called (of all things)
Biitter. On 3 January 1946 he was delivered up to the police in Potsdam accused of fraud. A
week later he was found hanging in his cell, but the apparent suicide was contradicted by the
state of his corpse — he had had his head beaten in, to stop him giving anything away at his
trial.29 At Forst on the Neisse, there was a flourishing trade in contraband across the new border
with Poland. Germans, Poles and Russians were all involved, and the need to prevent the
military poking their noses into the smuggling trade resulted in at least one murder. Elsewhere
in Germany corrupt Soviet officials sold grain to the Germans. Another German who was
able to hoodwink the Soviets into believing she was anti-fascist was Sonja Kloss, the
mayoress of Kolberg bei Storkau. She turned out to be a former SS interpreter who was

protecting her lover, an erstwhile senior SS man.30

Anyone was in danger of being denounced, as most people had a skeleton in their closet.
Muscovites and others who had co-operated with the Soviet authorities in Russia were
generally above suspicion. In the sleepy town of Ruppin in the Mark Brandenburg,
Landrat Dietrich had denounced the teacher Schulze in Gransee, whom he accused of
having been an important leader in the Hitler Youth, and of seducing young boys. Dietrich
owed his position of power to the fact that he had been on the committee of the Free
Germany movement as a POW in Russia.31 In Oranienburg the local dictator was the
senior judge, one Fandrich, who uncovered a former Wehrmacht paymaster hiding in his
parish and had him consigned to the concentration camp at Sachsenhausen which ‘the
Russians had brought back to life’. It is not known if he ever re-emerged. Fandrich, who
employed his son as a spy, was not all that he seemed: he was not a jurist, and he was not
even German. He spoke fluent Russian and had fought in the Russian Imperial Army in
the First World War. He had later lived as a merchant in Warsaw. Like many people who
achieved power in Germany just after the war, Fandrich was a KZler. He had been in
Sachsenhausen himself, where he had worn the green badge of a criminal. His position in
the Soviet Zone allowed him to amass hordes of treasure handed over by those who did
not want their past examined in detail. On those who were less considerate, he imposed
prison sentences. By January 1947 he had become over-confident of his position with the
Russians. An order was issued for his arrest, and, although he was given time to flee, he

felt he was not in danger. He was later put on trial and received a five-year sentence.32

Many criminals posed as ‘victims of fascism’ in this way, like Werner Stahlberg, who had
been released from the prison in Brandenburg, but who had been a common criminal. A band
led by a Russian-speaking German Balt named Schroder carried out seventy-eight robberies
in a ‘blue limousine’. They even robbed hospital patients of their valuables. Schroder had
begun his life of crime when his friend and protector ‘Dr’ Werner Zahn, Oberbiirgermeister
of Potsdam, was arrested. Zahn was another conman who had invented his doctorate. Before

the war he had sold cinema tickets.33 Lowenthal lifted the lid on Thuringia. Goethe’s

Ilmenau® was in the hands of Paul Flieder, a former communist who had nonetheless
achieved high rank in the SS. With him installed in the town hall, fifty-one former Nazis
found gainful employment. In Weissensee near Erfurt power was in the hands of one
Hitkamp, another purported ‘victim of fascism’ who ran a robber-band, conducting house-to-
house searches and confiscating property. In Eisenach the CID (criminal police) officer
Kirchner turned out to have nine convictions of his own, while Reinhold Lettau, the police
president who hired him, was an old Nazi. There could be tough sentences and quite arbitrary
killings for anyone who fell foul of the Soviets. The Military Tribunal in Thuringia arraigned
one man for being an intimate of the former Gauleiter, Sauckel, on the strength of a
round-robin found in his home. In truth he was only the local Party cashier. He was tried by
Russian officers in the cinema and sentenced to be hanged. His sentence was commuted by

Stalin: he was shot instead.3*
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In Saxony, Karl Keller, the Biirgermeister of Zschieschen, was another ‘green” who had spent
eight years in a concentration camp and could boast thirty-two offences of theft and fraud. He
was one of the lucky ones who got out: the prison population — many of them rounded up
after the end of the war — was dying. When informed of the fact the Soviet commander,
Lieutenant-Colonel Jakupov, dismissed the matter as ‘humanitarian whingeing’. Another
Russian officer complained of naked Germans coming across the border from Czechoslova-
kia. They had been stripped, then pushed over the frontier. The officer said the best he could
do was put them in a cellar. He had no clothes to give them. Some Russian officers were
living a good life. A Major Astafiev was reported enjoying a regime unknown to tsarist
courtiers or boyars: he had a woman to roll on each stocking in the morning and another to

hand him his dressing gown.>> When in March 1947 the Soviet authorities pushed through
land reform in Saxony, 300,000 hectares were nationalised, but only 50,000 were handed
back to the peasants. The rest remained in the hands of the state. Meanwhile life was cheap
in Saxony. When on 16 February 1946 the Russians decided that informer Helene Mader was

no longer useful to them, the killer Zimmermann was paid the princely sum of 500 cigarettes.3°

* The poet walked in the woods near by, as the town belonged to Weimar. It was
here he wrote ‘Ober allen Gipfeln’.

In the new state of Sachsen-Anhalt, in Niegripp near Burg on the Elbe, Josef Conrad passed as
a political prisoner during his time in a concentration camp. The Russians were happy with his
credentials and made him both Biirgermeister and police chief. They also gave him a gun and
told him to round up the former Pgs and liquidate them. Conrad engaged a waiter with a
record for theft named Walter Kraft and together they killed the teacher Seewald, the
treasurer Dehne, the landlord Fabian and the agricultural worker Helmrich by putting a

bullet in the backs of their heads. Their bodies were robbed.3?

Rural Mecklenburg had formerly passed for the most reactionary corner of Germany. After
1945 it was the ‘most bolshevised’, according to Fritz Lowenthal. The head of the military
government, General I. I. Fediunsky, lambasted the Germans for their lack of efficiency. The
Germans were ‘shirkers’. One local Soviet commander, Colonel Serebriensky, he dubbed
‘the prompter at the Schwerin pocket edition of the Moscow world theatre’. Everything
passed under his nose. It was presumably the colonel who caused the disappearance of Willi
Jesse, the provincial secretary of the SED for Mecklenburg. Under his rule middle-class
Mecklenburgers were held back. At school they were not allowed to progress beyond the
ninth class or attend university. Some locals prospered under his reign, like the notorious

Wilhelm Stange, Landrat in Usedom, who exploited his office to line his pockets.3®

Not all so-called communists were crooks, but there was no shortage of people who came
out of the woodwork in 1945 to claim that they had been persecuted by Hitler’s regime, and
who demanded privilege as a result. The Muscovite Ackermann wryly observed that ‘It
turned out that in the Soviet Union there were fewer Bolsheviks than there were in Hitlerite
Germany.’” These former communists were jealous of the Wehrmacht officers who were
given positions of authority under the Russians, especially those who had fought in Spain,

or who had been in a concentration camp, or both.3’

Although the raping of German women had abated in the summer of 1945, it had not
stopped. There was a fresh outburst of wild raping when the occupation lines were redrawn in
June. The Russians moved into parts of Saxony and Thuringia where up till then the women
had lived in comparative safety. There were a hundred rapes in Zerbst, the town that had seen
the birth of Russia’s great queen, Catherine, and similar numbers were reported in Halle and
Weimar. In Weimar a Russian lieutenant walked into a barber’s shop and proceeded to rape
the cashier in front of the customers. Two other Russian officers had to be found before ‘this

animal could be overpowered’.*® Despite the availability of abortions, many half-Russian
children were born. In the US Ralph Keeling of the Institute of American Economics in
Chicago thundered against the Russo-German bastards and envisaged ‘Bolshevised Mongo-

lian-Slavic hordes’.41 Apart from the soldiers, there were around two million former POWs and
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forced labourers from Russia who had formed into gangs and robbed and raped all over central
Europe.42

Real security was achieved only when the Red Army was garrisoned in barracks buildings in
1947—8. Even later the Russians took over whole areas of towns, throwing the inhabitants out on
to the streets. From mid-1945, however, Russians caught raping women were liable to punish-
ment. They might even suffer execution. Some were shot in the act, adding a further trauma to
the victim of the sexual assault. A scale of charges was introduced in the summer of 1945, with
ten days for debauchery and four years for aggravated rape. No German could report the crimes,
however. When a group of young Germans prevented a rape by beating up the culprit, they were
arrested and charged with being Werewolves. It was only in 1949 that Russian soldiers were
presented with a real deterrent, with ten to fifteen years for simple rape and ten to twenty for

raping a child, and for group or aggravated rape.43 The east Germans had been allowed their own
police, but at the beginning these men were armed with nothing more potent than clubs and they
were not encouraged to step in when the crime was being committed by a Soviet soldier. They
were given a small number of guns in mid-1946.

The other continuing nightmare of the Soviet Zone was that the pillaging seemed unending.
In Karlshorst pilfering was tolerated within certain limits and according to rank. A squaddie
might steal a watch, a junior officer an accordion, but woe betide any of them who took more
than he should. Cars were useless — ‘you couldn’t hide a car’ — and besides, it would have
been nabbed by a superior officer.44 Some choice things did get stolen, especially if they
could be consumed on the spot. One MVD officer, for example, boasted of having some of

the finest wines from Goring’s cellar.45

Worse than the full-scale removal of the industrial base of the land was the abduction of men
and women to develop industry in the Soviet Union. Some of the more vital scientists had
surrendered to the West; the scientists who had created the V1 and V2 missiles at Peenemiinde,
for example, gave themselves up to the Americans in Bavaria. The Russians also found some
useful personnel and they were prepared to overlook a man’s Nazi past if the scientist were
prepared to work for them. They also lured them over with the promise of better housing.
Technicians working at the Oberspreewerk in the west were offered homes in Hirschgarten near

Ko6penick.46

At first the Russians were successful in attracting scientists. The Germans were less
enthusiastic when the round-ups began. They took place two days after abortive elections
on 20 October 1946, when the SED had been soundly beaten. Soldiers came at 3.00 a.m. to
deport all the leading electricians, toolmakers and engineers. The men and women were
informed, ‘By order of the Russian High Command you have been mobilised for work in the
Soviet Union. You are to leave at once, with your family. Your furniture and personal
belongings will be moved to your new residence. The length of your stay will not exceed

five years.’47 The size of the operation meant that they had not finished by five that
afternoon. One of the places the Russians cordoned off that morning was Hirschgarten.

The Russians were able to take their pick of the skilled workers from GEMA (which
manufactured range-finders and sights), ETEM (which made guidance equipment), AEG
Kabelwerk (which created radio transmitters), OKG-4 (which made automatic pilots) and
Askania (the radar manufacturers). Some of the Germans refused to go. In Halle they
literally had to be clubbed into submission. Ninety-two special trains were laid on to
transport the 5,000 men, women and children. Some of them were indeed back within five
years, some came back in 1953. A few stayed until January 1958, about the time the first
Sputnik went into orbit. German scientists were the fathers of both missile programmes,
American and Russian.48 The SBZ did not necessarily approve of the kidnapping of these
vital workers, but they had no control over the military. An attempt was made to stop the

dismantling of Zeiss and the Schott optical works, but it was to no avail.49
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The Russians also seized Walter Riedel of the glassworks of that name in Czechoslovakia.
Riedel had invented fibreglass and worked on lenses and prism glass. His large-size picture
tubes were used by the Luftwaffe as monitoring devices during the war. The Russians deemed
Riedel a scientific VIP and ‘invited” him to go to Russia after the war. He worked in a
laboratory for a decade before he was allowed to go home. His firm had been seized by the
Czechs. His son, Claus, had escaped detention in Austria and with the help of the Swarovski

family was able to start up the family business again in Tyrolean Kufstein.50

Until 1946 it was theoretically impossible to cross into the Russian Zone without an ‘Inter-
zone Pass’. It was a risky business, not least because of the danger of arrest or, for women,
of rape by border guards. Despite that many people braved the unmanned ‘Green Border’ in
order to reach their families. Margret Boveri crossed to her native Franconia, and Ursula von
Kardorff managed to make it from Berlin, despite being shot at by Russian border guards.
Some guards were more accessible, and were bought off with bottles of schnapps. The first
sight of Russian rule in the east came as a shock. Germans wishing to travel had to get used to
sitting on the roofs of trains, while Russians in clean uniforms occupied the half-empty
carriages. In tunnels you learned to lie flat and keep your head down. The station signs were
written in Cyrillic script, and policemen’s hats were embellished with the red star.

The life of the Gulag could be experienced in the Erzgebirge on the Czech border. This was
another part of Germany that had originally fallen to Patton’s soldiers. The Americans
retreated to Mulde on 12 May, but the Russians were slow to take their places and did not
get there before the end of June. The Russians learned that the region contained uranium
ore. This was an important discovery as ‘the Kremlin urgently requires atom bombs for its
peace policies’. Initially 10,000 men, later 20,000 men and women, were forced to work in
the mines; many of them were ethnic Germans from Hungary who were driven to work with
kicks and beatings, and cries of ‘Davai! Davai!’ (Come on, move). Some of the women
were whipped.

At the beginning of 1947 the whole western half of the region was cordoned off. More and
more forced labourers were brought in. Some 20,000-30,000 Saxons were not deemed
enough and recruiting offices were set up throughout the SBZ to procure the 75,000 men the
Russians felt they needed. POWs returning from the east were sent straight off to the
Erzgebirge, where they lived in makeshift barracks and tent camps similar to the places they
had just left. The camps were at a great distance from the mines, and the workers had to rise
at 3 a.m. to start the three-hour journey to the pithead. The work brought the men into contact
with carcinogenic material and 20,000 people are believed to have died prematurely as a
result of working in the mines. As it was eight men died in one week. The results were
positive for the Soviets, however: on 23 August 1949 they were able to detonate their first

atom bomb, using uranium from the mines at Wismut.51

In May 1945 the purging and recreation of the police force was the most important item on the
agenda. At first the force was dominated by unarmed Socialist Party members, as the Allies
had stipulated that the Germans were not to be issued with weapons. This made them
vulnerable to the bands of armed bandits. K-5 was the name of the political police which took
over some of the functions of the Gestapo and would turn in time into the Ministry of State
Security, or ‘Stasi’. The man behind it was Erich Mielke, a communist who had fled to
Moscow after killing a policeman. There were already over 80,000 police in the SBZ by
September 1947.52 If Mielke’s Stasi was to be the recreation of the Gestapo, another Nazi
institution was to be rapidly dusted down and put back to work: the Hitler Youth. The youngish
Erich Honecker was given the job of forming the FDJ, or Freie Deutsche Jugend.

Even more sinister were the many camps and prisons. Some of these had been simply carried
over from Nazi times, like Sachsenhausen and Buchenwald. The Russian general Dratvin
explained the facts to some British visitors: ‘The [Nazi] camps have been liquidated, but the
buildings are being used for housing fascist criminals who have committed crimes against

our country.’s3 The traditional Nazi camps were joined by new creations like Hohenschon-
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hausen in Berlin, which was also in a Soviet residential ghetto. It was here that Otto
Grotewohl, SPD leader in the Soviet Zone, lived surrounded by Russians and barbed wire.
Then there was Jamlitz was near Lieberose in the Uckermark, Forst in the Lausitz, Roitzsch-
Bitterfeld, Frankfurt-an-der-Oder, Ketschendorf near Beeskow in the Mark, Neubranden-
burg, Miihlberg on the Oder, Bautzen, Altenhain (which was used for Russian deserters and
former members of Vlasov’s army), Stern-Buchholz near Schwerin and the old POW camp
at Torgau which had been turned into a political prison. Hardened cases were transferred to
the Soviet Union.

The new (and old) camps were called ‘Spetzlager’, or ‘special camps’. At Christmas 1946
there were 15,000 prisoners in Buchenwald and around 16,000 in Sachsenhausen. Sachsen-
hausen, or Spetzlager no. 7, was closed down in the early 1950’s. Later fifty mass graves
were discovered there which were thought to have been dug after the war, containing around
12,500 bodies. Most of the dead had perished from hunger or disease; about thirty-five to
forty inmates died every day in the winter of 1946—7. Death began with the over-sixties, who
perished from dropsy. When they had succumbed it was the turn of the fifty-year-olds. In
the winter of 1946 to 1947 even the forty-somethings died in droves. Camp 3,
Hohensch6nhausen had about 3,000 prisoners, Fiirstenwalde 6,000, and Camp 4, Bautzen
18,000. Russian estimates show that, of the 122,671 Germans who passed though the camps,

42,889 died — that is, more than a third. Only 756 were actually shot.54

German figures are roughly double the Russian tally: 240,000. Of these a higher figure of
95,643 perished — over 40 per cent. In these revisions there were 60,000 prisoners at Sachsen-
hausen, of whom just over half died; a little over 30,000 at Buchenwald, where a little under
half did not survive the experience; and 30,000 at Bautzen, where 16,700 died.5> Anyone who
was suspected of Nazi sympathies was liable to incarceration; and a good many monarchists
and conservatives were thrown in too. The chief sugar manufacturers — twelve in all — were
sent to a camp. One survived. Quite a lot of young people who had been in the Hitler Youth
or the girls’ equivalent, the BdM, were sent to the camps. For the major landowners and

Junkers there was Riigen.’® Added to the perils of life in the Russian concentration camp,
Nacht und Nebel abductions had claimed another 5,431 Germans by November 1947, of whom

1,255 were youths.>’

For all its dangers the Soviet Zone, like the Democratic Republic that succeeded it, offered a
sort of daily life provided the citizen was not too demanding. There were times when the
inhabitants of SBZ were better fed than the Germans in the West, but this did not prevent
them from complaining, as in this parody of the nationalist anthem ‘Deutschland tiber alles’:

Deutschland, Deutschland, ohne alles
Ohne Butter, ohne Fett

Und das bischen Marmelade

Frisst uns die Verwaltung weg.
Hénde falten, Kopfe sinken,

Immer an die Einheit denken.

Germans, Germans lacking everything
Lacking butter, lacking fat

The modicum of marmalade

Is mopped up by our brass hats.

Bow your head in humility

Lie back, think of Unity.

Culture

Two heroic figures emerged in the Russian Zone to promote a brief flowering of the arts after
May 1945. They were Johannes R. Becher and the Russian art historian Colonel Alexander
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Dymshitz. Becher was just behind the front line, ready to implement a policy elaborated in
Moscow, but once again it was not necessarily an exclusively Marxist—Leninist approach. As
early as 30 April 1945 Ulbricht issued a list of writers who were welcome to publish in the
Soviet Zone. They were all exiles from Nazism: Anna Seghers, Lion Feuchtwanger, Thomas

and Heinrich Mann, Arnold Zweig and Bertolt Brecht.

The Russians actively promoted not just socialist theatre, ballet, opera and cinema; they
promoted bourgeois arts as well. This was in keeping with Anton Ackermann’s programme
penned in Moscow in June, that the Soviet system was wrong for Germany, and that it needed
to be reorganised on broad, anti-fascist, democratic principles instead. The programme had
to be in place before the Western Allies arrived for the meeting in Potsdam. For the first three
years after the war, there were no real cultural divisions in the capital, and the Soviet Zone
continued to take the lead in cultural matters.59 Becher returned to Berlin after twelve years and
three months of exile on 11 June 1945. Ulbricht had approved his role; he was ‘necessary for

the work among the intellectuals’.60

Becher found his house in Zehlendorf intact, if not quite habitable. He went off to live in
Dahlem, in the home of the Nazi banker Emil Georg von Strauss. He immediately began to
invite old friends over to discuss getting intellectual life going again in the city. This was to
become the steering committee for the Kulturbund zur demokratischen Erneuerung Deutsch-
lands (Cultural Alliance for the Democratic Renewal of Germany). It was meant to function
in all four zones. Becher put down his thoughts on Berlin in a letter to his wife Lily, whom
he had left behind in Moscow. ‘It is really enough to make you howl ... and Berlin is Berlin.
Despite everything you are not coming back to a strange place. Children sing German,
mothers speak German — and the trees on the streets and the green on the balconies — [ am
overjoyed, my most beloved, and the only galling thing is that you are not beside me!’61 On
3 July the Alliance was launched at a party for 1,500 people in the hall of Broadcasting
House in the Masurenallee. Becher spoke: ‘We have enough German tragedies in our
history, more than enough, now we want to finally bring an end to German tragedies ..." In
the next two years he went a long way towards creating that renewal until the Cold War
made bourgeois writers unwelcome in the SBZ.

As the Allies prepared to celebrate their meeting in Potsdam, the Russians reopened the
Variété Theatre and in a cinema opposite they screened the film Dr Mamlock. Where no
specific building existed, the Russians turned over municipal premises to theatre and cinema.
A triumphal arch had been set up in Berlin’s Frankfurter Allee, which was later to become one
of the showpieces of Stalinist architecture. As part of the festivities Wilhelm Furtwingler gave

a concert in which Mendelssohn’s music was played.” All these events received the hearty
approval of Bersarin. Few Berliners, however, knew they were happening. There were as yet
no newspapers, and communication was by word of mouth.

* Mendelssohn’s music had been taken out of mothballs by Leo Borchard. See
above p. 120.

The Soviet cultural supremo was Colonel Sergey Tulpanov, head of the Political Department of
the Soviet Military Administration. He wanted to prove that the Russians were not quite as
barbaric as May 1945 had seemed to suggest.62 They tended to look after the German artists and
show them respect, while the Western Allies cavilled, treated them like unrepentant Nazis and
refused to shake their hands. Tulpanov was a huge, ursine presence, whom George Clare
compared to Hermann Goring, many of whose cultural offices Tulpanov had taken over. By
April 1946 more than a hundred theatres had opened in the SBZ, performing classics such as
Lessing’s Nathan der Weise, Moliére’s Tartuffe and works by Offenbach, as well as Russian
pieces. Tulpanov was abetted by Dymshitz. It was Dymshitz who was behind Die Mowe, the
artists’ and writers’ club that opened in the old Biilow Palace in the Soviet Sector and
provided literary and artistic Berliners with a decent meal, comfort and rest. Later they had
the premises of the old Berlin Club that Becher turned into an artists’ colony with the parquet

from Hitler’s Chancellery. Here authors ate unrationed food and kept out of the cold.c3
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Dymshitz was a highly cultured man of Jewish origin from St Petersburg. He had grown up
in a house with a Steinway and a library. He had spoken German, French and English from
childhood and attended the German Reform School, the best in the city before the Great
War. He went on to develop a fondness for the avant garde as a student in the 1920°s. He had
little rapport with the Anglo-Americans, but he had a certain amount of support from the
French cultural boffin, Félix Lusset. When the Anglo-Americans outlawed Becher’s Kultur-

bund in their sectors, Lusset refused to follow suit.s4

Like Goring, Tulpanov could tolerate satire provided he found it funny. He revelled in the
performances of Giinter Neumann, who was reviving Berlin cabaret at Ulenspiegel in Berlin.
Like the Schaubiihne in Munich, Ulenspiegel was a stage licensed to poke fun at the Allies.
Even the Nazis had tolerated some small degree of satire in this form. As George Clare put
it, Neumann lashed out at all the Allies, but without a ‘trace of German self-pity’. He poked
fun at frat, and the desperation to which German girls were driven by hunger:

Johnny took me like a lady

And we traded — nothing shady,
Two pounds of coffee so I’d do it,
Fruit-juice cans so I’d renew it.
Hot we got with burning skins
For a couple of corned-beef tins
But for chocolate — Hershey bar

I went further much than far.

Carl Zuckmayer admired the Russian contribution to the arts at the time. The most
prestigious theatre in the Russian Sector was the Admiralspalast, which had survived the
bombing unscathed and now played host to the State Opera. Zuckmayer found the singers
less impressive than their counterparts in New York, but on the other hand he was very

struck by the talents of the young directors and artists who designed the performances.®> Of
the Western Allies, only the American theatre chief Benno Frank came anywhere near him.
He had been a prominent German Jewish actor and director before 1933. Their British
counterpart was Pat Lynch, a Cork-man and one-time prepschool master with a fondness for
Wagner. It was only much later that the Westerners learned by their mistakes and began to

open cinemas and theatres in their sectors.%

Becher’s office as president of the Cultural Alliance was in Schliiterstrasse 45, just off the
Kurfiirstendamm in the British Zone. The honorary president was Hauptmann. When Haupt-
mann died and the Poles could finally dispose of his corpse, Becher, Tulpanov and Pieck
travelled to Stralsund on the Baltic coast. Becher pronounced the obsequy over the late
writer’s coffin: ‘According to your wishes, may you be laid to earth before sunrise, to become

a symbol of German promise! May your decease become the turning point.’¢” Schliiterstrasse

45 had an interesting history.” After the Nazi cultural association, the RKK or Reichskul-
turkammer, had been bombed out of its premises in the centre of the city, it had moved here.
The building still contained all the files relating to artistic activity in the Third Reich, and, in
the basement, the painting collection of the Jewish community. Now it became the rallying
point for the starving artists of the occupation who came to Becher for shelter and ration

cards.®® In Becher’s time the house contained the ‘Spruchkammer’, a sort of Star Chamber
where German artists were examined for their reliability by a panel composed of the four
powers. It was headed by the British major Kaye Sely — born Karl Seltz in Munich.

Becher’s success was so great at this time that even Thomas Mann condescended to come to
him to request a favour for one of his wife’s relatives, Hans von Rohrscheidt, who was being
roughly handled by the Soviet authorities. In return Becher wanted Mann to bring his influence
to bear in getting CARE packets for his writers. Becher was trying to bring them all home:
Doblin had returned (he was in Baden-Baden, working for the French) but Anna Seghers, the
Manns, Herzfeld and Feuchtwanger were all hesitating. It was the time of the well-publicised
dispute between Thomas Mann and two writers who had stayed in Germany, Walter von Molo
and Franz Thiess. Thiess had said it was natural to remain in Germany, and pointed out that it
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had been harder to remain than to enjoy a comfortable life in exile like Mann. Mann’s son
Klaus called Thiess ‘repulsive’: he had come to terms with the Nazis and earned a packet
working on film scripts. Becher tried to pour oil on the troubled waters, issuing another
invitation: ‘Come home, you are expected.” On 22 November 1945 he launched an appeal to
the émigrés. He did not share Mann’s view that books published during the Third Reich were
worthless, and refused to allow his writings to appear in a volume of exile literature. He saw
no virtue in exile: it was ‘bitter necessity’, no more. It was an attitude that made him

unpopular with those who had emerged from the concentration camps.69

* And future: it is now the popular Hotel Bogota.

With Becher at the helm, and with the backing of Tulpanov for the time being, the Soviet
Zone took a pragmatic approach to denazification in the arts. Zhukov had not believed that
Hauptmann had resisted the Nazis, but he had given him his entire protection, keeping both
his own soldiers and the Poles off him while he eked out his last days. The Americans were
after Furtwingler’s blood. He had been a Prussian state councillor under the Nazis — a wholly

honorary position given out to a few cultural and intellectual worthies who toed the line.”
Furtwingler had taken refuge in Switzerland at the end of the war, partly as a result of his
fears for his safety. He had been close to some of the men who were executed after the July
Plot. As the war drew to a close the Swiss had turned on him and he had fled to Austria in the
autumn of 1945. He was summoned back by the Russians in February 1946 to take over his
old job at the Berlin Philharmonic. Up to then the reins had been held by Leo Borchard, and
by the temperamental thirty-three-year-old Sergiu Celibidache.

‘Celi’ had taken over the Philharmonic just six days after Borchard’s death. He was even
more obscure than his predecessor: an unknown Romanian who had arrived in Berlin in the
mid-1930’s to study composition under Heinz Tiessen. Before he was relieved of his post by
the triumphal return of Furtwéngler, ‘Celi’ conducted the BPO no fewer than 108 times. The
Allies saw him as a ‘political virgin’ and, while disputes raged about all the other conductors

who were to some extent tainted by Nazism, there was no argument about him.70

* The process of humiliating the great conductor was admirably dramatised in Ro-
nald Harwood’s play Taking Sides.

1 A modernistic cinema constructed in the 1920’s. It is still there, although it was
severely altered in the 1960’s.

As the Philharmonie had been gutted, ‘Celi’ performed in the Titania Palast in Berlin-Steglitz,
the Theater des Westens by the Zoo, the Radio Station and other intact buildings in Dahlem,
Tegel and Wedding. He also performed in other German cities standing in for Furtwéngler,
who was the subject of particularly petty attacks by Allied officials — chiefly American.
Before Furtwingler could perform in the Western Allied Zones, he had to receive his
Persilschein — a clean bill of political health — in Vienna, Wiesbaden and Berlin. Vienna
presented him with few problems, but at the American HQ in Wiesbaden they were reluctant
to exonerate him. There was a persistent clamour from back home, especially from Thomas
Mann’s daughter Erika. He could only proceed to the higher court in Berlin in December
1946. He was finally absolved in April 1947. During that time Celibidache stood in for him,

but according to Furtwingler’s widow relations between the two of them were always good.71

Furtwéngler returned to Berlin in a Russian aircraft on 10 March 1946, landing at the
Adlershof airfield in the Soviet Zone. He was received in all pomp by Becher. The Russians
provided him with the Pheasantry, his old grace-and-favour residence in the park at Sans
Souci in Potsdam. His faithful housekeeper was waiting for him, and so was his piano. The
West objected to his performing, however, and his appearance at the concert in the Radio
Station had to be scrapped. That day the orchestra was directed by Celibidache.

(Page 149)



After The Reich - Giles MacDonogh

Furtwingler had already been cleared by a denazification court in Austria and thought that
the pardon would be granted automatically in Berlin. The Americans in the person of General
McClure, however, were not prepared to give in so easily and they reminded the other Allies
that Furtwingler needed an American licence to perform at the Philharmonie, which was in
their sector, and that all Prussian state councillors had been banned from public life under
Control Council Directive No. 24. This didn’t much impress the Russians, who offered
Furtwéngler the directorship of the Lindenoper, which lay in their territory. They even
whipped up a press campaign to bring him back, embellishing their Berliner Zeitung on 16
February 1946 with the headline ‘Berlin calls Wilhelm Furtwéngler’. The conductor refused
to be wooed. Knowing that acceptance meant kissing goodbye to the BPO, he declined the

offer.72

Furtwéngler had never been a Pg, but there were plenty of conductors who had: Karajan,
Knappertsbusch, Krauss and the chief conductor of the Berlin City Opera, the Austrian Leopold
Ludwig. Ludwig had denied his Party membership on the Fragebogen and had been sentenced
to a year’s imprisonment by the British Military Government. Ludwig was not only a Pg — like
Karajan he had joined in Austria where membership was il-legal.73 Knappertsbusch had actually
been a protégé of Eva Braun’s, who was attracted to the conductor’s ‘boyish good looks’.
Hitler had not held him in high regard, claiming he was ‘no better than a military band-
leader’. The Fiihrer did not like Karajan either, because the conductor did not use a score
and failed to spot the errors of the singers. He would have pushed Karajan aside had he not

been protected by Goring. Such was the Third Reich.74

The Russians ceased any pretence at taking denazification seriously for the arts scene. The
civilised Captain Alexander Gouliga was replaced by an obstreperous Sub-lieutenant Levin who
apparently did not even speak German. The Allied culture boffins had their last meeting with
Gouliga in the House of Soviet Culture where a splendid feast had been prepared: goblets of
Crimean champagne were served by two old German waiters with Hitler moustaches ‘who
looked like a couple of ex-Gauleiters recently released from a Russian internment camp’. After
the sparkling wine came vodka and beer. Salads were succeeded by smoked fish and caviar,
caviar by stuffed eggs, cold meats and sausages — and those were just the zakuski. Bortsch and

stroganoff and orange cream rounded off the feast.75

As far as opera was concerned, both the Stiddtische Oper and the Lindenoper had been
outhoused due to bomb damage. Berlin’s City Opera was now in the Theater des Westens,
while the Lindenoper was in the Admiralspalast in the Friedrichstrasse. Although the former
was in the British Sector, the audiences for both opera houses were principally Russian.
Neither was open to mere Germans. The night George Clare went to the Theater des Westens
in 1946 there was a handful of British officers and two NCOs (himself and his friend),
together with a ‘sprinkling’ of Americans and a ‘pride’ of Frenchmen. The rest of the
audience was made up of Russians and their wives. The Soviets allowed officers to import
wives and children, which was forbidden for the time being among the Western Allies —

hence the need for frat.76

As ever, music had a powerful effect on the Berliners, who had braved the bombs to hear the
BPO perform during the war. Margret Boveri remembered her first concert after the war. She
heard a choral work of Bruckner’s in a ‘ruinous hall in [Berlin-]Zehlendorf’. It gave rise to
floods of tears brought on by years of suppressed and concealed emotions.77 When after two
years of trials Furtwéngler received his Persilschein on 30 April 1947 and was able to conduct
‘his’ orchestra once again on Whit Sunday (25 May), the audience clapped for fifteen
minutes, summoning him back to the rostrum sixteen times. It had been an all-Beethoven
programme — the overture to Egmont, and the Fifth and Sixth Symphonies. Erika Mann
carped: it was not the old Philharmonic, but the purged version that had survived the Third
Reich, and even then it had been under-rehearsed. The conductor replied to her father,
modestly pointing out that fifteen minutes’ applause was not unusual for Beethoven in
Berlin.7s One Jew who wholeheartedly stood by Furtwéngler throughout the crisis was
Yehudi Menuhin. Menuhin, who performed the Beethoven violin concerto with the conduc-
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tor on 28 September 1947, was anxious to break the boycott of Furtwidngler in America. He
demonstratively gave the conductor his hand, and was treated as a traitor in America as a

result.79

Brecht, Eisler and Heinrich Mann looked on from their places of exile, but theatre prospered.
Many theatres had been spared the Anglo-American bombing, and Berlin was in a position
to put on plays from the start. Hilde Spiel was awestruck: ‘What remains is the world of the
theatre. Only here do they [the Berliners] continue to eat and drink, love without worry and
die without cause, swagger, croon, charm, laugh. Only here do the porters still strut about
and the candles still flicker in ornate chandeliers, only here do the cigars glimmer and the

wines flow.’80

The Hebbel Theatre performed the Dreigroschenoper from 8 August 1945. A few days later
Ruth Friedrich went along to the ‘Saarlandstrasse, alias Stresemannstrasse, alias Konigs-
gritzerstrasse’ — her litany of purges did not include the last one: the Hermann-Goring-
Strasse — and found an immense queue and the idea of ‘beggar’s opera’ right and fitting for
the Berliners. The line ‘Grub first, then morality’ seemed particularly apposite to Ursula von
Kardorff when she went at the beginning of October.s! The Hebbel Theatre also honoured the
poets and writers of the ‘System time’ — as Hitler dismissed the Weimar period: Toller,
Tucholsky, Brecht, Heinrich Mann, Erich Miithsam, Lion Feuchtwanger, Leonhard Frank and
Ludwig Rubener.s2 The Hebbel, however, was not all it seemed: it was in the American
Sector. Brecht was not altogether kosher as far as the Russians were concerned. ‘Grub first,
then morality’ did not suit them; they wanted it the other way round. It did not accord with
notions of collective guilt either. Brecht would have to wait for his reconciliation with the

Soviet authorities.83

The most famous man of Berlin theatre, Gustaf Griindgens, was another state councillor, and
was suffering from the same blanket ban as Furtwéngler. Once again, the Russians took no
notice, and restored him to power as Intendant at the German Theatre. Griindgens might have
been deemed to have suffered enough already. He had been arrested as Generalintendant of
the Prussian State Theatres, because — it was said — his Russian captors had believed his rank
to have been a military one, and spent nine months in Russian camps. Colleagues had finally
persuaded Bersarin that Griindgens was no soldier, but the difficulty then was to find him:
the Russians kept no reliable records of the people interned in their camps and gulags. Once
freed, he became a Russian baby and benefited from their aegis, to the degree that they
denazified him themselves on 27 April 1946, and declared his character without a stain.
Griindgens returned to work, despite all attempts on the part of the Western Allies to prevent
him. His first role was in Carl Sternheim’s satire Der Snob. It was a great occasion; ‘an event,
the most important by far in early post-war Berlin’s social and cultural life’. Despite the

poverty that raged all around, ticket-touts were able to charge up to RM1,000 for a seat.?

Becher wanted to make the Soviet Zone a refuge for all writers. Authors were given category-I
ration cards. He rescued Rudolf Ditzen, tried to wean him off the alcohol that was killing him
and provided him with a theme for a novel so that he might start work again. Ditzen’s young
wife was addicted to morphine, which was provided by another writer, the poet and physician

Gottfried Benn, who like Ditzen—Fallada, had made no attempt to emigrate after 1933.8° The
Ditzens were found a place to live in the Soviet enclave of Pankow and were even brought
toys and a goose at Christmas — all of which failed to prevent a drunken Ditzen from having
a go at the Muscovite Party chairman Pieck at a drinks party that month.

The rehabilitation of writers like Ditzen in the Soviet Zone led to a set-to with the Anglo-
Americans and JCS 1067. Ditzen—Fallada was anything but squeaky clean, and had earned a
handsome crust under the Nazis. The British denazifiers sniffed and the Western press
cavilled. In Munich the writer Hans Habe called one of his novels a work of fascist literature.
This led to difficulties in obtaining a licence across the Elbe and in resuming contact with his
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publishers abroad.® The Russians also cast a surprisingly benign eye over publishing in their
zone at first. For more than forty years the Aufbau Verlag shone a beacon of light —
sometimes bright, sometimes dim — from the former premises of the bank Delbriick, Schick-

ler & Co. in the Franzosischestrasse.” The house was created on 16 August 1945, under
Becher’s protecting hand. Becher had been planning new publications even in his exile. Less
doctrinaire than most of his colleagues, he believed that the Germans had to admit collective
guilt, but was less literal in his interpretation of the Soviet canon. He ensured that the press
received the necessary licence from the Soviet authorities. The running of the press was taken
over by another Muscovite and long-term Communist Party member, Erich Wendt, in 1947.

Becher was elected to the central committee of the SED in April 1946, but some people in
the Berlin Kremlin did not believe he was a Marxist-Leninist at all. He certainly did not
turn up to all the meetings. The ‘Tulip’ had abandoned him. As Tulpanov put it tactfully
after Becher’s death, in Berlin ‘Nothing remained of the modesty of the war years. He was
at home, completely at home, and he quite naturally expressed the view that he knew better

than we did how to order the German house.’” Becher was still protected by Vladimir
Semionov and Dymshitz. Dymshitz told Tulpanov that the Cultural Alliance was not meant
to be an ideological organisation. Tulpanov stayed his hand for the time being, but
Alexander Abusch was placed beside the poet in the organisation as the head of the
‘ideological division’, to keep an eye on him. The SBZ made sure that the press could dip
into Russian reserves of paper and board for the book covers. Once again it was Dymshitz
who restrained the censor, Captain Filippov. In 1945-6, only one book fell foul of the
Russian authorities, and that was Gilinther Weisenborn’s Berliner Requiem. Here not even
Becher’s intercession could persuade the Soviets to allow publication of a work that centred

on the misery of the Berliners in the first post-war days.?®

* From which it was evicted when the building returned to its original owners in
1995.

The Aufbau Verlag’s earliest publications were Becher’s Manifest des Kulturbundes zur
demokratischen Erneuerung Deutschlands and the first number of the cultural and political
periodical Aufbau. Neither was calculated to run counter to the ideals of the Russian Zone or
to excite the censor Captain Filippov. A year later the Kulturbund published its own weekly
n Sonntags, with a print-run of 200,000. The Aufbau, however, was not just a printing press for
radical texts: before the year was out it had published eleven books, including works by Georg
Lukacs, Max Hermann-Neisse, Theodor Pliever — whose documentary novel Stalingrad
achieved sales of 177,000, not including those sold under licence to West German houses — and
Heinrich Heine, all of them authors who had the distinction of being banned by the Nazis.

Heine was the only dead author, and the most eminent of them all.?

Becher came to the conclusion that Aufbau should not be the publisher of exile-literature,
so in 1946 he changed the policy to include writers who had remained in Germany
throughout the Nazi years, but who were not tarred with the brush of Nazism. They included
Ernst Wiechert, Hans Fallada, Gerhart Hauptmann and Ernst Niekisch. As Germany
polarised at the onset of the Cold War, some of the non-communist writers were pushed out
of the list, while others chose to remove themselves.

Censorship was formally introduced by the Russian authorities in January 1947, but that
year the Aufbau was still printing works by noncommunist authors such as Egon Erwin Kisch
and Lion Feuchtwanger, as well as Victor Klemperer’s study in the Nazi abuse of language,
LTI. The Aufbau only became wholly ideological in its policy once the Western Allies put
through currency reform. Among other things, the move meant a serious loss of income for
the East German publishing house. After 1948 the size of the editions diminished considera-
bly. Many of the Aufbau authors also belonged to the Cultural Alliance. Other members
included Anna Seghers, Ricarda Huch and the painters Otto Nagel and Karl Hofer.
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One of Becher’s projects was to create a new artists’ colony at the seaside resort of
Ahrenshoop as the Cultural Alliance’s Summer Academy on the Baltic. The Nazis who had
been living there were flushed out and a children’s home was created so that writers would
be unencumbered with parental duties. Becher wanted to build up a new, anti-fascist intellec-
tual elite.20 The desire to ‘make Germans out of Germans’ by reintroducing them to their art
and literature — some of which had been banned under the Nazis — sadly gave way to more
blatant Soviet propaganda after 1947 and Becher was unable to contain the ideological tide.
Performances of Schiller and Mozart were replaced by Pushkin and Gogol, Chekhov,
Rimsky-Korsakov, Tchaikovsky and Chopin. That might have been tolerable in its way, but
soon that too was pushed aside in favour of modern plays which stressed the value of Soviet
culture and the evilness of its Western equivalent. Plays had to show the Soviet Union in a
positive light. Even Becher came under suspicion for a while until he saved his skin by
writing a few poetic encomiums to ‘the great Stalin’. The drama put on after 1947 was every

bit as tedious as the American plays performed in the US Zone.91

On 21-22 May 1946 the Cultural Alliance held a congress with Tulpanov present. Becher
sailed close to the wind again. In a speech he questioned Soviet policy: ‘demontage and
reparations make most people doubt whether they will still be able to lead a tolerable life’. He
called for more responsibility to be given to Germans to govern their own lives. The speech
did not go down well.92 He pushed on regardless. The first German writers’ congress was held
in the Hebbel Theatre (in the American Zone) at the beginning of October. As many as 250
writers came, including Ricarda Huch, but some of the fleurons still evaded his grasp: there
was no sign of the Manns, Brecht or Feuchtwanger. Becher called for unity — there was no
peace without it. A split Germany was not a Germany at peace. He revealed his hand as an

idealist for a united Germany. The congress was the first and last of its kind.93 Two years later
the Cultural Alliance held a congress which brought together artists and writers from East and
West to denounce McCarthyist America.’+ The Western Allies had already disowned Becher,
and they kicked him out of the Schliiterstrasse at the end of the year.

The crack was coming and many of the writers who had found a Gemiitlichkeit in the
Soviet Zone were leaving: Pliever went to Munich, Ricarda Huch to Frankfurt-am-Main.
Becher was unfairly accused of being behind the abduction of the journalist Dieter Friede.
He was having to defend the system more and more. When Eugen Kogon (who had been
in Buchenwald) compared the Russian camps to the Nazi ones, Becher told him the
comparison was absurd. The Western Allies refused him a pass to travel in their zones.
At the end of the year Pieck was describing Becher as a ‘political ignoramus’. Becher
offered to resign in December. His letter was signed pathetically ‘Mit sozialistischem
Gruss!” (With socialist greetings!), an unfortunate reminder of the Nazi formula. He had
been broken; he was one of the first great casualties of the Cold War.
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Chapter 7
Life in the American Zone

They send us chicken feed and expect us to say thank you.
Johannes Semler. Quoted in Volker Hentschel, Ludwig Erhard, ein Politikerleben, Munich and
Landsberg am Lech 1996, 51

ors’ part of the city’ in one of the sand-coloured skyscrapers beyond the main railway
station which made up the HQ of IG Farben and which appeared as an oasis in the
middle of the rubble. You needed a special pass to approach it and, if you were lucky enough to
discover a way in, you found it filled with what the American novelist John Dos Passos refers

T HE American Military Government in Frankfurt-am-Main was housed ‘in the conquer-

to as ‘chicken colonels’™ or pen-pushers.

Dos Passos had lunch there in November 1945. A German maid called them to the table. He

ate venison steak and drank first-rate burgundy! — a very different bill of fare to that endured
by the helots who milled about outside, fetching twigs in prams to heat their stoves. They
called the place ‘GI Farben Haus’ and gave it a wide berth. Visitors might catch an occasional
glimpse of the god of war himself, General Eisenhower, accompanied by his Irish mistress
Kay Summersby. With some exaggeration excused by the passing of time she wrote that the
IG Farben building was ‘a small city in itself. It was very elegant — lots of marble and
fountains and indoor flower gardens, great curving staircases and very luxurious offices,
several tennis courts could have fitted into Ike’s office.t Bouquets of fresh spring flowers

were placed in our offices every day.’2

* Not to be confused with the Colonel Harlan Sanders of Kentucky Fried Chicken
fame. Colonel Sanders was a ‘Kentucky Colonel’, a purely honorary rank he shares
with the author.

1 In her earlier and more respectful volume, Eisenhower was my Boss (235), she
says the office was ‘large enough for an auditorium’.

The Russian Gregory Klimov had reason to visit the American HQ, where he wanted to talk to
Clay. He was struck by the slovenly attitude of the black troopers, who had their cheeks
wadded with gum. ‘The privates stretched themselves out with their feet on the desk while
the generals tore around like messenger boys.” Eventually he met a ‘long-nosed little soldier’

who turned out to be Clay — ‘He wasn’t a general, he was an atom-bomb.’3 James Stern was
struck by the cute Americanness of it all, particularly the mess, where the officers pecked at
coleslaw and drank iced water. Homesick Americans could also assuage their spleen with
ice-cream. Stern’s friends in Frankfurt were unimpressed by the authority that watched over
them, filling them with the breath of democracy. ‘Das Pharisder Ghetto’, they called it, ‘The

Ghetto of the Pharisees’.*

Before he left Frankfurt Dos Passos had a chance to look round and sit in on a local American
Military Government meeting. ‘Frankfurt resembles a city not so much as a pile of bones and
smashed skull resembles a prize Hereford steer.” Yet people seemed to be rushing about the
streets, doing some sort of business: ‘They behave horribly like ants when you have kicked
over an anthill.” At the meeting he heard the reports. Frankfurt was receiving 2,000 new
residents a week; flats were being revamped for them; there had been five black-marketeers

arrested and fish was arriving from Bremen ...°

America’s great battlefield generals in the Second World War had been Eisenhower,
Bradley and Patton. Patton captured the imagination not only of the Americans, but also of
the Germans, making him a sort of American Rommel. He could hardly be restrained from
going on to take Prague before the arrival of the Red Army, using the Czech Uprising as an
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excuse. He claimed, improbably, that the Russians would stop it — ‘These patriots need our
help!” — when the Soviets had very largely conjured it up. What he meant was that he wanted
to take Prague for the West. He was no friend of the Russians. When a Russian came to him
with a pettifogging complaint he shouted, ‘Get this son-of-a-bitch out of here!” Zhukov was
dismissed as a ‘comic-opera covered with medals’ and Patton was exceptionally proud to
report that he had drunk a Russian general under the table. In this respect his views were

similar to those of Mark Clark, or even Lucius Clay. ‘On to the Oder!” he intoned.®

His attitude to the Germans amounts to a metaphor for the American occupation. At first he was
toughness incarnate. He famously displayed his attitude — and more — by urinating in the Rhine

on 24 March 1945 (‘I have been looking forward to this for some time”),” and after throwing up
at Ohrdruf not only ordered that local populations should be punished for what had gone on at
the camps in their neighbourhoods, he wanted simple American servicemen to see the concen-
tration camps. His attitude soon began to change, however, and it changed more quickly and
went further than any of his colleagues. Like Clay he had no truck with the no-frat order,
and he was clear in making a difference between Germans and Nazis: ‘All Nazis are bad.

But not all Germans are Nazis.’8

He was made military governor of Bavaria and set up his HQ in the former SS officer training
school in Bad To6lz. On 22 September he blotted his copy book by appointing Nazis to
administrative roles within his Bavarian command and marginalising their criminality — all
in defiance of JCS 1067. He backtracked a little, saying that he was employing Nazis because
he needed to retain his own men to fight, and because they hadn’t yet found anyone better.9
A week later, Eisenhower relieved him of his command.10 It may have been that Patton
thought the authorities were being ridiculously harsh about the run-of-the-mill Pgs, but there
was something more sinister besides. He was prone to antisemitic utterances. Morgenthau
and Baruch were exercising a ‘semitic revenge on Germany’, while the Jewish DPs were

beneath contempt, or ‘lower than animals’.11

He visited Camp No. 8 at Garmisch-Partenkirchen in September, which was said to contain
among its nearly 5,000 inmates the ‘cream’ of the black — Totenkopf — SS which operated the
concentration camps, including guards from Dachau and Buchenwald (those who had not
been killed while the prisoners were liberated). He was told that some of the people there
were not even Pgs, let alone criminals. At this moment Patton was heard to utter in frustra-

tion, ‘It is sheer madness to intern these people.’12 There is no doubt that he meant it. On
another occasion he said, ‘We have destroyed what could have been a good race ... [and
replaced it with] Mongolian savages. All of Europe will be communist.’13 His conciliatory
attitude towards the SS prisoners must have led to the rumour that he had told the camp
commanders to behave more decently towards their captives. A few months after his
dismissal he was injured in a car accident on his way to a pheasant shoot near Mannheim. He

died in Heidelberg on 21 December 1945.14 There have been conspiracy theories.15

After Eisenhower went home, the American commander in chief in Germany was General
Joseph T. McNarney. His deputy was Lucius B. Clay. Clay, who replaced McNarney as
commander of European Command in the spring of 1947, was an instance of one of West-
point’s great strengths, something that neither Sandhurst nor Woolwich has ever seemed
capable of producing — astute political officers. He was a southerner who had spent seventeen
years marking time as a first lieutenant in the engineers. He missed action in the First World
War and never commanded anything with greater firepower than a desk. Yet he was one of a
handful of outstanding figures of the immediate post-war period. Together with his political
adviser Robert Murphy he refused to concede where his political superiors were prepared for
retreat on all fronts.

Clay had abandoned any pro-Morgenthau feeling he might have had by 26 April 1945. He

was already keen to relaunch German industry.16 His guru was James Byrnes, and he must
have profoundly regretted the latter’s departure as secretary of state in January 1947. Three
months later Clay confirmed his discipleship in a letter. Byrnes’s Stuttgart speech, in which
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he announced a new deal for Germany, served as his model: ‘Every word that you said at
Stuttgart became a part of my “Bible” for Germany ... It was a living document of hope. |
am not pro-German but I hope with all my heart that in our political warfare with USSR we
do not forget that here in Germany we have 70,000,000 human beings to remember.’17 Clay
realised that his role was to make propaganda for the West. As he told General Draper in
Washington, ‘we do propose to attack communism and the police state before the German
people, whereas in the past we have confined our efforts to presenting the advantages of
democracy ... Our political objectives are to promote democracy which must mean to resist

communism.’18

At first civil administrations were created in a similarly haphazard way to the Russians. The
soldiers who occupied a town or village looked for someone who was untainted by Nazism.
In the writer Ernst von Salomon’s local town they asked the parish priest, who suggested
that the pre-1933 mayor had done a good job. The former mayor confessed, however, that he
had subsequently joined the Party. The Americans turned a blind eye to that and asked him
to appoint seven councillors. He told them frankly that he would be hard pressed to find
seven decent men who were not members of the Party, so in the end they had a council that

contained more Nazis than it had during the Third Reich.19

America disposed of a large body of linguists. These were either German Americans from the
Mid-West or German or Austrian Jews — often recent arrivals in the States — Czechs, Poles and
other educated Slavs who had lately established themselves across the Atlantic, or soldiers
who had simply acquired the language. There were German writers in uniform, like Klaus
Mann, Hans Habe, Stefan Heym and Georg Stefan Troller, most of whom worked in intelli-
gence or propaganda. Saul Padower, whose job was to interview prisoners for the Psycholog-
ical Warfare Department, spent his early years on the Elbe. Padower thought his colleague Joe
hailed from Nebraska — although his fluent German should have rendered him suspicious —
but when they reached Bavaria Joe suddenly grew pensive. He said his parents lived near by.
They drove to his village and entered the house. Joe poked an old man in a chair whose pipe
dropped out of his mouth. He asked the man if he knew who he was. The man had a stab, got
it wrong and tried again. This time he recognised the son who had left them at the age of
twelve: He turned to his wife who was knitting: ‘Hoer mal Du ... onser Sepp ist hier, doss ist

onser Sepp!” (Hey, listen you, our Joe is here, that’s our Joe!).20

American linguists were not always so politically reliable — some 70 per cent of US army
linguists had German relations like Padover’s Joe—Sepp. Salomon’s friend the Austrian
lawyer Diewald was astonished to find that the local American commandant was Chinese,
but his amazement was unsurpassed when he discovered that the man not only spoke perfect

German, but was a great admirer of the ‘As-As’, as he called the SS.21 Distrust, and the fact
that many were only FOB (fresh-off-boat) Americans, meant that only sixty-five out of 1,500
exiles figured in Military Government, but that was still more than in the SBZ, and the

British did not believe in making the oppressed victors.22

James Stern arrived in Germany in the spring of 1945. As the aircraft came in to land he
glimpsed Koblenz and the Deutsches Eck, where the Rhine and the Mosel meet. He was
appalled at his first reacquaintance with the country that he had first known as a teenager
learning German: ‘Sections of a shattered bridge stuck up out of the mud-coloured water and
a castle sat perched on top of the vine-terraced hills. Then the plane dropped, and we looked
down into rows of burned out-houses — just shells of houses, without roofs or rooms, You
looked down between their four walls to their ground floors, on which there lay either

nothing or else a mound of smashed brick, smashed sticks of furniture and garbage.’23

Carl Zuckmayer returned an exile from his native land in the autumn of 1946, just before the
great chill. He had emigrated to Switzerland after his works were banned by the Nazis. In
1939 he became an American citizen. At the end of the war he was living on a farm in
Vermont and making his expertise on German life available to the War Office. In July 1946
he became the head of the European unit of the CAD (Civil Affairs Division). He resigned in
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May 1947, deeply disappointed by everything he had seen during a winter in the land of his

birth.24 The occupation was eighteen months old, and he found that his former countrymen
viewed the Americans with mixed feelings. There was ‘a little hatred, some disappointment
and a bit of reasonable, grateful recognition’. What hatred there was existed chiefly in the
hearts of stupid Germans, he thought, men and women who refused to take responsibility for

what had happened.25

German attitudes to Americans were coloured by lack of contact; and lack of contact meant
lack of influence. The Americans tended to live in their own compounds, or to requisition
large sections of the extant middle-class suburbs of the bigger cities. This was the case in
Wiesbaden, where they moved into the smart quarters on the heights above the town. The
compounds were often ringed by barbed wire, making them into little fortresses announced by
the legend ‘Entry Forbidden to Germans’ — a sign with a conscious or unconscious allusion to
recent German exclusivity towards the Jews. The Americans bought from their own shops,
went to their own schools and spent the evenings in their own clubs. When they wanted to
know the news, they read it in the Stars and Stripes.

Zuckmayer believed it was important for Americans to go out and meet Germans, particu-
larly young Germans. Many German boys, he felt, were reticent about making contact with
Americans, but he held out hope for the girls. By that he did not mean frat, but beneficial
contact through discussion groups, possibly on Sundays. The most dangerous group of
Germans were those who were most hard done by: those who remained homeless and out of

work, and who spent their days idling, looking for trouble, or for something to steal.26

The American Zone had been fixed long before the end of the war, but on 12 December 1945
the US increased the size of its holdings in Germany by taking over the Bremen pocket from
the British. The Americans needed a port to unload supplies for their forces. The news was
bad for the famous Rathauskeller, as US forces adhered to their right to plunder supplies of
wine. Whether the British had helped themselves to the world’s most famous collection of
German wine first is not clear from the official history. Nearly 100,000 bottles were plun-
dered before an order was received to deliver a further 300,000 to the American army.
German civilians were no longer allowed to use the cellar and it was turned into an officers’
mess. American officers could buy wine, but no one restocked the cellar, and because many
American servicemen were not keen on German wine, whisky was served under the ancient
vaults.

The Americans may have drunk up many vintages from the nineteenth century, but they left
the two most famous wines alone: the cask of seventeenth-century Rose wine from the
Rheingau and the twelve barrels of eighteenth-century Apostle mosel were sealed and
apparently left untouched. On 15 October 1948 the cellar was handed back to the town hall
at a solemn ceremony at which the mayor, Wilhelm Kaisen, and the head of the American
military, Thomas Dunn, were present. There were many toasts, so perhaps it was not so
solemn by the end. All the Allies helped themselves to wine. For the owners of prestigious
estates and cellars, the important thing was to protect the most highly prized bottles. At
Maximin Griinhaus on the River Ruwer, for example, the current owner’s grandmother used
to find an excuse to visit the building, which had been taken over by the Americans. She was
a corpulent woman, who used to dress in wide skirts for the occasion. Once she had found
her way down to the vast formerly monastic cellars, she would pick up some bottles of the

best wines and hang them with cords under her clothes, thereby ferrying them to safety.27

The cession of Bremen was an instance of Anglo-American cooperation. In general the
British and the Americans worked together from the beginning, although the Americans
often looked down on the British, and vice versa. John Dos Passos cites an instance of a man
requiring a spare part for his Opel. He was told he needed to obtain it from the British Zone,
but it was no problem — ‘we have good co-operation on things like that’. Someone asked
about the French: ‘If anybody knows any way of getting anything out of the French Zone
they haven’t told me about it.” Finally the Russians were mentioned. ‘We don’t talk about

the Russian Zone’ was the answer.28
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Due to clever planning and relocation, a lot of German industry had survived. Clay put the
figure as high as 25—30 per cent, but he did not think the economy was ready to start up again
in June 1945.29 The Americans had come through the war with their wealth, and they turned
their noses up at the idea of demontage. Clay understood what that meant for his country all
too well: ‘rolling stock, livestock and agricultural implements required for a minimum
economy in Germany and which if not available would result in increased imports into
Germany, would militate against the ability of Germany to pay reparations and inevitably
result in calling on the US for relief’.30

Zuckmayer was able to witness the first steps taken to re-establish a professional life in the
ruins. He met a young dentist and was intrigued to know how he would practise his skills in a
broken city. He located the surgery in an area filled with the usual heaps of rubble. The ground
floor was filled with heaps of masonry but an emergency staircase had been built to give
access to the first floor, and on the second a dozen families and their sub-lessees were living
in a few patched-up rooms. From there another exposed stairway took him up to the remaining
rooms of the house where four dentists had established their practice. Only two of the rooms
could be heated, and the surgery’s hours were limited by the caprices of mains electricity that
came on and went off with distressing regularity. During the hours that the surgery func-
tioned, it was overrun by patients who lived in the rubble all around. The nurses were
sometimes engaged as assistants, sometimes as builders helping to render the other rooms
inhabitable. They looked pale and thin, but not exhausted. When they saw Zuckmayer they
did not ask for cigarettes or food — they wanted books. The dentists themselves had all
suffered personal tragedies, their families killed in Allied raids. One had lost a leg. One was
waiting to marry his fiancée, who was due to walk to Berlin from East Prussia. Her father had
been killed and her mother had committed suicide.3! For others, the full story was only then
coming to light. There was a cleaning lady who worked at Zuckmayer’s Berlin lodgings, for
example. She was actually a pastor’s wife, but the clergyman had been called up by the
Volkssturm in the last days of the war and had subsequently disappeared. She had three
children, two boys in their teens and a baby boy born towards the end of the war. For their
sake she had to work. She had always insisted that her husband would return. Then news
came that his body had been found in the Grossbeerenstrasse in Glienicke in the far north of
the city, and had been positively identified. It had lain among the ruins for nineteen months.
The elder children had known their father was dead. Once she had heard one of them praying:
‘Lord, make us loyal and brave to the end, like him.” It was two hours’ walk from Zuckmay-
er’s boarding house to the place where her husband had met his end, but she still insisted on
going, and going on foot. Until that moment she had been utterly stoical about her fate. Now,
finally aware of how hopeless her position was, she broke down: she wanted to leave
Germany — ‘this damned country’. Then she recovered her composure and set out on her trek

to Glienicke.32

American Gls had been fed a good deal of propaganda at home and on the way. They had
drunk deep from the films of Frank Capra, and had read the articles of Emil Ludwig, Louis
Nizer and Siegrid Schultz; they had heard Dorothy Thompson. They had been equipped with
copies of the Pocket Guide to Germany. From the first moment they walked on German soil,
they expected to be attacked by Werewolves. They were nervous of Germans — civilians and
soldiers alike. Despite all this, surveys at home revealed that Americans were more anti-
Japanese than anti-German: German Americans were and are a sizeable part of the US

population.33

The order banning frat contributed to the Americans’ brutality towards the conquered
Germans. Public opinion favoured punishment and Eisenhower had made it clear that there
was to be no billeting of American soldiers with German families, no mixed marriages, no
joint church services, no visits to German homes, no drinking with Germans, no shaking their
hands, no playing games with them, no exchanging gifts with them, no dancing with them,

going to their theatres, taverns or hotels. The penalty was a $65 fine or a court martial.34

Propaganda had taught the soldiers that Germans — particularly German soldiers — were
subhuman. In the autumn of 1944 the Americans burned down the village of Wallenberg
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because they had encountered resistance. In the spring of the following year they liberated
their first concentration camp at Ohrdruf. Eisenhower was quick to seize on the importance
of the camp in raising American morale and ordered his troops to visit it. Pictures from the
camps were also distributed to soldiers. The Germans were to be treated no better than dogs.
Indeed, in some instances dogs loomed large. A Frau Sachse told Salomon of a potentially
dangerous moment that occurred when her four-year-old daughter had heard that an Ameri-
can officer’s pet was called Hitler. ‘All dogs are called Hitler,” he told her. The bemused child
replied, ‘My dog’s called Ami [Yank]!” The mother dragged the child away before the

American could respond.35

Salomon gives a highly coloured account of the fate of his wehrpass at the hands of a GI — this
was the document that showed he was officially excused from military service. In his south
German village a sentry post had been established in a tent:

one day as I approached the tent [I] saw a man seated on the stool[.] I automatically
put my hand in my breast pocket. Sitting there outside the tent, his eyes glued on a
plump girl leaning on a fence, he was whistling a tune of the type the Americans
called ‘long-haired’. This man in his tight-fitting American uniform attracted my
attention because on his left lower arm he wore no fewer than three wrist-watches,
while his lapels were decorated with a great number of those little gold brooches
containing brightly coloured stones such as peasant or servant girls wear in this part
of the world. As I drew near him, this man, scarcely taking his eyes from the plump
girl, signalled me with an inclination of his head to approach. He took my Wehr-
pass, glanced though it in a bored fashion for a few seconds, and then, with a slow
and satisfied gesture, tore it in four pieces which he proceeded to drop into the
gutter. While doing this he did not for a moment interrupt his long-haired
whistling.36

James Stern met a heavily pregnant Frankfurt woman near Kempten in the Allgdu. She was
walking home from Rome, where fascists had allegedly shot her husband. Stern asked her if
she had come on foot all the way from Italy. She said she had had a bicycle, but an American
soldier had stolen it together with her bag and luggage. The Englishman Stern refused to
believe the story — Americans did not behave like that. It must have been a German in a stolen

uniform.?’” The Americans’ fear of Werewolves showed in their treatment of the civilian
population. They were allegedly at their worst in Bavaria. The half-American journalist
Margret Boveri thought the Americans particularly ignorant of Germany, a sentiment that
was confirmed for her during her time in internment across the Atlantic. They had not taken

the time or the trouble to look into National Socialism, for the good or the bad.??

The American authorities continued in their attempts to stop their soldiers listening to the
siren calls of Germans. When US troops entered Frankfurt they were even prevented from
speaking to the 106 remaining Jews. Before the war there had been 40,000. The American
Forces Network put out anti-frat broadcasts: ‘pretty girls can sabotage an Allied victory’.
Some German women from Stolberg were prosecuted for attempting to woo GlIs, although
the trial turned into a farce. The first dent in the armour of American anti-frat policy came
when the rule concerning small children was relaxed. The next exception concerned public
contacts with Germans. The ban was lifted altogether on 1 October 1945. The last remaining

stones in the edifice were interdictions concerning billeting and marriages with Germans.3°

German men, such as there were, received a cold shoulder from their women. Poorly
nourished, dressed in rags, penniless and morally suspect, they did not have the heroic smell
of the conqueror. Carl Zuckmayer spoke to two pretty waitresses who worked in an
American mess in Berlin. Neither would have anything to do with German boys. As one put
it, ‘“They are too soft, they are not men any more. In the past they showed off too much.’” The
other described German men as ‘worthless’.
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The Americans were everything now, the Germans nothing. Natives who were taken on by
Allied garrisons sometimes succumbed to the temptation to be high and mighty with their less
fortunate countrymen. Some of the worst were the waiters and waitresses who worked in the
messes. For them, the qualification for membership of the human race began with the right
to shop at the American PX or the British NAAFI. Really superior beings were adorned with
the officers’ pips of a foreign army. Zuckmayer was naturally interested in this phenomenon.
As the author of the successful play Der Hauptmann von Kopenick he had explored the old German,
or rather Prussian, respect for uniforms, which had made the reserve lieutenant the metaphor
for an arriviste in Wilhelmine society. Zuckmayer was not impressed by these sycophants
who chewed gum, and said he believed that an unreformed young Hitlerite made better
material for the new Germany than some toady who clicked his heels at the sight of an

American sergeant or captain.40 In Heidelberg he discovered that there was no room at the
inn for his driver, the latter being a German working for the military government. The
German hotelier told the writer that his driver had to sleep in the car — he was not allowed

to give beds to Germans.41!

When they weren’t working they went to a nightclub called Feminina in the ruins of the
Tauentzienstrasse in Berlin’s New West. There were prostitutes there who served the Allied
soldiers; the waitresses from the mess were not averse to selling their bodies either. In the
Feminina the girls met men of the right sort who later took them off to a ‘black’ nightclub and
were prepared to shell out a few hundred marks for a bottle of champagne. One of the girls
would take her men home to the flat she shared with her parents. Her father was a civil servant.
Zuckmayer was anxious to learn whether they knew what their daughter was doing — ‘Natu-
rally, that is unavoidable, as our rooms are too close to one another. But the old folks say
nothing, in the end I pay my own rent.” The playwright reflected that after the First World War
the parents would have thrown their daughter out on the street, or taken their own lives from

shame. Now they just turn the other way and pretend not to notice.42

Understandably, civilians were shot as Germany was invested in the spring in 1945, either
deliberately or by accident. This happened above all in the east, but it was a relatively frequent
occurrence in the west as well, and the victims were not always Germans — sometimes soldiers
succeeded in killing some poor foreign worker as well. Billeting soldiers was an anxious
moment for families who were already harbouring refugees from the devastated towns and
cities. The invading armies appeared pitiless. German armies compared the behaviour of

French troops unfavourably with their own in occupied France.43

When Margret Boveri finally arrived in Bamberg after her long trek on 2 September 1945,
she was relieved to find the city largely undamaged. Only the bridges were down. Also there
was food to be had — bread, butter, cheese and soup made from meat stock. On the other hand
the Americans drove around with a great show of force. Everywhere there were armed guards.

Carl Zuckmayer came rapidly to the conclusion that American policy was wrong-headed. In his
report to the American War Office he advocated removing the propaganda role from the army
and reinvesting it in the State Department. The problem was that he and his fellow left-wing
German and Austrian émigrés were falling increasingly under the suspicion of communism, so
that the American authorities tended to hold them and their suggestions at arm’s length.44
There was also backbiting within the émigré group in the United States, with the Manns
retreating into their corner and pouring scorn on the efforts of others to restore culture in
Germany. According to Zuckmayer, Thomas was not the worst of them, but he stood too
much under the influence of his hot-headed daughter Erika.

With time, however, the Americans ceased to heed the injunction against frat. GIs empathised
with the Germans, whose lives and values seemed similar to their own. As one soldier put it,
‘Hell! These people are cleaner and a damn sight friendlier than the frogs ...” The feeling that
contact with the natives could have its pleasant side was compounded when American
servicemen began to sleep with German women. Life came out with a variant on the old line

about fires and chimneypieces: ‘You don’t talk politics when you fraternize.’45
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American policy on the ground changed with new directives from Washington. On 6 September
1946 James Byrnes delivered his now famous speech in Stuttgart that announced an about-turn
in US policy towards the conquered Germans. The Russians were now the principal enemy. On
the advice of George Kennan, the ambassador to Moscow, and Clifford Clark, the special
adviser to the president, who continued to warn of Soviet Russia’s expansionist desires, Truman
decided to fight the growing threat of communist tyranny. The president’s speech of 12 March

1947 marked the ‘official’ beginning of the Cold War.” The phrase derived from the title of a
book published that year by Walter Lippmann.+ On 7 July George Marshall, who had succeeded
Byrnes as secretary of state, replaced the controversial Directive JCS 1067 of 17 July 1945 that
forbade frat. Directive JCS 1779 advocated the creation of a ‘stable and productive Germany’.
The Morgenthau Plan had also been laid to rest.

* Or one of them: see below Chapter 19
T The Cold War: A Study in US Foreign Policy.

The émigrés were almost all disappointed by the American policy. Marxists like Franz Neu-
mann felt that the Americans had also failed to exterminate the ghost of National Socialism and
that they would never succeed in introducing stable democracy. John Herz, who worked with
Neumann at the Office of Strategic Services, was equally critical: ‘Too ambitious, because it
started with the nonsensical idea of showing up every German by means of the Fragebogen,; and
not thorough enough, because at the same time we were content to give accreditation to the
mayor and the priest — who were doubtless Nazis — and allow them to walk away.” Herz had

advocated the drawing up of lists of Germans who were 95—100 per cent sure anti-Nazis.46

Other exiles were harder hitting about American policies. Volkmar von Ziihlsdorff had
emigrated to Austria in 1933, departing for America later. He left with Prince Hubertus zu
Lowenstein who ran a republican youth group in Brandenburg for the Social Democrat
Reichsbanner organisation, which vowed to defend the Weimar Republic from its enemies.
Ziihlsdorff wanted to help with the rebuilding of Germany. He expressed his outrage in
correspondence with his fellow exile Hermann Broch, the Austrian novelist. For Ziihlsdorff
the Potsdam Declaration was a major crime that had been based on the Ribbentrop—Molotov
Pact and the Nazi—Soviet Fourth Partition of Poland: ‘Cutting off large, purely German
regions is no less a crime than the earlier annexation of Czechoslovakia. The complete
expulsion of the German population is a ponderous, international crime.” Broch was not
opposed to such views, but pointed out that protest against Potsdam meant war with Russia.
The crime could never be resolved. Ziihlsdorff felt that Nazism was burned out by 1945, that
the German people were ready for a complete change. Instead they had been treated to ‘the

propaganda of hate’. What they needed was ‘liberation, reason, peace and human rights’.47

Dorothy Thompson had been close to the hanged resister Helmuth James von Moltke during
her time as a journalist in Berlin. She knew Germany and its people well, she was a fanatical
opponent of collective guilt, and after the war she continued to press for reasonable policies.
Her views resembled those of the writer Ernst Jiinger in his essay Der Friede. Directly after the
war she toured central Europe with her husband, the Prague-born painter Maximilian Kopf.
She was particularly struck by her visit to Dachau, where she was able to view the comman-
dant’s house and see that he possessed an edition of Goethe’s works, loved children, music,

art and literature, and lived, to all extents and purposes, a normal family life.48

The Russians linked food distribution to work, encouraging the business of clearing up. In
the American Zone no one worked because there was nothing to buy. Soon that position
reversed itself and the Russians fell behind. Russians were also notorious for their light
fingers — wristwatches were always at risk, but the French and the Americans were not so
loath to steal the odd souvenir, or even a watch or three. American official theft was carried
out on a massive scale when it came to seizing scientists and scientific equipment. This
received governmental sanction as ‘Operation Paperclip’. During their few months in the
famous lens-city of Jena, the American military government or AMG nabbed eighty scien-
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tists between 22 and 25 June and obliged them to make their way to the safer, US areas of
occupation in the west.49

The Anglo-Americans were not uninterested in plunder. Margret Boveri thought the Russian
reputation was unfair. True, they had stolen a good deal, but the Western Allies stole objects
of greater worth. The British received the best press. They were the ‘quietest, slowest and
most understanding’.50 Sometimes they paid. James Stern recounts a visit to a black market
in Kempten where he was received by a dirty greasy little black-marketeer who tried to sell
him some sweet Mavrodaphne. ‘We are not ladies ... and we want wine ..." said Stern firmly.
Through an open door, however, he saw something more interesting: some cases of 1939 Pfalz
wine. A second 