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In the Beginning ...

| oftenfind myself looking back. Oneeasy way to dothisisto browsethrough
themany lettersfrommy parents, relativesand friendsthat | till have, going back
75years. Fromtimetotime, for purely practical reasons, | try to reducetheir
number. Many are hand-written in German, referring to people and events
meaninglessto others. | do occasionaly throw out afew, but only with difficulty.
| dsofind mysalf looking back when grandchildren - and others- ask, What was
itliketogrow up under theNazis?- How did it fed tobeinthe USArmy, fighting
againgt your former country?

| don’t have simple answersto these questions. Moreover, just because |
have donealot of reading about the history of the past and especially about the
Hitler period, | am today often not surewhat were my own observationsand what
aretheopinions of othersthat over the years| have absorbed subconsciously.
Thusmy task hereisoneof constantly sfting and evaluating, and then putting it al
inintdligibleform.

Soinaway | amaddressing mysdf, saying, “ Thisishow | seemy past today.”
Inwriting thisaccount | havein mind thosewho may not befamiliar with theriseof
theNazisand theeventsleading uptoWorldWar 11. I’ vetried to put myself inthe
placeof my grandchildren, who - dlas- arebeing exposed intheir lifetimeto such
anunending story of violencedl over theglobethat they may well turnaway from
astudy of all history. That would beashame. Itismy hopethat by describingmy
ownlifeandthat of my family initshistorical setting
| will providethem with ameaningful glimpseinto
what isto them the distant past.

Thebeginningiseasy - at least on apersonal
level. Both my parents were born and raised in
Berlin. My father got alaw degree and then, for
hedlth reasons, wasdeclared unfit for military service
and served with the German military government in
occupied Belgium 1915-1918. Asit happened, he
wasnot aborn soldier: helovedtotell how once,
upon leaving arestaurant in Brussdls, theheadwaiter ;
chased after himwiththesewords. “Monseur has My father Paul &
forgottenhissword!” Evidentlyinlmperid Germany  hisbrother Fritz, c. 1916




2 Looking Back

(the Second Reich, seebelow) menin certain officia positionscarried swords.
Hisonly sibling, my Uncle Fritz, spent thefour yearsof World War | incombat as
anofficer. My mother, oneof fivesiblings, toall of whomwe children cameto be
close, volunteered as anurse during that samewar. Grandfather Maximilian
Kempner was a successful international lawyer. Grandfather Franz von
Mendel ssohn wasdirector of the prestigious private bank Mendel ssohn & Co.,
that had beenin Berlinsince 1795. Thetitle of nobility (the“von”) had been
awarded by the German Emperor in 1888 in return for the Bank’s services
beneficia tothe German Reich. (Thiswasthe Second Reich, or Second Empire.
It wasfounded after Germany defeated Francein the Franco-Prussian War in
1871, with Wilhelm | as Emperor and Otto von Bismarck as Chancellor. The
First Reich had been the Holy Roman Empire of Charlemagne, foundedin 800
AD. TheNaziscalled their twelve year rule
from 1933 - 1945 the Third Reich, aswell as,
with characteristic arrogance, the Thousand
Year Reich.) My parentsweremarriedin Berlin
on November 15, 1918, four days after the
Armigticewassignedtoendthewar “toend al
wars” In1919 Franz von Mendel ssohninvited
my father to join the Bank aspartner.

My father’sfuturelooked set. Andyet it
wasin 1919 that one of the cornerstonesfor
the subsequent rise of Hitler was laid: the
conclusion of the Treaty of Versailles. To be
sure, it washarsh, but, unlikewhat happened at
the end of World War 11 in 1945, the German
government wasleft intact, and Germany, transformed into theWeimar Republic,
albeit vastly weakened, wasallowed to continueto exist. Thisenabled German
nationaliststo raisethe shout of Deutschland erwache! (“Germany: Wakeup!”)
and demand that Germany berestored toitspre-war condition of might. Withthe
widespread economic depression inthe 1920'sand the genius (many woul d prefer
theterm“ deviltry”) of Adolf Hitler inthewings, peacewasnot destined tolast.

But all thesegloomy cong derationshad no effect onmy early life. In1921 my
parents spent Ssx monthsinAmsterdam to alow my father to open anew branch of
theMendelssohn Bank inthat fair city. Hedid so, and | wasbornthereApril 2nd.

Inattempting to put my reflectionsonmy lifeinto somekind of order, | turnedto
Shakespeare' sJacquesfor guidance. Hisseven agesof man, frominfant to school-
boy tolover to soldier to justice to pantal oon, ending up with second childishness,
seemed logic enough: all | hadto do wasto matchthestepsinmy lifetohis.
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However, | immediately raninto difficulty: my recollection of my infant
stage, withitsmewling and puking iszero. Of coursel could copy thelist of my
weekly weight in kilograms meticuloudly kept up to week 62 in anotebook that
somehow hassurvivedtothisday. Hereitisrecorded that | weighed 3.450 kg
at birth and had aharelip operationin week 60, at weight of 9.300 kg. (The
mustache | have today was intended to keep that fact hidden.) Inweek 8, at
3.440kg - evidently after a10 gramloss- | (was) movedto Berlin. But, sadto
relate, thispotentialy invaluablerecord ends after week 62, and thereisnothing
| can do about that.

Whilel indeed have no memory of thoseearly daysinHolland, | liketothink
that they left their mark: 1 have alwayshad asoft spotin my heart for Holland. My
parentshad closefriendsin Amsterdam, Dan and Kikkie Delprat, whom | got to
know as| grew up. Weremained friends, even though after World War 11 they
refused to speak Germanwith us. What aremarkableillustration of theemotiona
power of language! Kikkie wasthe daughter of the portrait painter Jan Veth,
whosedrawingsof my father, of hisbrother Fritz and of their father Max now hang
inour dining room. My parentsloved Holland, and even spoke some Dutch. |
was proud to have been born in Amsterdam and visited Holland many timesover
theyears. | cametolovethe canas(the Grachten) of Amsterdam, the ubiquitous
bicycles, the countryside of wide open spaces, the Royal Family, thelanguage,
and of coursethe many museumswith paintingsfrom Rembrandt to Mondrian.
But that was much | ater.

ItwasinBerlinthat | grew up, intheresidential areaof Westend. Our house,
which my parentshad builtin 1922, did not survivethewar, but son Peter describes
it aptly fromaphoto: “itiswell-built and modestly refined; sately, witharambling
gait.” There were cooks, servants and governesses and alarge garden with a
circleof six big horse-chestnut trees; in another part wasahuge beech ideal for
climbing, aswdll asal-important spacefor soccer, boccia, and“ Faugtbal,” (Smilar
tovolley-ball). Toinsureauthenticity, | canagainrefer toadocument: adiary |
kept fromage 6 to 10, miraculoudly till around.

“On February 11, [1928] there was a costume party. All children were
dressed up. | was a Tirolese. Martchen and Zissi were dressed as Black
Forest maidens. Pappi was a balloon salesman. Who Martchen and Zissi
arewill be explained later.”

I must have had ahuge audiencein mind! | did indeed give an explanation
later. I'll updateit here: Martchenismy sister Martha, (Mappa), bornin 1919,
widowed, livingin Ottawa, with four Canadian children, seven grandchildrenand
onegreat-grandson. Ziss ismy sister Franziska, (Fran), bornin 1923, widowed,
livinginlthaca, New York, with two childrenin the US and two grandchildren.
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) Kempner Family with newly born Max, 1929

February 27, 1929: today we got a little brother - heis so small and so
cute. HisnameisMaximilian. The little brother brought each of usa huge
bag of wonderful chocolate. Max now liveswith hiswife Paigein Vermont; they
havethree married children and four grandchildren.

My diary focuseson vacations. Inthe summer of 1929 and 1930thereare
entriesmentioning enthusiastically thefamily-friendly pink houseand surroundings
inthe Fexta, near SilsMariain the Engadin in Switzerland, wherewe spent time
every summer until 1939, the outbreak of World War 11, and again after the War
in 1948 and 1949, when it was sold. My diary lists many of the hikeswhich

" s o | i ¥ s 4 e - i y WoR r‘. ""’.‘ i
TheFextal intheEngadin, SE Switzerland. Of thetwo housesinthe
exact center, oursison theleft.
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Natalieand |, aswell asgrandchildren have waked and re-walked inthelast 25
years, using the nearby Pension Crastaasabase. At 6,600 feet, thevalley iseven
today virtually untouched by cars, snceonly homeownersareallowedtodriveup
intoit. Itwasathrill tointroduce our daughter Nancy toitin 1972 and our son
Peter, hiswife Megan and then 15-month-old son Daein the summer of 2005.

Accordingtomy diary, our family spent six weeksinthe Fextal in 1930. An
entry for July 17 of that year states: “Today webuilt acamp.” | remember this
“camp” well. It wasasecret hiding placein among evergreensonasmall rocky
hill-top, some 50 yardsfrom our house. A separate page, inmy handwriting, lists
eleven Camp Regulations, drawn up by thethree of ussiblings, Max being only
oneyear old:

. Betrayal forbidden.

. Bad behavior forbidden.

Ziss may leavethe camp only in Martchen’sor my company.

. Useof tailet only in emergency.

. Only the East or West Entrance may be used.

When |eaving the Camp, only important matters may be di scussed.
. Nofood may be kept inthe Camp.

. To enter the Camp you must give the password.

. Noloudtakingisallowed inthe Camp.

10. Changesaredlowed only with the consent of all members.
11. When othersare present, no talk about the Campisallowed.

©ONOUTDNWNPE

Signed: FritzKempner MarthaKempner  Ziss Kempner
MargaKempner [our mother, age 36]
Trudy Spahni [ Swissgoverness, age 28]

Today | marvel at thewonderful way we spent our time. | think my mother
deservesthecredit for allowing it al to happen. Trudy remained alifelongfriend
until her death at age 90. We still see her daughter Kathrin whenever we pass
through Zuerich.

Inadditionto hikesin Switzerland, my diary mentionsrowing to aKonditorel
foricecream. Thismemorableactivity took placein 1930in Rindbach, avillage
inthe Salzkammergut in Austria, where my Mendelssohn grandparentshad a
spacious house overlooking the Traunsee. At half thealtitude of the Fextal, it
lackedtheexhilaratingAlpineair, making hikingjust alittlemorearduous. By way
of compensation, the Traunsee, not unlikethe New York State Finger L akes,
provided ampleopportunitiesfor water sports, whichinthosedistant dayscons sted
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of swimming, rowing, canoeing and sailing. Motor boats were used for
transportation only. It was herethat my mother’ssister, Aunt Enole, taught me
how to swim. In 1999 and 2004, Rindbach wasthe site of two Mendel ssohn
family reunions. Our vacationswereindeed active, educationa and thoroughly
enjoyable. It remindsme- if such areminder were needed - what wonderful
parentsthefour of ushad.

Other entriesinmy diary mention visitstovariousmuseumsin Berlin: Museum
of Anthropol ogy, History Museum, Museum of Trains, Frederick the Great’s
Sanscouci Palacein Potsdam, aswell asthe Pergamon Museum. | included a
picture of the PergamonAltar, indicating my route up the 40 cm steep stepsup the
restored Hellenic templefacade, brought to Berlin by German archaeol ogistsin
the 1880sfromitsoriginal location in Turkey inthe 2nd century BC. (Thechief
excavator wasKarl Humann, grandfather of our family friend Marie-Louise Sarre.)
| haverevisited thisMuseum twicein thelast ten yearsand madeit apoint to
follow the sameroute again eachtime. Asl writethis, it occursto methat the
imageof thisimpressivedtar hasbeen with meever sinceage9 and may well have
steered my subconsciousin thedirection of Greeceand Rome.

m | wen TR Yoo m}? 5

Drawing of the Pergamon Altar in the Pergamon Museum in Berlin, taken from my diary.
I ink inthreedimensions. length 25m., height 20 m., height of each step 40cm. Thedotted
lineindicatesmy route.
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2.
Early Performances

| want to supplement my diary with some observations of my sister Martha
that she made upon the occasion of my 80th birthday.

I think one of my first memories of Fritz is at the dining room table,
actually sitting up to the table, no longer in a high chair. He may have been
threeyearsold. He said the German equivalent of “ | wonder if we are going
to have whipped cream today.”

He was an entertaining little boy and we were a good audience. |

remember our mother saying: “I don’t have to go to the theater, there is
good entertainment right here.” Here are some more dining room table
examples:

We were not allowed to sing during meals. 1f wedid, our mother stopped
us. Ononesuch occasion | had been guilty of singing, but before our mother
could say anything, Fritz, who at that time may have been six or seven years
old, burst into song: “No singing at the table, no singing at the table!”
(“ Bel Tische singt man nicht...!”.) He always had a good strong singing
voice.

Another time, again we were sitting at the table having lunch, which was
our main meal. Our butler came in and told my mother that grandmother
Kempner had driven up and was just walking down the driveway. Fritz, as
if on cue, burst into song to the tune of the famoustoreador'sariain Carmen.
The German text for thisis* Auf in den Kampf, Torero!” (Preparefor battle,
Torero.)

Fritzsang: “ Auf in den Kampf, die Schwiegermutter kommt!” (Prepare
for battle, your mother-in-law is approaching.) | don’t think | ever saw our
mother laugh so hard. EVER!! Fritz, sensitive as children are, had sensed
that there were certain strains between the two women. But the speed at
which heinstantly translated thisinto operatic terms of the heroic sort made
an enormous impression on me.

My own recollection of my early yearsisaseaof vaguenesswithjust afew
idandsof memory. One such group of idandsarethe gatheringsof the sixteen of
us Mendelssohn cousins (separated by no more than fifteen years) in my
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grandparents’ housein the Grunewald section of Berlin. Thisspacioushouse,
built in authentic Tudor style, had aroom availablefor performancesinvolving al
of usat onetime or another. The producer, writer and director was one of my
mother’sthreesisters: Aunt Enole, my occasional swim teacher. Her amateur
theatrical talent was spectacular. Of the many showsof thelate 1920'stwo are
gtill withme. Thefirst wasset intheAmerican Wild West and dramatized ahol d-
up of atrain. At about age6, | wasto be oneof severa black Pullman porters, but
getting my face painted black scared me so much that my presence on stagewas
severely abbreviated.

The second event | recall was a dramatic adaptation of Schiller’s ballad
“Dividing Up the Earth,” (Die Teilung der Erde). The action focuses on the
creation of peopleby Zeusand their assgnmentstorolesinlife. Weimpersonated
avariety of professions, not all of them found in Schiller: farmers, hunters,
merchants, an abbot, alawyer, adoctor and patient, apsychiatrist (1) and - very
belatedly - a poet. To the thundering noise of rattled cookie sheets, each
impersonator-to-be was shot on to the specially built stage through aplywood
funnel to receive his assignment from Zeus. We didn’t mind rehearsing this
endlessly! The poor poet arrived last and wastold that all jobs had been given
away. However, Zeusassured him that whenever he came, hewould bewelcome
inheaven.

Whilel needed to recongtruct the gpproximate plot frommy current knowledge
of Schiller’spoem, the central feature of thedideisasvivid now asit ever was.

Schiller’ssuggestionthat the arts, as personified by the poet, have heavenly
status did indeed represent the thinking of the Mendel ssohn family. Besidethe
theater, therewasthelove of good painting. My aunts Enole and Emmawere
respected amateur painters. My grandparentswere keen collectors of Degas,
Van Gogh, Cezanne, Manet and Picasso, long beforethese artistsbecame popul ar.
Their gradua subsequent sale proved crucia insupporting many family members
inthe aftermath of Word War I1. But therewasno art form more central to the
Mendel ssohn family than music. Therewasthetradition of Felix and Fanny
Mendel ssohn (both died in 1847), which was continued by many descendants.
Chamber music, performed by family and friends, wasaconstant intothe 1930's.
VidlinigAlbert Eingtein, afamily friend, wasafrequent participant; family tradition
hasit that he had ahard time with rhythm and wastold “ L earn to count: one-two-
three; one-two-three!”

Inthe 1920'smy grandmother’ shirthday November 4 cameto bethe day of
musical recitation for asmany of the 16 grandchildren aspossible. | joined the
performersin 1931 at ageten and promptly generated astorm of controversy. |
arrived at my grandmother’smansionin the Grunewald all primed to perform
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Schumann’s The Merry Peasant. But it happened that my cousin Robi Bohnke,
age4, wasa so expectingto play that very piece. It fell toour respectivegovernesses
to cometothedefenseof their charges, and who knowswhat might have happened,
had not Robi known a second piece, thus allowing meto perform The Merry
Peasant. Thereisasequel, butit'sasad one: at our 2004 family reunion in
Rindbach, Austria, the sameRobi Bohnke, now aninternationdly acclamed pianist,
and | played the First Mozart Sonatafor Four Hands. | will confessthat | felt free
to skip noteshere and there, knowing that Robi would cover upfor me. | perspired
profusely, but the applause wasthunderous! (Perhapsfor the same sort of reason
that Samuel Johnson approved of women preaching in church - see page 35.)
Sadly, Robi died of heart failurein his Tuebingen hometwo monthslater, at age
77.

Whiletherewere many joyousfamily gatherings, the M endel ssohn family was
not spared tragedy. 1n 1928 our mother’syounger sister Lili and her husband
Emil Bohnkewerekilledin an automobile accident at age 30 and 40, respectively.
Their three young children (the youngest being Robi) were then raised by our
grandparents. Andin 1932 Aunt Enol€’s husband, Dorl von Haimberger, an
Austrian, died a theage of 44. But of these eventshappening | have only avague

memory.
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3.
Ancient History

Most of themany family letters| still have contain no morethan apassing
referenceto contemporary events. A noteworthy exceptionisaletter frommy
father to hismother, Fanny Kempner, of September 28, 1932. It waswrittenon
thetrain between Genevaand Basdl in Switzerland. Somebackground first:

Except during theWar years, my parentsand | corresponded in German. So,
regretfully, sometrandation will benecessary. What | find difficulttobringoutin
Englishistheimmediacy of my father’sstylein contrast to the complexity of the
subject. He had an uncanny ability to penetrate to the essence of literary,
psychological or even scientific discussions, disciplinesinwhich hedid not have
explicittraning.

Inthisletter to hismother heisspeculating what thethen 13 year-old German
Republic (the*Weimar Republic”) might turninto. Inthemulti-party systemin
existence in Germany at the time, the President had considerable leeway in
appointing aChancellor, who could then select hiscabinet. Paul von Hindenburg
had been el ected President for aseven-year termin 1925, and in April 1932 had
been reelected with 13,000,000 votes over Hitler’'s 11,000,000. But von
Hindenburg was 85, and everyonewas specul ating who woul d succeed him, and
whom hissuccessor would appoint Chancellor. My father mentionstwo possible
futureformsof agovernment for Germany: aparliamentary democracy or aBritish-
style* democratic monarchy,” possibly under theleadership of the Crown Prince,
son of Emperor Wilhemll. (Thelatter wasinHolland in self-imposed exile)) He
mentionstwo other well-known men as possibl e successorsto von Hindenburg:
Baron Kongtantin von Neurath (1873-1956), aforeign serviceofficer, and Gustav
Krupp von Bohlen (1870-1950), theindustrialist and manufacturer of weapons.
My father knew both of them. They wererepresentatives of the German nobility
who never became full-fledged Nazis, but for reasons of their own agreed to
servein Hitler’'sgovernment. Both wereaccused as*War Criminads’ at the 1946
Nurembergtrids; von Neurath recelving a15-year-sentence, von Bohlen escaping
trid because of poor hedlth. To study their involvement in Nationa Socidismisto
study the complexity of palitics; itisto examinethedippery dopethat leadsfrom
decency andloydty inpublic serviceto serving thedevil, evenif not wholeheartedly.

| am saddened that neither before nor after theWar did | get to discusswith
my father thefate of these men and through their livesthe nature of cooperation
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with leadersoneviewsasevil. | seetwo reasonswhy such adiscussion did not
takeplace:

1) Thepervasivefeding of tragedy after 1945: after al, the destruction of
Germany had beentotal, thelossof lifeinthemillions, thetreatment of the Jews
beyond description. What good would it have doneto go over that dismal bit of
history? Of course one could discussendlesdy theinadequacy of the Versailles
Treaty, Hitler’sconstant appeal to German nationalism and anti-Semitism, the
disastrous 1929 stock market crash, theinfighting among the partiesof theWeimar
Republic, but such discussions could not change the past and would only make
onefed worsefor all themissed opportunities.

2) Theideaof persond failureon my father’spart innot foreseeing the horrors
of Hitler. 1 well recall my father’ sreaction to the radio announcement of January
30, 1933 that President von Hindenburg had appointed Hitler Chancellor. Hefelt
it was a good thing to have happened; that once the Nazis were part of the
government, they would inevitably be drawn into the daily ups and downs of
German palitics, and would no longer be ableto blame othersfor problemswith
no apparent quick solutionssuch aswidespread unemployment. Heand countless
othersfailed to anticipate the determination and skill that the Nazisdisplayedin
setting up aruthlessdictatorship within only weeks of January 30.

=

March 21, 1933: Six weeksafter hisappointment asChancellor on
January 30, Hitler, in civilian clothes, in a carefully calculated
submissive pose feigning respect for the Prussian military, before
President Paul von Hindenbur g.
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Perhapsan additiona reason wasthe dreadful nature of Hitler’sspeechesthat
weoftenlistenedtoonradio. Itwasnot only their content, which wasbad enough;
couched in emotional tones and alanguage that could barely be called High-
German, to usthey came across asinsulting and sickening. Reading hisMein
Kampf (published asearly as1924!) wasequaly offensveinitspolemicd, ranting
tone. (Unfortunately agreat many did not takeitscontentsserioudly.) | fed that it
wasall of thesefactors put together that took away motivationto go over the past.

But now - at last - hereismy father’sletter to hismother.

He beginswith reflections of ageneral nature, but shiftsto contemporary
politics, with barely batting an eye.

| want towriteyou aletter fromthetrain. For me, asa person who loves
to go for immediate effects, the tel ephone hasthe potential of making possible
the activation of the secrets of one's personality through the magic of live
influence. Compared to this, the use of a letter representsarestriction. The
letter, of course has the great advantage of archival force. Wth sufficient
love of order on the part of the recipient and sufficient firmness of the material,
it can be preserved for some 1,000 years. This, too, is not a great deal of
time, but it is the longest possible. One must not forget that it took many
thousand of year sto devel op the for mation of the eye-lid, capable of opening
and closing. How artistic that to allow the possibility of resting the eye, a
cover can be pulled over the eye and can again be removed according to
one'swishes. Thisjust in passing.

The last few weeks were very interesting for me. For the first time an
opportunity presented itself to meto reach an exalted position in gover nment
if I had wanted to. Of course | didn’'t want to. In Geneva proposals were
circulated to make me Under Secretary for Business& Financeat the League
of Nations, a post that became open because there was a new General
Secretary. | am sure that Berlin would have proposed me for this post had |
wanted it. Withit there wasa strong likelihood that after five years!|’d bean
ambassador somewhere or even Secretary of Sate if a Liberal regime were
in power... But | had no intention to move to Geneva for five years and to
leave the Bank (Mendelssohn & Co.)... | was also to be appointed to a
conference for the preparation and restitution of southeastern European
currencies, but | turned that down aswell. | can’t bevisiting conferencesthe
entireyear. In my view my participation in the long run depends very much
on the nature of the German state. Should a so-called “ Democratic Empire”
develop, i.e., initially the election of the Crown Prince as President of the
Reich, and then as Emperor, ... my prospects would be the best because the
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Crown Prince likes people like me and the nobility also likes working with
me. | would be one of the popular elements, so to speak. However, if Germany
ends with a true and genuine parliamentary structure, then the matter is
more difficult. Then one has to measure up in front of the people and win
their soul. That is very time-consuming and uncertain! If, instead of the
Crown Prince, Krupp v. Bohlen or Neurath become President of the Reich,
one hasto wait and see.

From the above you can tell that one is already making preparations for
the death of the old man, but hopes that this may not happen for awhile. All
these above gentlemen would have to run against Hitler. How do you judge
the possibilities? You know that sort of thing rather well. [Thislast sentence,
tonguein cheek | am sure, wasadded asapostscript.] ... we'll find out November
6[1932] whether the Naziswill lose votes [ they did drop from 37% to 33% of
the popular vote]. If they do, the way is open for a demaocratic monarchy and
equally for pure parliamentarism, and the thought of a transfer of power to
the so-called geniusof Hitler finished. Otherwiseonewill havetowait alittle.
Herr von WiImowski, with whom | was in Bucharest, who wanted to make me
Krupp’s financial advisor - and he is Krupp’s brother-in-law - told me of the
following scene: Hindenburg received Hitler and, after Hitler had suggested
himself as chancellor, replied: “ Herr Hitler, start thinking of the fatherland
instead of always of yourself and your Party,” and then simply turned hisback
on Hitler and left him standing. | absolutely don't know whom to admire
more: Hitler, whoin April had brought 13,000,000 Germansto believein him,
(just imagine: 13,000,000, although at the moment supposedly only
11,000,000,) or the Old Man, who doesn't even let such an important and
distinguished man sit down. | am sure | would have said, “ Please wouldn’t
you care to have a seat.” ... It doesn't matter whether Germany becomes a
monarchy or arepublic, if only the Congtitution will prevent awar frombreaking
out in Europe. Fortunately there are now bombsthat destroy entirecitiesinan
instant and for that reason alone there will be no war.

Thereisapostscript: By theway, thisletter contains no secrets.

Twocomments. 1. Inhisimagination, my father isconsidering tresting Hitler
like agentleman, asking himto sit down. | very much doubt that my father’s
friendswho, withmany onthesocidist L eft, left Germany within monthsof Hitler's
coming to power, shared such benign and civilized thoughts, even asearly as
1932. | amequdly surethat by 1935 my father nolonger entertained such generous
thoughtstoward Hitler.
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2. 1 find absolutely astounding my father’ sbelief that the availability of bombs
that could destroy citieswould prevent warsinthefuture. Isit hisdecency or his
naivetéor histhinking “inabox” that made him reach that conclusion?1 don’t
know.

Onthe more humorousside: whilemy father saw fit to mention Paul von
Hindenburgin hisletter to hismother, | havealetter frommy sister Martha, then
13, actudly addressed to that worthy gentleman six daysearlier, dated September
22,1932. Itiswritteninbeautiful German script, and makesthisappeal to him:

Lieber Herr Reichspraesident;

We thank you most sincerely for the holiday that you have given usin
honor of your birthday. [Hindenburg had indeed announced aschool holiday in
honor of his85th birthday.] All of usare of the opinion that thisis decidedly
one of the best things you have done during your entire administration [i.e.,
since 1925]. Hearty congratulations from Martha, Fritz & Franziska
Kempner.

My brother Max, being 3 at thetime, was evidently not asked to sign. My
father sent acopy of thisletter on to hismother with thisnotation: Aren’t these
typical children? | approved.

| regret that | recall neither theletter nor aresponse. | dorecal what | thought
of Paul von Hindenburg: anoble German, who had won agloriousvictory over
the Russiansin the battle of Tannenberg in 1914, then promoted to the rank of
Field Marshal, twice elected Germany’s President, receiving astatefuneral in
Potsdam, the home of Prussian militarism, in 1934, at age87. All of thisl knew
well. Was| thenimpressed favorably by Hitler’sdecision not to adopt thetitle of
Reichspraesident with the cynical purpose of thus seeming to be honoring this
highly respected leader? 1I’d liketo think | saw through thischarade, but I'm
afraid I’m not sure how much of my “recollection” of what happened at that time
isredly “recollection,” rather than knowledge gained subsequently.

Back to the beginnings of the Thousand Year Reich: Thereisoneletter of
Martha'sthat spellsout very specifically what so many young people, eventhose
who, like us, had some Jewish ancestorsthought of theNazis. OnMarch 4, 1933
shewroteto meinthe Fextal in Switzerland, wherel was spending severa weeks
toimprovemy hedlth:

“ All of usareterribly excited to learn about the elections. Pappi, who
has a cold, put the radio in his bedroom and listened to all of the speeches.
What did you think of Hitler’s speech? Omski [our father’s mother] was so
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enthusiastic about Hitler’s speech that she said that if she were young, she'd
beaNaz for sure. If | wereaboy, I’d be Naz too; I’ d definitely jointhe S. A.
[Storm Troopers]. Last night there was a great torchlight parade through
Berlin. | wasnot allowed to go, but several of my classmateswent. Imagine,
our (public) school isflying the swastika flag! And just about every housein
Westend [our areg] isflying the swastika flag, or the red-white-black [flag of
Imperial Germany, 1871-1918]. We have no flag out at all. | amterribly
excited about the election (March 12). | think the Naziswill get 51%: there
are so many more now! [They did get 46%.] W&ll, tomorrow we have a test
on French irregular verbs, so I’ vereally got to hit the books.”

What's behind this? How could someone with a Jewish ancestry think this
way? Well, inthefirst place, we children had little awareness of any Jewishnessin
our family. Bornand raised L utheran, knowing very littleabout Judaismingenera
or MosesMendd ssohnin particular, welived blithely dong, unawareof our heritage,
strange asthat may seem today. What had appeal ed to my sister and countless
other young peoplewastheyouth-movement aspect of theNazis. hiking, camping,
singing, nature, sportsand gymnastics, the sort of thing promoted by the Boy and
Girl Scoutsinthe States. Theoverruling political purpose and direction of the
Hitler Youth movement was clearly not apparent to us. Secondly, what alsowas
not yet knownwithdl itshorror wereHitler’ splansconcerning Jawswhich eventudly
led to the Holocaust. My guessisthat, with the exception of afew extremists
(Julius Streicher and hishate-weekly Der Stuermer), theNazisfor purely tactical
reasons downplayed their anti-Jewish policiesfor about ayear.

The power of Hitler’sgrip onso many of my contemporariesisillustrated by
aletter that my German classmate Guenther Neubacher wrotemewhen | had just
started going to school in England, in February of 1936. He had been very keen
on horseback-riding, and had just participated in ahigh school competitionin
Berlin'sDeutschlandhalle. (Anoutstanding exampleof Nazi architecture, which
candill beseeninall itsglory.) Hewrites:.

... | firstwon a silver candlestick and later a cigarette case. But the most
beautiful moment occurred when the Fuehrer shook my hand.

Hisentireletter isfriendly; heclearly wanted to stay intouch. | amsurethere
was no connection in hismind between the Hitler who had shaken hishand and
the Hitler who had signed the Nuremberg Race Laws ayear earlier that had
labeled our family “Non-Aryan,” -i.e,, inferior. Likemost of my Berlin classmates,
Guenther did not survivethewar.



Looking Back 17

4.
OnBeing Jewish

Against thisbackground of uncertainty or evenignoranceof what it meant
tobe Jewish (or partidly Jewish), theNazisin 1935 crafted theinfamous Nuremberg
RacelLaws. TheseLaws, “for the protection of German blood and honor,” were
intended to make clear both the distinction between Jew and “ Aryan” and what
regrictionsthedigtinctioninvolved. TheNazislaid downthat thecrucid digtinctive
feature of Jewswas membership in aJewish congregation at birth. Thiswas
something that could be easily described and clearly documented. Making use of
thisdefinition, the Lawsdeclared that with at | east three Jewish grandparentsyou
wereafull Jew; withtwo Jewish grandparentsyou werea“Haf-Jew” or Mischling
of thefirst degree, and with one Jewish grandparent you wereaMischling of the
second degree. Youwere®Aryan” if you had no Jewish grandparents.

My siblingsand | were*Half Jews,” since our Kempner grandparentswere
both Jews. My grandmother’s conversion to Catholicism in 1932 under the
influenceof Romano Guardini, professor of theology a Berlin University andfriend
of the family, did not change her statusin the eyes of the law. Ironically, my
mother’sfamily, thevon Mendelssohns, were“Aryans’ in the eyes of the same
law, even though they, like us, were direct descendants of M oses M endel ssohn,
the elghteenth century philosopher and devout Jew. Since most membersof the
Mendel ssohn family had been baptized from about 1820 on and since al my
mother’'ssstershad married* Aryans,” my Mende ssohn cousinswere considered
“Aryans”

The other question the Nuremberg Laws tried to answer was what the
consequences of being Jewish or partially Jewishwere. I'll sparethereader the
morassof the completeanswer and just indicate what it would have meant to me,
a“Haf-Jew.”

1. I would not beableto marry an“Aryan.”

2. | would not be able to attend university or become a member of most
professons.

3. I would berequired to serveinthearmy, but would not beallowed torise
abovetherank of private.

Theseruleswere by no means applied uniformly; alot depended on “whom
you knew.” Walter Schmidt, our Berlin neighbor and family friend, law partner of
my UncleFritz, had aJewish wife; both stayed in Berlinand survived, partialy
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through hisability to keep her out of sight and partially through the absence of
denunciation, aswell asthrough sheer luck. Two of their childrenemigratedtothe
UK in 1938 and now livein Scotland; two stayed behind in Berlin, anindication of
the varied fate of “Non-Aryans.” Note that even the fate of “full Jews’ -
extermination - was not decided until January 1942 at the Wannsee Conference.

But | amwriting al of thiswith theknowledge of hindsight. At thetimemy
thoughtsabout my Jewishnessand the Nazi policieson the subject werevagueat
best. Marion Kaplan, in her book Between Dignity and Despair, 1998, discussing
Nazi Germany, putsit well: “Unless onereads history backwards, the 1930s
werehighly ambiguous.” Inaddition to the ambiguitiesof the Nazi treatment of
Jewstherewas our parents desireto shield usfrom the subject altogether. It
samply wasn't talked about. For methestuation resembled thethreet of an obscure
disease: better not think about it and hopeit never strikesme.

Of courseif you knew ahigh-ranking Nazi, you could “ become’ Aryan. There
wasawell-known anecdotethat givestheflavor of thissituation. The#2 Nazi,
Hermann Goering, commander of the Luftwaffe, upon being notified that an officer
friend of his, Erhard Milch, was denied promotion on the grounds of having a
Jewish father, issaid to have proclaimed: “I decidewhoisaJew!” (“Wer Jude
ist, bestimmeich!”) After acourt battle, in which Goering saw to it that an
affidavit provingtheracid purity of Milch’sbiologica father wasprocured, Erhard
Milchwasindeed promoted.

Tryingtoavoidthedingsand arrowsof theNazi racelawsbecametheobjective
of my uncle, Robert von Mende ssohn (1902-1996). Hewasmy mother’syoungest
sibling and only brother and was a big favorite with our family. While the
Mende ssohnsweretechnically “ Aryan,” hewanted to make surethat they were
safe. Hisfather, Franz von Mendel ssohn, head of the M endel ssohn Bank, held
many prestigious positionsin nationa economic organizationsand wasrespected
by many in the Nazi regime. But hedied in 1935. Now Uncle Robi took a
remarkable step: to makethe Mendel ssohn Family look good in Nazi eyes, he
volunteered for the German army in 1936 at age 34, well abovedraft age. He
completed basic training in four monthsand was discharged with therank of Pfc,
arank “Hitler took four yearstoreach,” asheputit. Thissomewhat unusua step
wascharacterigtic of UncleRobi, who had madeit hisaiminlifeto hepfamily and
friends. Hisearly life had been carefree: after secondary school, he becamea
professional boxer’ ssparring partner, and traveled widely in both Europeand the
United States. 1n 1938 hemarried thearchitect Lieselottevon Bonin, and had a
daughter Angelika, the 17th of the Mendel ssohn cousins. While hisfather had
made him apartner of the Bank, in point of fact hefunctioned asthe entertai ner of
vigtingVIP's. For thishewaseminently qudified, knowingtheBerlinentertainment
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sceneand entertainerswell, aknowl edge that he combined with amost engaging
way with people, bothmaleand female. In 1943, through friendsamong higher-
ups, hewas able to smuggle hismother Marieto friendsin Sweden, possibly
aided by thefact that five of my cousnswereservinginthe German Army at the
time. Shereturnedto Germany in 1946, where sherejoined thefamily and died at
age90in 1957.

None of usKempnerswill forget Uncle Robi’sunannounced appearancein
my brother’shousein Englewood, New Jersey, right after our mother’sdeathin
1961.

Liketherest of hislife, Uncle Robi’smarried life was not exactly routine:
Whileheloved Lieselotte, he had two daughtersfrom Traute Kistner, age 23,
early andlatein 1967. Lieselotte asked for and got adivorce, but sheand her
new husband, an old family friend, Just Boedeker, (who had been married to my
deceased cousin Enole Witt), kept in close touch with good old Uncle Robi. In
1972, at age 70, hemarried Traute and had 24 more yearswith her. In1973 he
fathered Benjamin - at last amal e descendant - who today, at age 33, isaleader
inacommunein Portugd, whoseaimitisto bring about peace between Pa estinians
andlgradlis.

After hitting financia bottominthe 1980's, Uncle Robi onceagain“ struck it
rich,” when after the demi se of the German Democratic RepublictheMende ssohn
Bank building wasreturned to thefamily, and promptly sold. Uncle Robi’sshare
wasthelargest - surely acase of poeticjustice.

Was it through his actions that most Mendelssohns were saved from
persecution? 1t isasimpossibleto know that asit isto know whether | had scared
away abear by scattering mothballsaround my tent while camping inthe High
Sierrasinthesummer of 1975.

Sadtorelate, thereisgrim proof that family memberswereindeedin danger:
our grandmother’ smaiden sister, Elisabeth Westphal, took her ownlifein 1942,
when she had been tipped off that the Gestapo was about to pick her up.

OntheKempner side, thefour of ussiblingsweretheonly grandchildren. Our
father’sonly living sibling (asister having died at age 3), my Uncle Fritz (1892-
1981) and hiswife Barbara (1903-1997), had emigrated to the United Statesin
1938. They had no children, but werelike second parentsto us.
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5.
Schooling

But now it’stimeto say something about school, thegap leftinmy diary. My
first 5 1/2 yearsof school preceded the Nazi takeover in January 1933. Asluck
would haveit, our housewaslarge enoughto alow aroomonthethird floor tobe
converted into aclassroom, with desks, wall map, blackboard, chak and German-
stylesponge. Eight of us, boysand girls, all my age, had our first three years of
school here, taught by Herr Jesse, amiddle-aged, rather strict, no-nonsensetype
teacher. My recollectionisvague, but | do remember that he stressed memorization
of poetry, something that hasstood mein good stead all my life. | cametolove
reciting ballads and probably would inflict myself on audiencestoday were my
repertoirenotin German... | remember well Herr Jesse punishing me once (for
what | don’'t remember) by forbidding meto recitefrom memory a52-lineballad
by Theodor Fontane, anationaly known 19th century Berlin poet and novdigt. It
was about afarmer whoselife-timelovewasto pass out tasty pearsto boysand
girlspassing by. When about to die, he asked for apear to be buried with him.
Sureenough, the pear eventually grew into atree, enabling future generationsto
enjoy itsfruit by imagining therustling leavescaling out to theminthefarmer’s
voice. | lovedthat poem and waslooking forward torecitingit. Thisinstance of
recitation denied hasremained with me.

Atthistimel began reciting poems (usually 19th century German ballads) on
festive occasionswithin thefamily. Inaddition, my sistersand | soon began
memorizing and acting out smal segmentsof German drama, aswell ashomegrown
materid. | lovedthissort of thingand continueditintolater years. Again| believe
our mother was behind this practice; she hersalf knew vast sectionsof German
literature by heart.

After grade4 inasmall private schoal, | entered the Gymnasumin grade5.
| have always been intrigued how different school systems handle students of
varying abilities. Should the able go to the same school asthelessable? That
happensin the public school systeminthe States, where academic differences
among studentsare handled by “tracking” (especially in skill subjectslikemath
and foreign languages) and to some extent by course content. By contrast, the
German system attempts to handl e academic differences among students by
separating them after grade4 intothreedifferent typesof schools. The Gymnasium,
the school for the academically gifted (of any oneagegroup ¢. 20%in 1931, and
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My 5th gradeclassin the Grunewald Gymnasium in 1931. Sincemost of our section was
together for threeyears, | fill remember themwell. Theteacher isHerr Korte, whotaught
usEnglish. Theabsenceof wall decor ation wasquitenormal.

Last on theright in the back row isWerner Woelber, immediately in front of him is
Karlpeter Rahts, and second toWer ner’sright isWalter Kaufmann. Guenther Neubacher
isthird from theleftin theback row. LittleFritzisthird from theleft in front.

c. 35%today), leadsup to the all-important statewide exam called the Abitur, a
requirement for university study. Next thereisthe Mittelschule, which endsafter
grade 10, and then the Hauptschul e, which goesup to grade 9, but can lead to
further schooling intrade and vocationa schools.

A criticism often level ed at the German school systemisthat itsthree-tier
system maakesfor undesirable class consciousnessand ditism. Thepolitical Left,
considering this charge valid, has since the 1960s tried to introduce the
Gesamtschule. Thistypeof school issimilar to the American high school andthe
English Comprehensive Schoal, al threeof which areopentodl, whether college-
bound or not. The Gesamtschulethusdoesaway with thethreedifferent typesof
schools, offering, under oneroof asit were, academic coursesleading to university
aswell asvocational courses. Hereistheirony: itisthe structure of the much
maligned American high school that German reformershold up astheideal. The
reformersfed that aschool modeled ontheAmerican high school, aslong asitis
largeenough, canmaintain Gymnasum|leve dlasses whileat thesametimeensuring
asocial mix through a program of music, art, drama, dance, crafts, student
government, etc. However, over thelast few decades the Gesamtschulen have
beenfighting alosing battle. They arecharged with declining academic standards.
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My school in grade 5 wasthe Grunewald Gymnasium, at that timefor boys
only, today cdled theWdther Rathenau Gymnasium, named after Germany’sJewish
foreign minister, agood friend and frequent guest at my M endel ssohn grandparents
housein the Grunewal d, near which hewas assassinated by ultra-nationalistsin
1922. | enjoyed school, both the academic and the social side. The Grunewald
was- and still is- awell-to-do, artistically and academically oriented residential
area, withacosmopolitan orientation. Itsacademically strong Gymnasiumwas
asmuch anti-Nazi asaschool could beand il survive. Being“anti-Nazi” conssted
inavoiding thesubject of paliticsatogether. Of courseattacking Nazi leadersand
Nazi policieswasout of the question, even here.

griebticﬁ éﬁempnet Shacloffenburg 9 4[,‘ #VIX 1937,

Gidenallee 2

A letter tomy mother (in Genevaat thetime), dated September 14, 1931, proudly writtenin
English. For Mr. Stiller seep. 42, for Aunt Claerep. 62. Schwester Annawasamuch loved
nanny for all of uswhenever weweresick. By “thesecond note’ | meanta“2,” or B. My
father wasin Genevar epresenting Ger many on an economic commission with thelL eague
of Nations.

Toputit differently, wewere probably exposed to aminimum amount of Nazi
indoctrination. | could have goneto amoreaverage school closer tohome. Asit
was, unlike Shakespeare’ sschoolboy, “ cregping likesnail unwillingly to schoal,”
| covered the seven milesfrom our house by bus, or in spring eagerly by bike,
which - | amtempted to think - made me physicaly fit.

| formed closefriendships. Threeof us, Werner Woel ber, Karlpeter Rahts
and | were particularly close. Werner wasour class president and star athlete,
wholikemewasactiveinthe German version of theY MCA (seep. 26), somehow
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managingtoavoidjoining theHitler Youth. Through hisfather’sskillful finaglinghe
wasableto get hismedical degreewhileinthearmy. Disgusted withlifein postwar
Germany, heemigrated to Canadain 1951, where hewas a highly successful
pediatrician near Montreal. Hedid not retireuntil 2005. During my annual visits
we- inevitably - rehash the past, while hisdevoted and bel oved German-Canadian
wifeAnnlistensto uswith gpparent unflagging interest.

Karlpeter wasmore scholar than athlete. Wewerefiercecompetitorsin chess
and ping pong, and partnersin soccer. | fill havehismany letterstomein England
and the States. However, suchishisfear of censorshipthat inaletter mailedin
Switzerland in 1937 he asksme not to mention politics. What nationalism he
shows, isof theinnocuousvariety. 1n 1938 heiswondering if the boxer Max
Schmelingisgetting afair deal in New York. After theannexation of Austriain
March 1938, he specul ates how Austrian soccer playerswill blend inwith the
German team. In October 1938 he writes: Now that we have managed to get
the Sudeten Territory of Czechoslovakia, we are getting an excellent tennis
player in Roderich Menzel. When | got to the States, he- alwaysthe analyst -
asked meto explainthedifference between English rugby and American football.

After fiveyearsinthearmy with off-and-on combat and asemester a University
after thewar, Karlpeter died of tuberculosisin 1947. Inoneof hislast letters,
written after helearned that | had begun teaching, he askswhy studentsin German
schoolswill cheat during testswhenever they get achance, whilethisdoesnot
seemtobethecaseinthe States. (Seemy comment onp. 140.) Hedescribeshis
medical statusin detail, but without ashred of complaint. Hislast wordsare:
“LasseesDir recht, recht gut gehen!” (“You make sureyou stay real well!”)

Politically, Karlpeter and Werner, though fully “ Aryan,” wereno moreNazis
thanthe Kempnersand our relativeswere. (My sster Martha'sinitial enthusiasm
wasgoneinayear.) Atthesametime, | donot recal any seriouspolitica discussons
betweenus. Hitler smply wasagiven. Probably not even thosewho subsequently
conspired againgt Hitler werethinking of oppositionintheearly years.

Because my family and relativeswereaware of Nazi control of all aspectsof
life, we and just about everyone el se assumed that opposition of any kind was
smply out of thequestion. Criticismwouldautomatically resultinarrest, frequently
by way of denunciation. Had | stayedin Germany, | strongly suspect that | would
have accepted Nazi rule as much as Werner, Karlpeter and my five“Aryan”
Mendelssohn male cousinsdid, and, likethem, would have served in Hitler’s
army. | would havefound noway around thetotaitarian nature of the Nazi regime:
it rigged thesystemin such away that by about 1935 al Germansbecame, willy-
nilly, part of the Nazi system. Of course| grant that the majority of Germans
cheered Hitler on, impressed by the reduction in unemployment and hisforeign
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policy successes, at least up tothe spring of 1939. Oncewar brokeout, opposition,
alaVietnam inthe 1960sin the United States, was out of the question. What
opposition therewas, waswholly secret. That the carefully prepared attempt on
Hitler’slifeon duly 20, 1944, got asfar asit didistruly remarkable; that it failed by
ahair wasatragedy.

But now ontograde 7. Perhaps my becoming ateacher of Latin could have
been predi cted from the second day of my 7thgrade L atin class: theteacher, Herr
Gerstenberg, had mequiz the classon the vocabulary of Lesson 1 of thetext Vita
Romana. Herr G had been principd of the prestigious Franzoes schesGymnasium,
but being “ non-Aryan” wasevidently not alowed to continueasadminigirator.

Preparing me - unknowingly - for my futurewasmy English teacher, Herr
Korte, ingrades5-7. He stressed the spoken language and would frequently
read to usfromtheLondon Times. Thiswasnot altogether harmless, sincewhile
the Nazis allowed foreign papers in the country, their use was not exactly
encouraged. Herr Korteaso had afavorite saying: | give A'sand E’'swithout
regard for race, confession or type! (... ohne Ruecksi cht auf Rasse, Konfession,
Art.) My hunchisthat he could not have said that in many other schools.

| have kept the composition | wrotein 9th grade on the“Italo-Abyssinian
Conflict,” in1935. (I amstill proud of the Al received!) My sourcewasvery
largely what Herr Korte had said in class. Was Mussolini right? Yesand no.
Italy and Abyssinia are members of the League of Nations. Italy must have
colonies, but it must not try to get themin awar. She must come before the
League of Nations. | am sure thiswas not the official Nazi line. Herr Korte
clearly wasno Nazi and | wasthe beneficiary.

Attheother political extremewasHerr Hamann, my math teacher. A thorough
Nazi, hewasoneof thefew faculty who already in 1934 appeared in the brown
Storm Trooper uniform. Heinsisted that the compulsory Hitler salute at the
beginning and end of each class was conducted in the proper manner. (Herr
Korteraised hishand in the saluteand gavethe signd to be seated all inthesame
doppy motion.) Herr H. insisted that we stand at rigid attention, givethesalute
and shout “Heil Hitler” loud and clear. Four of usin the back thought we' d have
somefunat hisexpenseand shouted asloud aswe could. To our disappointment,
he merely countered with aproud smile. Asl look back now, | doubt that it ever
occurredto any of ustorefuseto givethesaute. Conformity wasnot questioned.
(Asit never isamong theyoung, the 1960s being abig exception.)

Likewise, therewasno questioning thevaidity of Nationa Socialism. | have
aletter tomy father dated January 30, 1934.

Today we had a very impressive assembly in school [First anniversary of
Hitler’sappointment as Chancellor]. Thetalk of the principal wasvery boring
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and sleep-inducing, as usual. But then a student in the Hitler Youth gave a
very exciting talk about the life of Herbert Norkus (a cel ebrated young | eader
intheHitler Youth).

| dsorecal thewholeschool being taken to amovietheater to seethefiercely
propagandistic film, Hitlerjunge Quex, the story of ayoung man becoming a
leader intheHitler Youth. | sugpect that most of usaccepted such Nazi indoctrination
not necessarily asvalid, but asentirely routine.

Another highly competent teacher wasHerr Hasselwander in German. Lots
of grammatical analyses(right up my alley!) and learning to outlinetopicsfor
compositions, such as“filmvs. theater;” “ Lifeinthecity vs. lifeinthe country;”
“Value of vacations’ for thesetopicstherewere no right or wrong answers, in
sharp contrast tothefollowing: “Vaueof serviceintheHitler Youth.” Theanswer
wasgivento usaspart of theassgnment: “Development of disciplineandloveof
country;” and“ Overcoming classdifferences.” Conclusion: “Influence of the
spirit of Hitler among theyoung.” All thisin my handwriting in my 7th grade
notebook.

TheNazi indoctrinationinthe Grunewa d Gymnasiumwasin al probability
theresult of the gppointment of anew party-lineprincipa, Dr. Wadvogd, inplace
of the older, traditionally conservative, Weimar Republic type, Dr. Vilmar.
Waldvogel soon made hisinfluencefelt: in 1935 Jewsand“Non-Aryans’ were
no longer allowed to attend the traditional annual week away from school inthe
LandschulheiminWerder, awell-run and most enjoyablecampin beautiful country
ashort distancefrom Berlin. Weall loved it asaclassin 1934, but then, in 1935,
fiveof usnon-Aryanswerenolonger allowedto participate. That hurt! | wasnot
aware of anyonein my classexpressing approval of the exclusion, not eventhe
two membersof theHitler Youth. But protesting wasout of thequestion. Thefive
of uswerea so not alowed to participatein thetwo hour instruction on Nazismon
Saturday mornings. For thismany envied us.

At about thistimel started attending bi-weekly sessonswiththeY MCA. At
that timethe German version, CVJIM (Christlicher Vlerein junger Maenner), put
much more stresson the Christian than on the Association element. Inaddition
tomeetingin Berlin, therewere overnight camping tripstothevicinity of Berlin, at
the core of which were Bible study and talks by adults on ethical questions. A
positionfavorableto conventiona (not fundamentaist) Protestantismwasassumed.
In 1935, my final year of school in Germany, | attended a one-week summer
campontheFrisanidand of Langeoog. Whiletherewerelotsof outdoor activities,
therewasd so an extensive Bible-reading program|ed by both Protestant ministers
andlay people. All of uswereurgedto consider very serioudy becoming “followers
of the Lord,” and to pledge as much in the course of one of the many prayer
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meetings. | remember doing so. | felt that these sessionsfitted in nicely withthe
confirmation class| had been attending since Easter 1935 with Pastor Roehricht
of the Confessional Churchin Dahlemin Berlin. Thiswasalso the church of
Pastor Niemoeller, consisting of those Protestantswho had split off from the
Deutsche Christen. Thelatter had endorsed the Nazis and had been endorsed
by them. | wasindeed confirmed asamember of the Confessional Churchin
1936, an event that was dutifully celebrated with ahugedinner at our homewith
some30family andrelatives.

| had become an orthodox Protestant, with belief inaL oving God and inthe
redemptive power of hisSon JesusChrist. Thisbelief carried over into the 1950s,
but thenvery gradualy fadedinto ageneralized“ L ove Your Neighbor” philosophy.
| came to believe more and more in the importance of action as opposed to
aticlesof faith.
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6.
Channd Crossing

My week at theY MCA campin 1935 kept me so fully engaged that | had no
timeto reflect on being away from my family for thefirst time. My father, by
contrast, reflected onit most intently, asshown by hisletter of July, 1935:

You know, in my view there is a huge difference that boys of your age are
experiencing so much independence today, when compared to my youth,
where such independence wasextremely rare. Of coursethisinvolvesa great
deal of responsibility for oneself. | have to tell you that | am very much
looking forward to having you at home again soon, so that we can exchange
experiences.

Littledid my father know that only six monthslater hewould let mebe away
from homefor much longer than aweek.

Part of my father’sconcernwasimmediate: Might theNazishold membership
intheY MCA againg me? At that timein Germany it wasanumericaly smdl, low-
profileorganization, that tried hard not tointerferewith the Hitler Youth, thevirtualy
compulsory nationd youth organization. It presented itself asnon-poalitical, being
concerned primarily with providing ardigiousatmospherefor itsgroupwork with
young men. Worried about Nazi suspicionsof non-Party organizationslikethe
YMCA, my father sometimein 1935 went out of hisway totalk to the personin
chargeof my chapter. Hewasassured that the organi zation wasallowed to continue
toexist, dbeit withavery low profile. Inal probability theinternationa statusof
theYMCA aswell asitssmall sizesaved it - for ashort while. By 1938 it had
ceased toexist.

A few weekslater my father madeanother, moresignificant, vist onmy behalf.
Hewent to see Dr. Waldvogel, the af orementioned newly appointed party-line
principa of my school. For my father it must have been ahorrifying glimpse of
what theNazishad in store. He apparently asked if my “non-Aryan” statuswas
going to have further negative consequences beyond my not being allowed to
participatein the week-long school camp onceayear. Dr. Waldvogel’sreply,
whichmy father did not tell meof until many yearslater, washitterly offensive:

Mr. Kempner, Germany is not interested in the well-being of your son.
He belongsto an inferior race and is therefore of no concern to us.
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In 1935, unlessyou were prepared to gotojail, you did not arguewith this
position; especially not my father who had always prided himself on obeying the
law and beingaloyal citizen. How insulting and painful it must have beenfor him
at thetime needs no elaboration.

Itismy guessthat it wasthe sessionwith Dr. Waldvogd that hel ped my parents
decideto send meto school in England, beginningin January of 1936. My parents
had astronginternational orientation; they spoke both English and Frenchwell;
my father’sbrother, Uncle Fritz had studied in Christ Church, Oxford, in 1912,
when Europewas at peace and the British Empirewasstill inisglory. (My uncle
loved to quote the remarkabl e comment an Oxford professor made at that timeon
the importance of the study of foreign languages: “Kempner, it has been my
experiencethat English, spoken loudly and clearly, isunderstood by everybody.”)
Bothmy father and uncle had many friendsin England aswell asinthe Sates. All
thesefactorsmade animmigration first to Englandin 1938 and then to the United
Statesin 1939 not only possiblebut alsorelatively easy.

| don’t remember being involved in any sort of discussion; | do remember
accepting thedecisonfully. |1 am surethat the possibility of becoming fluentin
English madegoing to school in England very attractiveto me. My father quotes
me saying: “ Pappi, | rely on your experience.” Of course | was sorry to be
separated frommy friendsin Berlin, but | accepted that asunavoidable.

My father’sfirst letter to mein England in January 1936 contained this- shall
| call it oracular - pronouncement: | thinkit will be extraordinarily advantageous
for you some time in the future to be as good in English as you are now in
German. That ismeaningful for your entirelife. (Thisisnot amade-up quote
based onhindsight!) Headdsthat he had visited my Berlin school toinsurel was
goingtoreceiveaproper Fina Report. “ At alater datein Germany,” he added,
“agood 9th grade Final Report might possibly beof use.” From thesewordsit
seemsclear that at thismoment my father was not envisaging thefamily leaving
Germany. Headdsthispledge, which must have been profoundly meaningful to
meat thetime:

While what | am going to tell is obvious, | want to mention it to you
nonetheless. First and foremost, | want to tell you that you can always count
on my thinking of your well-being as much as a father can, and that
accordingly you can at all times count on my good advice and my experience
and above all on my love and loyalty. This goes without saying, but | did
want to make a point of it in my first letter to you.

Then headdsthisominousnote: Thisletter | can send to you quite openly
because it is being mailed in Switzerland and the German authorities can’t
openit. [My father wasreturning from Geneva, and waswriting thisletter during
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aone-hour wait in Basel, Switzerland.] | am sure you know that what you
write from England on political subjects must take into account the German
government. But of course you can write about everything you experience
without fear.

A most appropriate warning, which of course | heeded. Thispossibility of
Nazi censorship doesexplainto memy father’s occasional seemingly positive
commentson Hitler in hiscorrespondence. | still have apostcard he sent me
showing Hitler and Mussolini in 1937, standing Side by sideinablack Mercedes,
being driven down the K aiserdamm, one of Berlin’sshow streets, proudly saluting
thecrowdsthat lined the street; my father’smessage: “Hereisamost impressive
sight that | witnessed from our friends' apartment.” | am sure hefelt that this
would ook goodin hisGestapofile...
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7.
School inthe Scepter’didle

My arriva in Englandin January 1936 coincided withthedesth of King George
V andtheaccession of Edward V1I1. | wroteto my parentson January 23 of that
yedr:

| heard on the radio the proclamation of the new king ... It was closed
by a triple ‘Hip - Hip - Hurrah’ and * God Save The King.’ ... A historical
moment, in which | am allowed to participate. | added: There was general
mourning for the death of Kipling.

Eventhough I did not actively participatein the decisionto go to school in
England, my interest in the Royal Family suggests that | had welcomed the
opportunity. | loved thefeeling of independence. | wastraveling alone over
wholly new territory: by trainfrom Berlinto Hoek of Holland; acrossthe Channel
to Harwich; by boat trainto London, wherel would treat myself to the novelty of
eggs-and-bacon. At Victoria Station | was met by Pat Bowman, auniversity
student, who theyear before had been living with our family inBerlin. Hewould
takemeviathetubeto Paddington Station. Before saying good-bye, | asked Pat
to watch me ask apasser-by: | beg your pardon, Sr, could you pleasetell me
thetime? | even understood the answer, which made mevery proud. Thentwo
morehoursto Marlborough, for atotal of about 24. | repeated thistrip eight times
inthreeyears, thelast trip, however, being one-way only.

| havenoideawhether it wasat dl difficult for aforeigner to enter Marlborough
Collegeat that time, but | am surethat my father knowing atrustee helped agreat
deal. Theschool, beautifully situated inthe Wiltshire Downs, was (and ill is) a
prestigious Public School, consisting at thetime of some 800 students, ages 12-
19, dl boysand al boarders. (An English Public School isaprivate school to us.
What we call apublic school the Britscall astate school or acomprehensive
school.) Sleeping in aroom with 12 others, having to be in bed by 9:45 pm,
getting up at 7 am, does not sound terribly rigorousfrom thisdistance, but at the
timewasin marked contrast to the privacy of my bedroom and routinein Berlin.
Disciplinewithin thedormitory wasenforced by Sixth Formers(age 18-19), with
theuse of thecane. Thechief offensewasbeing latefor bed. Thissystemwas
accepted by all and thusworked well. There was no such thing as a Student
Council or evenany questioning of thesystem. Daily lifewasnot exactly leisurdly:
breakfast and supper were served to the 60 boysin the dormitory building (mine
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being Preshute House), and lunchinthe huge“Hall” onthe main campus, withal
800 fellow students. Therewereall sortsof locally devel oped eating practices,
such asinsuring that onereceived serving dishesbeforethey wereempty by being
amember of a“ syndicate,” whose memberswould passon plattersonly to each
other. Ittook Little Fritz from Germany sometimeto catch on, but | don’t recall
ever going hungry. However, | do remember vividly that the bowl of delicious
treacl etart wasempty by thetimeit reached me more often than not. (Shades of
Harry Potter!)

The*"redtrictionsof custom” did not exist inthedining areaonly; accesstoa
tub of hot water after sportswassimilarly “controlled.” Therewerefour copper
tubsfor some 20 boyscomingin off their “sweat” (i.e., across-country runwhen
rain stopped team sports such asrugby, field hockey or cricket, depending onthe
season). Unlessyouwereamember of asyndicate, your turnin thetub might not
comeuntil the same hot water had been used and reused anumber of times. Why
not refill thetub? That’seasy: no morehot water!

| mentioned caning. | wassubjectedtoit not only by prefectsbut also at the
handsof “Beaks,” thelocal termfor teachers. Initialy | wassurethat thisterm
was pgorative, but when | heard even teachersuseit quiteroutinely, | cameto
realizethe power of custom, especialy inlanguage usage. (Anaside: onarecent
visitto Marlborough | found beautiful shower facilities, but aBeak wasstill a
Beak.) SoBeakshad theprivilegeof caning. | experiencedit at the handsof my
Preshute house master, “ Sandy” Sandford, whoin hislast year of teaching (at age
65) was not going to become soft by giving up hisbdlief inthistraditional form of
punishment. It takesup littletime, isa forceful reminder to the offender that
what he had done was not acceptable and it leaves noill feeling, would have
been Sandy’sjustification if challenged. (Which of course hewasnot.) The
minimum number of strokeswould besaven, and might reach amaximum of twelve.
(Four beingthemaximumfor aprefect.) Theoffensewould usudly beinsufficient
effort or attention in class, conveyed intheform of anoteto one shousemagter. In
aletter to my parentson theeveof my caning, | explained that they shouldn’t feel
concerned since Sandy waswell knownfor hisfaithintheefficacy of thecaneand
that it wasamatter of mereroutine. | mentioned in passing that | had heard that
onesuch note had been aninvitation for tea, but that Sandy had aready delivered
the customary seven blowsbeforereadingit. Atthemoment, | told my parents, |
was trying to find out whether Mr. Sandford delivered the strokes in regular
time, how rapidly, and how hard. Thiswasno esoteric subject among Preshute
boys; many a Sunday afternoon was spent demonstrating how different Beaks
used the cane - thison apillow, with cane covered with chalk, sothat precisionin
hitting the same spot could be demonstrated. Thenext day | did get my “seven,”
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Sandy bidding meadieuwith abig smile. | think hefelt like saying, we English
have a rather good means of punishment, don't you think? Did it have the
desired effect? All | can say isthat therewere no repeats.

| should add that in the practice of Public School caning, Marlborough was
about average. It did not have“fagging,” the practice of having younger boysdo
persona choresfor older boys, such asshiningtheir shoesor cleaning their study.
Theextremesof such practicesaredescribed hilarioudy by Road Dahl inBoy. In
hiscase (at Repton, | believe) it wastheduty of a“fag” to warm thetoilet seat
prior to its use by the older boy. | was never subjected to this ordeal at
Marlborough.

Of coursel also attended classes. 1nthose daysteaching at Marlborough
was by tradition authoritarian: teacher talked, studentslistened. When called
upon, students responded as directed. Answers were expected to be factual
rather than interpretative or speculative. Whilehemay havebeen extreme, my 8th
grade geography teacher typified theoveral teaching tyle. | till recall hissonorous
voice: The North-American continent consists of a central plain, flanked by
mountain rangesintheeast and inthewest. Weknew that thiswas something
we had to memorize and that these and similar factswould be asked for on tests.
Atamoreadvanced level, our 11th grade English (and Greek) teacher, Mr.A.C.B.
Brown, had usread Boswell’sLifeof Dr. Johnson, dways 24 pagesfor theweekly
test. Theten test questions would be entirely factual, e.g., Dr. Johnson was
asked his opinion about women preaching in church. Heanswered: ‘Sr,...’
continue the quotation. Our weekly preparation was greatly facilitated since
itemswe needed to know were marked and numbered inthe margin of the second-
hand textsweused. Mr. Brown evidently saw no need to concoct new testsfrom
one year to the next. In this case all we had to remember was. Sr, women
preaching in church is rather like dogs walking on their hind legs: it looks
rather ungainly, butit'ssurprisingitisdoneatall! Said Mr. Brown also taught
usthe Odes of Horace, 20 lines per assignment, and again our preparation was
cons derably aided by our second-hand texts contai ning an exact list of questions,
which proved unfailingly accurate. Clearly, Mr. Brownwasasunfailing asHorace!
Now | suppose it can be argued that my still recalling facts about the North-
American continent and about Samuel Johnson provesthat | didlearn something.
Tobesure! Itisalsotruethat not all teacherswereasrigid asMr. Brown.

It may well bethat the overall teaching stylewastheresult of the* set books’
concept, used innation-wide" School Certificate” (today’s” O-Levd”) exams, taken
after 10thgrade. Inmy year, these* sat books’ wereRichard || and Milton’sParadise
Lost, Books1& 2. Admittedly, by theend of theyear, weknew theseworksinsde
out, in the sense that we could spot even obscure passages and describe each
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character inconsderabledetail. Unforgettable John of Gaunt’s speech:

Thisroyal throne of kings, this scepter’d Isle,

...Thisprecious stone set in the silver sea ...
But did thisapproach devel op areflective and hence meaningful understanding of
eachwork? Didit leaveany of uswithalovefor theauthor? | have my doubts.
| didn’t get around to reading therest of ParadiseL ot until much later (seebelow).
Asfor Shakespeare, | had devel oped alovefor himin German through my parents
long before setting foot on the Scepter’d Ide. Infact, assoon asl found out that
Richard Il wasgoingto beour “ set” play, | wrote home, in September 1937:
Could you please send me my German text of Richard 11?7 What isthis play
about? Couldyoutell methat inafewwords? Especially who theindividual
charactersare, so that aminformed. Within aweek my parents, Uncle Fritz
and Aunt Barbarahad teamed up to send meeverything | had asked for. | couldn’t
have asked for finer support, not only inthis*emergency,” but throughout.

Oneof my more progressiveteacherswasMr. A.E.C. Cornwall, who taught
usEuropean History ingrade9. Well do | remember hisrequest of meassoon as
he had found out my background: Kempner, why don’t you write a paragraph
for next week, explaining what the Holy Roman Empirewas? He must have
noticed my hesitation to agree to take on what seemed to meaformidabl e task,
because after classhetook measideto ask if | minded doing that. No Internet to
turntofor ready-madehelp! | felt| hadtorisetothechallenge. | wishl till had
what | wrote. | do know that | cameto like Mr. Cornwall’ sthought-provoking
approach.

Asfor Mr. Brown, I’d liketo give him thelast word: at the end-of-term-
report in September 1938, asmy Classical Fifth Form (11th grade) Master, he
wrote: What | like about himisthat he will never allow what he considersa
difficulty to passwithout insisting on having it explained. Heisnot at present
very good, but thereisa persistence about himwhich augurswell. | think that
he sized meup correctly, not only asamember of hisclass, but asaperson. Atthe
same time | got a very flattering report from Mr. Cheesman, my Preshute
housemaster: He can be relied upon to have the interests of the House at
heart. His courage on the Rugger field always fills me with admiration.
Actualy, it wasn't so much courage asenjoyment of playing team sports. rugger
inthefal, field hockey inthewinter, cricketinthespring. | dwayshatedit when
the gameended.

A fina word onclasswork: | still havetwo compositionsof mine, writtenin
10th grade, in responseto unprepared thought questions. Onewasentitled: What
aqirl or aboy ought to betaught at school. | dutifully list avariety of academic
subjectsthat astudent might take. | makeno mention of such thingsasmoral or
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socid vaues, but theninthose daysneither English nor German secondary education
had such concerns, at least not explicitly. 1 would have displayed considerable
insght had | commented ontheir absence! However, | do havethisbit of wisdom
to offer inmy concluding sentence: 1f somebody studieswhat he enjoys, hewill
always make good progress. Reading thisnow, | am amazed how perceptivel
wasat age 16!

Theother essay contrasted English and German schools. Again, I'll quotejust
the conclusion: But one thing that isthe same in both countries and always
will be the same is that a boy [sic] has got to work if heisto get on. Did |
really meanit or was| just trying to please my teacher?

Intryingto bring Marlboroughtolife, | must make mention of my friend Arthur
Robinson. | visited him and hisfamily near Chester, in Lancashire, and he spent
that final August 1939 with usin Switzerland. We both took aliking to each
other’ssister. Although wewerethe same age, helooked at mefrom thevery
start ashisprotégé. Being keenly interested in history, hewas eager to make sure
that | held the proper views, especialy ontheevil nature of Prussian militarism.
Hebdieved firmly in thewisdom of those who had built up the British Empire,
bringing civilizetionto somany inAsaandAfrica. HisherowasWinston Churchill.
| had little knowledge of any of this, but wasan eager learner. Fancying myself
somewhat of ahistorian, | would chalengehimwherel could. | recdl two notable
instancesof differenceinpoint of view: | madeapassing referenceto Frederick
The Great, King of Prussia. Said Arthur: Who'sthat? Never heard of him! |
was nearly in shock: here was someone who hadn’t heard of the hero of my
youth, Friedrich der Grosse, whose pal ace Sans Souci in Potsdam | knew from
top to bottom, and who had always been portrayed to me as the Enlightened
Monarch, par excellence. | triedto explain. Oh, | suppose you mean Frederick
I1, heinterrupted. What’s so great about him? Asour argument advanced, so
did my appreciation of thecomplexity of history.

A second argument, over which weamost cameto blows, came about ashe
claimed that the British Navy had never been defeated. Hoho, | saidtomyself, I'll
get himonthisone! My opener was. What about Skagerak? - Never heard of
it! washisreply. So herewasmy opportunity. | informed him (so | thought) of
thelargetonnagelosses suffered by the Roya Navy inthe huge seabattle off the
Danish coastin May 1916. Oh, | see, he said condescendingly, you probably
mean the Battle of Jutland. Remember, the losses that the German fleet
suffered were sufficient to prevent it from ever leaving port again the rest of
theWar. Indeed, victory or defesat, successor failure, are determined not necessarily
by thefactsthemselves, but by the point of view. What awonderful lesson to
learn - at no cost. Weremained good friendstill hisdeathin 1995.
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8.

Sports

Beforebecoming fully establishedin my new school-away-from-home, | took
aplungeback into the Germany | had left behind. While my family wasenjoying
themonth of August in Switzerland, | had opted for daily attendanceat the Olympic
GamesinBerlin, August 1-16, 1936. | wasoverwhelmed by it all, as| wroteto
my mother:

The Olympics are fantastic! | don't know where to begin ... The
stadiumisalways packed. It'sa magnificent structure holding 110,000. Hitler
always comes in the afternoon. Perhaps you have read about the Negro
Jesse Owens, who has already won three gold medals for the US...

Then | describe how my friend and nelghbor Eike Schweitzer and | wereable
tolisteninto Jesse Owensbeing asked by an American correspondent if hewas
pleased with his performance - thisafter winning hisfourth gold medal. | quote
Jesse Owens. “Yesand no. Ontheonehand | enjoy competing, and everyoneis
so niceto me, on the other hand my wifeiswaiting for meat home, and | would
very muchliketoseeher.” | add: “Helooksvery nice.”

Recallingital now, | marvel how | wastotally unaware of theterribleironies
at work. Therewasmy grandmother Kempner, age 76, brought up Jewish, joining
the 110,000 presentinraisng her armin the Hitler salute during the playing of the
two German nationd anthemsat the opening ceremony. Similarly, HdeneMayer,
thesole*non-Aryan” member of the German team, winning asilver medal in
fencing, and likewiseraising her arm. (The best German high jumper, Gretel
Bergmann, was not allowed to compete because shewas Jewish.) Thenthere
wastheuniversa admiration of thebrilliant performance of the 18 black American
athleteswho, according to Nazi racetheory, were“inferior.” (OneNazi paper
referred to them as America’s auxiliary troops, without whom the USwould
have done very poorly.) Among Americanslittle attention waspaid to thefact
that upontheir return homethe black American athletesweresubject torigid rules
of segregation, making the adoration they had recelved by an admiring German
publicgrimly ironic.

But thebiggestirony of al wasthe Nazi determination to makethe Gamesa
propagandatool. No effort was spared to make Germany appear hospitable,
progressiveandfriendly. Thecontrolled presswascareful to show no evidence of
anti-Semitism; al anti-Jewish dogansin shopsand public placeswere removed.
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Inmy youthful enthusiasm, | wasn't aware of any of this. | just enjoyed theshow,
and wasproud of Germany’ sremarkable success. 181 meda's, comparedto only
124 for theUnited States! | wasn’'t doneinmy view: Frederick Birchall of The
New York Timeswrote: The Olympic Games put Ger many back in thefold of
nations. William L. Shirer proved more perceptive: Berlinglitter hidaracist
military regime.

TheNazi leadership couldn’t have been morepleased. Albert Speer, Hitler's
architect and organizer of forced labor inthelast yearsof theWar, quotesHitlerin
1937: 1n 1940 the Olympic Games will take place in Tokyo. But thereafter
they will take place in Germany for all time to come.

What | dsowasunawareof at thetimewasthedesreof groupsandindividuas
intheUnited Satesto boycott thegames. Among themwerethe American Jewish
Congress, Catholic groupsaswell asindividuaslike GovernorsAl Smith (New
York) and James Curley (Massachusetts). It wasAvery Brundage, head of the
American Olympic Committee, who was crucial in bringing about American
participation despite such opposition. The AOC went to shocking lengthsto
accommodatetheNazis: theday beforethe4 x 100 Meter relay final, two of the
four membersof theteam, Marty Glickman and Sam Stoller, weretold that their
placeswould betaken by Jesse Owensand Ralph Metcalfe, on the groundsthat
they were Jewish, and that thismight prove offensiveto Germany. (Many years
later the AOC apologized.)

L ooking back on the Games and everything that went with them now, 70
yearslater, | amforced to acknowledgethe extreme skill of Joseph Goebbelsand
hispropagandamachine. If I, a“non-Aryan” and aready asemi-emigrant, could
besoexcited by it all, itisnot surprising that to the vast mgjority of Germanswhat
had happened in Berlin was proof of the greatness of the Nazi regime.

The Olympicsweren't the only sporting event that captured my imagination.
Inthe 1930sthere was also tennis, with handsome Baron Gottfried von Cramm,
member of theRot-WeissTennisClubin Berlin. My sister Franand her friend [lse
were not hisonly fans! Hewasrenowned for hisgood sportsmanship, being
preparedtorefuseapointif it had beenwonillegaly. Rereading about hislossto
Don Budge, after leading 4-1 inthefifth set in the 1937 Davis Cup semi-final,
brought my admiration for von Cramm back most vividly. For reasons never
made explicit, hedid not have Hitler’ssupport.

An athletethat did have Hitler’ sfull support wasthe boxer Max Schmeling.
When hedefeated Joe Louisin 12 roundsin 1936, it wastrumpeted as proof of the
Nazi claim of thesuperiority of the" Aryanrace.” Thetableswereturnedin 1938,
when Joe L ouisknocked out Schmelingin 2 minutes. My Marlborough classmates
didnotfall tocdl ittomy attention! Extensveobituariesupon Schmeling’sdegthin
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2005 at age 99 hel ped merecall my ambivaence: theinterplay betweenprideina
famous German athlete and discomfiture caused by the claims made on behalf of
race. Joyce Carol Oates, writer, professor, aswell asboxing fan, respondsto my
ambivalence beautifully in her recent book review of David Margolick’sBeyond
Glory (all about Schmeling): Did not a single commentator among so many
make the obvious point that Joe Louis beat Max Schmeling in thering because,
that night, he was the better boxer, not because he was the better man, or
represented the better country? Did not one commentator take notethat boxing,
like warfare, has nothing to do with virtue? Shesaysit all!

Only about ahaf-hour’ swalk from our housein Berlinwastheautomobilerace
track known astheAvus. | went to only onerace, when | wasabout 14, but that did
it- I washooked. Standing insidethe Nordkurve, oneof the only two loopsof the
ova shaped course, | recdl withwhat thrill my friendsand | attempted to distinguish
between Mercedes, Auto-Union and AlfaRomeo by the different enginenoisesas
they approached. Unforgettablethehigh pitched “singing saw” Mercedeswhine
that isetchedin my memory, alongwiththedrivers: Rudi Caracciolaand Manfred
von Brauchitsch for Mercedes; Hans Stuck and Bernd Rosemeyer for Auto Union;
theltaians Tazio Nuvolari and Achille Varzi for AlfaRomeo and Masarati. My
friend Chris Schweitzer (now aretired professor of German at the University of
North Carolinain Chapd Hill) and | reproduced theracesonthefloor a home, rugs
pushed aside, on tracksdrawn with chalk onthefloor, pushing tiny modelsof cars
by hand, with rulestoo complex for metorecal now. | asoremember most vividly
visiting theNordkurve again in the 1959, after the French driver Jean Behrawas
killed when hiscar skidded onthewet, banked brick surface. | remember how the
East German pressclaimed that theaccident proved theWest' sinhumanepriorities.
thelifeof aracing driver waslessimportant than the certainty of financia lossif the
racewerecanceled. The East Germans probably had apoint. Theconstruction of
theBerlinWall in 1961 wasthe doom of theAvus: the southern end of the 12-mile
ova extended into East Germany and wasno longer bletoWest Berliners.
Today theAvusisno morethanamemory: what’sleft of theracecourseisintegrated
intothe highway system. Sctransitgloria...

Thename of Rudi Caracciolabringsto mind my friend from Marlborough
days, Patrick Pollock of Huddersfield, Yorkshire. Heloved cars. Uponleaving
Marlborough early in 1939, heenrolled at the University of Lausanne, Switzerland,
but spent most of histimeworking asamechanicinagarage. Inaletter to me,
dated May 20, 1939, he hasthisto say:

“1 had one of the great thrills of my lifethe other day, and | think you will
beinterested. Atthelocal Casino, the Mercedesagency put on show aracing
car, one of the 1937 5.4 litre cars, which you will remember swept everything
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before them, and were one of the most successful types ever built. Asl was
looking at it in absol ute ecstasy, one of the Mercedes people, a German sent
from Berlin with the car, asked me if | would like him to explain all the
details to me. This he did, and we became great pals and had a grand
discussioninwhich | told himall about Billy Conn[Englishracing driver] and
hisE.R.A. Just aswe were about to part, | asked himif | could sitin the car,
and he said yes! Soin | got, looked at everything and felt all the gadgets,
and in fact wasin heaven! The driving position was perfect, and one could
get asplendid view in front. Also onefelt very low and this gave one a great
senses of security ... | felt very proud. Now | have achieved one of my
greatest ambitions, and have surpassed it. Achieved because | have seen a
Mercedes, and surpassed because | have sat in one. Fancy | have sat where
old Caracciola used to drive, and where he did such great wonders. 1t will be
a very long time before | forget that day.”

Alas, poor Patrick! Hedid not have muchtimeahead of him. Asapilotinthe
RAF hedid not survivethewar.

Thereisafourth sport | must mention, andit’stheonel not only watched but
also played with great gusto and determination: the king of sports (asmany will
haveit), soccer. | started playing thegameearly, and would liketo beableto say
that I’'mdtill atit, but that would bestretchingit. Initialy | kicked endlesdy againgt
the garage door at home, which must have bothered many, but | was never
reprimanded. Then | practiced in our garden, where agoal had been set up,
which | guarded against Herr Stiller, our gardener and keen soccer player. He
would take pleasurein beating me again and again with acarefully placed shot
using theinside of hisfoot. (Asacoach, some 20 yearslater, | caled thisthe
“push-pass,” aterm | am still proud of having invented!) Beginning at grade5, |
played during gym class at the Grunewald Gymnasium. ( German schoolsdid
not then, and most still don’t now, field school teams.) Unfortunately, neither
Marlborough, nor later Milton A cademy, had soccer teamswhen | wasastudent.

In Germany | had afavorite team: Hertha BSC (= Berliner Sport Club)
(German championin 1931 and 1932). Eventoday my emotionsare aroused
when, in my mind’sear, | hear the chant “ Ha-Ho-He— HerthaBSC” and | get
akick when | read that theteamisdoingwell, eventhough | can’t nameasingle
player. That wasdifferent when | was 14, and could, of course, recitetheentire
line-up. My herothen wasthecrafty forward Hanne Sobek (1909-1989). When
inBerlinintheearly 90s, | dropped inon hiswidow, thenin her 80s. | camewith
flowers, and shereci procated with thetraditiona Kaffeeund Kuchen. Shecouldn’t
get over the fact that even though | lived in Amerika, | could still remember
watching her husband play some60 yearsearlier.
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0.
RuleBritannia!

Back toMarlborough, with alook at someunanticipated military activity. Caning
wasonly onetypeof disciplinewewere subjected to, the military wasanother. It
wasknownasOTC, or OfficersTraining Corps. UnliketheROTC inthe United
States, thisprogram involved everyoneover age 15. Itspurposewastoinsurea
seady supply of officers. It conssted of infantry training, including drill, knowledge
of bas cwegpons, map-reading, shooting, tacticsand occasiond one-day maneuvers.

| remember onesuch maneuver: thescenewasthebeautiful nearby Savernake
Forest, steof walkswith my parentswhen they came on an occasiond visit. Our
platoon was advancing on the enemy when suddenly we heard close by aburst of
enemy riflefire, only to betold by the ubiquitousrefereesthat wewereall dead.
That meant we had to stay put until theend of hogtilities. That part wasn't bad;
what was|ess pleasant wasthe dream stimulusfor yearsto comeof being shot at.

Decidedly lessscary and al ot of funwastheannua House Platoon Competition.
Somuchrenown wasattached towinning thisaward that endlesspolishing of boots,
buttonsand rifleswas considered part of thegame. Theannual highlight wasa
lengthy ingpection conducted by avisting generd. After onesuchingpection| wrote
my parentsthat the genera had faulted thefact that the shoelaceswerenot tiedin
thesameway by dl; after dl, said he, thewhole purpose of auniformwasto present
aunified appearance. My letter continues: The general went onto say that the
boys are to become leaders and are to make a good impression everywhere.
He ended with a proud reference to England’sleading position in theworld. |
amsurethat at thetimel found thisfully acceptable. Thisbasic military training
stood mein good stead when | did Basic Traininginthe USArmy somefiveyears
later. My fellow GI’sthen, and generations of friendssince, would find endless
amusement inmy demongration of the Britishmanud of arms. | would bark out On
the command ‘ Lying Load By The Numbers, One' take awalking pace forward
with the left foot to the right front, at the same time throwing up the rifle with
theright hand, catching it with the left hand at the point of balance! Whether
theaudiencelaughed a meor with me, it wassure-fireentertainment.

Beforerecaling agloriousevent in British publiclife, | must mention anepisode
that wasthe subject of the keenest attention by everyone, teacher and student
alike: theabdication speech of King Edward V111, to alow himto marry Wallace
Simpson, theAmerican divorcée. At theinvitation of Housemaster Sandford, we
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jammed into hisliving room (I guesswe were not allowed radios) to hear the
King'sspeech at 10 PM, December 11, 1936. Inaletter homel describeit as
very moving (sehr stimmungsvall). | cantill hear hisvoice (possibly reinforced
by replaysyearslater):

You must believe me when | tell you that | have found it impossible to
carry the heavy burden of responsibility and to discharge my dutiesas| would
wish to do without the help and support of the woman | love.

| don’t remember what we boysthought of hisdecision. | approved, chiefly
because| reasoned that hisbrother, the Duke of York, thefuture George VI, was
fully ableto carry onasKing. But then | wasnot brought up onthe Roya Family
andtheir attitudetoward divorce.

The*" gloriousevent” wasthe coronation of GeorgeVIinMay 1937. Three
friendsand | arrivedin London’sOxford Street at 5AM, waiting for theprocession
toreachthat pointinitsrouteat 3PM. | wrote home:

. suddenly there was music and then they came: at first soldiers in
parade uniform- on foot, on horseback, Indians (I used correctly the German
“Inder,” i.e., inhabitants of India, asopposed to “Indianer”), Canadians, New
Zealanders, sailors, pilots, Scotsmen, Australians, bands. And with each
contingent tremendous applause: jolly good - tough guy - good old George -
you look fine - Hurrah - good old boy - tough fellow - that’s the stuff - fine
chap - and so on. But when the carriages with Queen Mary, the King and
Queen and Sanley Baldwin were coming by - then the cheering got so loud
that had Max in a fit of madness shouted in my ear ‘Fritz, | would have
missed it totally. No exaggeration! And that for 45 minutes, because that’s
how long it took for everyone to pass.

There hasbeen just one coronation sincethen (Queen Elizabeth 11 in 1952).
Couldit have been any better? Certainly not.
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Lining Londoh’sOxford Sreetin May 1937 awaiting theroyal
procession at thecoronation of GeorgeVI. | aminthemiddle holding
up acardboard periscope.
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10.
War Clouds Gather

Theglory of the Coronation wasfollowed by the grim devel opmentsof 1938.
Hitler had beenin power for fiveyears, during which time German foreign policy
successes had formed averitabl e crescendo:

1933: Germany leavesthe Leagueof Nations.

1934: Theredrictionsonthe Germanmilitary writtenintotheVersalles Treety
of 1919 are beginning to bedisregarded.

1935: The Saar Territory rejoins Germany viaaplebiscite (91%infavor).

1936: German troopsreenter thewest Rhinebank fromwhichtheVersailles
Treaty had excluded them.

1937: The German government declaresthe“War Guilt Clause,” whichcdled
Germany soldly responsiblefor World War |, null and void.

1938: Germany annexesAustriain March, followed by thefatal four-power
meeting at Munichin September. | recall thisepisode only too well: France,
England, Italy and Germany had agreed to meet in Munich to decidethefate of
the 3,000,000 German minority in Czechod ovakia, known asthe Sudeten. The
Czechswerenotinvited. Hitler had claimed the Sudeten and theland onwhich
they lived onthegroundsthat they wereethnic Germans. At Munich on September
29 hegot the French, British and Italiansto agreeto the annexation of the Sudeten
Territory by Germany, Sating emphaticaly thet thiswasgoing tobehislast territorid
claminEurope. HisMeineletzteterritoriale Forderung in Europastill ringsin
my ears. Returning from Munich, English PrimeMinister Neville Chamberlain
landed at Croydon airport (London’sairport before the days of Heathrow and
Gatwick), uttering the unforgettablewords*“ Peacein our time!” holding aoft the
signed MunichAgreement. On October 1, German troopstook over the Sudeten
Territory.

Somuchfor Lofty Politics; now some persond reflections:

My father writeson September 21, 1938: “ A very turbulent week isbehind
me. Fortunately the danger of war hasbeen considerably reduced. Tobesure,
England’ sprestige has suffered somewhat inthe process.”

And hereismy sister Martha, then 19, writing from London on October 3: |
amterribly happy (schrecklich gluecklich) that everything has turned out so
well with Czechoslovakia...

My own summary in my letter of October 3, 1938: That was quite an
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exciting week that just passed... | often spoke with Cheesman (the new house
master who had succeeded caning-prone Sandford), and helet mehear Hitler's
speech ontheradio. | translated during the applause - an excellent practice
for me. Here everyoneisnow heaving a sigh of relief. Anair raid drill had
actually been scheduled, but since the situation had improved, it was
fortunately called off.

Whilemany may haveheaved asghof rdif, thisfedingwasfar from unanimous.
My roommateA rthur Robinson warned anyonethat would listen that Hitler was
not to betrusted and that acontinuation of apolicy of appeasement would prove
disastrous. Ironicaly, oppositionto Hitler’spolicy toward the Czechsa so came
fromasurprising sourcewithin Germany: from Colonel Genera Ludwig Beck
(Wehrmacht chief-of-staff), who resigned in protest, and from General Franz
Ha der, who was on the point of joining an anti-Hitler conspiracy, when Hitler's
foreign policy successes caused him and severa others to withdraw their
opposition.

What made so many of al social classesall over Europefed sorelieved after
Munich? | think that to alarge degree it was the feeling that Germany, abig
country, wasgetting only what any country deserved: control over itsethnic stock.
Andwasitredly fair toassign al theguilt for World War | to Germany? Surely,
many felt, Versailleshad gonetoofar. Itisinteresting to contrast the treatment of
defeated Germany in 1918 with what happened after theend of WorldWar 11 in
1945: after World War | atreaty was signed with asovereign country; when
World War 11 ended in Europe there simply was no German government with
whomtosignatreaty. Instead “ Germany” was occupied by theAlliesfor four
years. In 1938 there was al so the widespread sentiment that after the horrors of
WorldWar I, only 20 yearsbefore, another war wasunthinkable. (Seemy father’'s
|etter to hismother in 1932, p.14.)

The hopesthat Hitler would contain himsdlf to reincorporating only Germans
into hisRel ch were dashed when the Nazis occupied therest of Czechodovakiain
March 1939. From then on most of us- family, friends, acquaintances- felt that
war wasinevitable, athough no onel knew foresaw the horror thewar turned out
to be.

Tomeitisgtriking that my family’sand friends reflectionsonthefluid state of
politicsin 1938 and * 39 share one underlying belief: that whilewedidn'tlikeit,
Hitler wasthereto stay. Therewasno thought among us(or anyoneelsel knew
of at thetime) that the Nazis should be overthrown. That grim conclusionwas
probably not reached even by theAlliesuntil thefall of Francein 1940. What
becamevery clear by November 1938, however, wasthat Jews, or non-Aryans
like ourselves, had better leave Germany if they possibly could. We Kempners
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had three significant factors, lacking to many, going for us. Friendsin England and
the United States, knowledge of Englishand financid resources. Farsightedly, my
father and hisbrother Uncle Fritz had transferred assetsto aNew York bank as
early as 1937 after my grandmother Kempner’sdeath in April of that year. The
detailsof aplan to emigratewere not formed until thewinter of 1938/39.

Asitturned out, our family left Germany in piecemed fashion: my sster Martha
started studying in Oxford in thesummer of 1938; my mother, my sister Franand
Max left Germany for aboarding housein Weybridge, Surrey, in October; our
father joined them in November, and | simply did not returnto Germany after
spending my 1938 spring vacationin Berlin.

InWeybridgeit was my mother who did the hard work of lighting the home
fires, and keeping them burning. Havinginall of her lifehad the assistance of an
array of servants, she suddenly found herself in arather cold, prim-and-proper
boarding housein Weybridge, half an hour outside of London, where shekept the
family spirit going for my brother Max and my sister Fran, whileMarthaand |
were pursuing our studiesat Oxford and Marlborough. Her first letter tomefrom
England isdated October 9, 1938:

What do you think of my writing you from here? ... |1 am looking for a
house (shefound onein the spring of 1939), and when | have found one and we
have immigration permits, then we can set up a cozy home. | am really
looking forward to that! ... These have been exciting times, it'sa good thing
that everything has turned out so well. | do hope that Pappi will be able to
join us soon and we then will be all together once again. ... If the pajamas
are too large, it's possible to make adjustments - don’t you have somebody
that candothat? ... My mother never lost sight of basics.

Fran adds a one-liner: Seh da, sieh da, Timotheus! (a most appropriate
guote expressing surprisefrom a Schiller ballad most Germansknow). Ja, Ja,
Hier ist eslovely! (Themixture of German and Englishisagreat touch of my
linguidtically sendtivesger.)

About Weybridge my sister Marthahaswritten thisaccount. | quote:

| want to write about the boarding housein Weybridge. It wasmy mother
who kept us going there, much more so than she had been in Berlinwherethe
domestic staff and all the social life took much of her energy. Intheboarding
house she was in much more immediate touch with our daily moods and
experiences. She bought some grapes and some cookies and she kept a
bottle of sherry in the desk of our living room. We took our meals in the
dining roomwith the other boarders. It wasa genteel sort of boarding house.
There may have been half a dozen boardersin addition to our family. They
were all quiet and middle age, as far as| remember. There was a slender,
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quite good looking spinster, fortyish or thereabouts, who befriended us. Her
namewasMissMoriarty. Shewas, | believe, smitten by my father, impressed
by my mother. She had a glass of sherry with my mother on occasion, asdid
Mrs. Reid, who ran the boarding house together with her husband. For my
mother, Shirley Hurst (that was the name of the big old Victorian house),
must have been both dismal and challenging. She was often amused or
exasperated by the inefficient staff, depending on her mood and the degree
of inefficiency. But by and large shewasin quite good spirits. She must have
been enormously grateful that we were all safe in England, especially my
father, who had played such dangerousgamesin Germany. [Marthaisreferring
to the fact that he had delayed his departure from Berlin to look after affairs
connected with theliquidation of the M endel ssohn Bank. Hebarely had escaped
the horrorsof Kristallnacht November 9, 1938, when Jewish storeswere smashed
and Jewskilled randomly.]

... My mother had to leave her own mother, her two sistersand her brother,
she had to leave Berlin where she had lived all her life and she had done so
without showing any fear and without losing her sense of humor.

... Inthe early evening of Christmas Eveweall assembled in our boarding
house living roomand we were just about to sing Sille Nacht, Heilige Nacht,
which had always been our opening ritual in Berlin. Thetree was decorated
and lit by wax candles and | was just beginning to get into the spirit of this
very reduced and intimate Christmas, when there was a knock on the door
and in came Miss Moriarty to ask my parents to have a drink with her this
Christmas Eve. This little intrusion destroyed our combined conscious or
unconscious effort to give thislittle boarding house cel ebration some of the
magic it had had in our house in Berlin. My mother with her usual innate
dignity told Miss Moriarty that we were just about to have our family
celebration. She thanked her for the invitation and Miss Moriarty quickly
agreed to reschedule it for another time. So now we went ahead with our
Christmas.
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1.
Good-bye, England!

Thedecisiontoleave England for the States seemsobviousin hindsight, but
wasnot at all obviousat thetime. OnJuly 2, 1939, my father sailedto New York
to explorethe possibilities of reentering the banking professionthere. Returning
onthe Queen Mary on July 24, my father writesmehisconclusions:

AsconcernsAmerica, | realizethat it will be difficult to under stand what
general reason other than a job | could have to move with my family to
America... indeed, for methe possibility of ajobisdecisive. | have renewed
my contact with bankersin New York City, and whilethereis nothing definite
at thispoint, itisbasically morethan | hadin England. Because| applied for
a USvisa a year ago, | am now able to get the whole family over to the
Sates.

But these are just the external circumstances. At the bottom is my
conviction that in a war between Germany and England - a war that will
come sooner or later - you should not fight on the side of England, unlessthe
situation demandsit. If you stay in England, you’ d have to do that because
you’' d be on your way to becoming an English citizen. While| havethefirm
wish that your connection with England will always remain the best, | would
prefer that you became an American citizen along with me. By the way,
you'll find many similarities between the English and the American school
and university systems. After all, it was the English who founded the United
Sates. Tobesure, you'll feel very superior to the American pronunciation of
English.

Whilel don't recall any face-to-facediscussion of thesubject, | haveahunch
that my father washoping that by moving to the United States our family would
not beinvolved directly inawar against the country of our birth.

Whilemy father onthe Queen Mary wasthuscontemplating our family’ sfuture
inJuly 1939, thisiswhat some of therest of uswroteat thetime:

July 10, myself to my father: Asconcernsthe political situation, I’ d wait
[with thedecisionto goto the US] to seewhat happensinthe Danzig situation,
becausethistimeit lookslike either-or. [Danzig, aport onthe Baltic, had the
satusof aFreeCity. Hitler had clamedit for Germany. Today it'scalled Gdansk
andispart of Poland.]

Onthesamedate, July 10, UncleFritzwrites: Theworldisveryrestlessand
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full of fears of war and rumors of war. Like the Greeks and the Trojansin
Homer, the fighters yell insults and boasts at each other, in part to fill the
other side with fear, in part to fill one’'s own side with courage. If it weren't
so grim and dangerous, one would be inclined to laugh.

Unfortunately there is in Germany a great feeling of hatred towards
England: one doesn't understand why the British oppose Germany’s wishes
concerning Danzig and the Polish Corridor. And England does not
under stand Germany’s attitude and considersit duplicitous. Why, the English
argue, if it has been bearable for so long that Danzig did not belong to
Germany, why should it now suddenly be unbearable? And why, when the
concern was the Sudeten Territory, we were also told it was because of the
German ethnicissue? Yet it turned out that it wasreally about Czechos ovakia.

Asalways both sidesare both right and both sidesarewrong. Incidentally,
| still very much hope that war will be avoided. It would be horrible if it
came about.

What strikesmeas particularly interesting wasthat at thismoment my uncle
faultsthetwo sidesequaly. What heleft out of the equation wasHitler’soverall
aggressiveintent, but then that was not generally known at thetime.

July 17, near theend of what would turn out to be my last term at Marlborough,
| wrote my mother: Are we going to Switzerland [for vacation]? If oneis
worried about a crisis, one could stay at home; it's just the papers that say
something is going to happen in August. And how should they know what
Hitler intendsto do? Nothing likeabit of clear thinking! Looking back, it was
really remarkableluck that in the month before the outbreak of thewar wewere
abletoenjoy alast (prewar) family vacationin the pink houseinthe Engadinin
Switzerland, along with my Marlborough friend, Arthur Robinson.

ful i

z t ' y - J J :
My father and | playing chessin our housein Switzerlandin
thesummer of 1937. Notedifferencein attire.
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Themonth of August 1939 reached adramatic conclusion. Asit turned out,
my father had been ableto get USvisasfor my mother, Fran, Max and myself,in
timefor sailing from Southamptonto New York (actually Hoboken, New Jersey),
onAugust 26 on the Dutch ship Vleendam. Hefollowed usseveral monthslater.
Martha, then 20, stayed behind in England to marry Donald Camfield, an
Englishman she had met while studying in Oxford theyear before. 1n 1949they
andtheir children moved to Ottawa.

For my father, at age 49, the moveto the United States represented thefinal
resol ution of aprecipitate declinefromworldly success. Uptothispoint, hehad
been extraordinarily successful in everything he undertook. Inadditionto his
dutiesat the Bank, hewasamember of the German Economic Commissiontothe
Leagueof Nationsuntil 1933, when Germany |eft the League. Thenin 1938, new
Nazi raceregulationsdid not dlow “non-Aryan” directors. Sincedl of thedirectors
of theBank were* non-Aryans,” theBank hadto gointoliquidation. Therewas,
however, fill theaffiliatein Amsterdam. Then, during that fateful August vacation
in Switzerlandin 1939 camethefina blow intheform of alate-night phone-call:
Fritz Mannhei mer, head of theAmsterdam affiliate, threatened with therevelation
of failed speculaion, had committed suicide. My father would never forgivehimself:
though not onthe board of the Amsterdam affiliate, hefelt he should have been
aware of Mannheimer’sshady dealings. Hefeared, justifiably, asit turned out,
that thisdisaster wasgoing to prevent influential American banking friendsfrom
invitinghimtojointher firmsin New York City.

Just totop thingsoff: August 21 brought the newsof the Hitler-Stalin Pact (a
non-aggression pact between Germany and the USSR that neither sideintended
tokeep). “Thiscan't betrue!” waseveryone sreaction. But therewasn’'t much
timeto try and puzzleit al out: the Veendam was awaiting our boarding in
Southampton.
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12.
Senior at Milton

TheAtlantic crossing was made memorabl e by the newsof Hitler’sinvasion
of Poland, September 1, 1939, and the declaration of war by George VI two
dayslater. Theroleof chance: our boat, being Dutch, represented aneutral nation;
had it been English, wewould have beeninterned as* enemy diens’ and shipped
away, possibly to Canada. Thishappened to thethree Cahn siblings, good friends
fromBerlin, who had left Berlin for Englandin 1936 and now livein Canada.

From Hoboken it wasamere hop to Summit, New Jersey, whereour cousin
Mimi Haimberger-Solmssen and her hushand Max had emigrated two yearsealier.
Fromthereit wasonto Manhattan, where my parentslived until my father’ sdeath
in1956.

Within aweek of our Hoboken arriva, | had been entered at Milton Academy
insuburban Boston thanksto thefriendship of my Uncle Fritzto Buck Hallowell,
aMiltontrustee. Asit happened - something | found out much later - | could have
entered collegeimmediately on the strength of thefive creditsin the* School
Certificate’ exam | had taken at Marlborough theyear before. Had | been aware
of thispossibility at thetime, | might well have opted for collegeimmediately, “to
saveayear,” asl might haveput it. It would have been atough decision. Asit
was, | took advantage of the opportunity that being accepted at Milton offered,
andinretrospect | amthoroughly glad | did.

It turned out to be an easy trangition. After therelativerigor of Marlborough -
both the Spartan atmaosphere of the dormitory and living abroad for thefirst time-
| found Milton to bewarm and friendly in every respect: aroomfor myself asa
senior, thetotal absence of caning, close contact with thefaculty, and everything
onasmaller scale. Compared to Marlborough’s 800 students, therewereonly
about 300 boysat Milton (grades 7-12).

| fet very comfortablewith my felow-gtudentsinthedormitory (ForbesHouse):
in my second week | wrote home (from now once againin German): Theboys
herearetruly friendly, not just niceasat Marlborough. | amreminded of the
boysin the YMCA (in 1934/35) and the patience they showed toward every
boy beforethey labded himstupid. Asl writethis, | am surprised by my criterion
for measuring friendliness!

Reading thosel ettersnow remindsmeof things| had long forgotten: | write
home about having to wear detachabl e stiff collarsand amatching suit for the
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Sunday evening meal and subsequent compulsory chapel service. At other times
we can wear anything, as| put it in aletter, as contrasted with Marlborough,
wherevariationsinwearing apparel werevery much restricted. Looking back, |
seethat | waslearning aninvaluablelesson: customsvary.

Marlborough had prepared mewell for academicwork: at Milton | worked
hardanddidwell. | limited mysdf tofour courses. Greek (Homer); Latin (Vergil);
English (Hawthorne, Emerson, K eats, among others); USHistory. Thelatter
contained much material new tome: whilel knew where Hessenwas, | did not
know anything about thewar inwhich Hessian mercenariesparticipated. Having
alwaysenjoyed history, | took partin aformal debate (put on by the Debating
Society) of Hamilton vs. Jeffer son, which got me thoroughly involved in the
post-1789 period. (I had known that date well, but as a date of arevolution
elsewhere.) Classesaveraged about 14 students; in Greek, however, wewere
just threestalwarts.

Insports, | had ahand in getting soccer going asasport at Milton, an activity
that at that timewaswholly informal, with no outside games. | remember arope
taking the place of thecrossbar. Inthewinter term | chosebasketball, totally new
tome. Therewerefour of usseniorswho were put into agamewhenthevarsity
wasfar enough ahead so that our ineptitudewould not cost Miltonthegame. The
box score of one such game appearedin The New York Times, but - alas- witha
player by the name of Kemper. (I still havethat clipping.) Inthespring | put my
experiencegained in Marlborough sweatsto good use: | ranthemile. My aim
wasto best five minutes, and | cameclose.

Werethere no unpleasant memories? Well, therewere afew dancesat the
Milton Club, rather forma affairsinformal attire. ThegirlscamefromtheGirls
Division of Milton Academy, whichinthose dayswasaseparate entity. | write
homeinApril 1940: Last Saturday was another one of those dances, much
like the others. There were some fox-trots and waltzes. Except for the
extraordinary crowdedness | encountered no technical difficulties. | didn’t
enjoy the whole thing one bit. | should add that dances were wholly new to
me - nosuchthingsat Marlborough! | recall vaguely that during the 1939 Chrigmas
vacation my parentshad metakeoneor twolessonsat adance studioin Manhattan,
s01’d have somethingtogo on. It appearsthat at that timeit wasinthe“technical
field” that my interest in dancesbegan and ended.

Thethriving school lifein beautiful suburban Boston became moreand more
overshadowed by thewar in Europe. My graduationin June 1940 coincided with
thefall of France; the prospect of the European continent under Nazi control was
ominousindeed.
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Wewere50inthe Milton Classof 1940, and | am still intouch with four of
them. Inthose daystherelationship between Milton Academy and Harvard was
such that adiplomafrom theformer admitted you automatically to thelatter. |
don’t recall taking any admission examsor SAT’s. Thirty-five of usenteredthe
Crimson’sHallowed Hallsin September 1940.

In the preceding summer, with the active support of my parents, | had a
wonderful transitional experience that took meto the country | knew so well
through the novelsof Germany’smost widely read writer ever, Karl May, (1842-
1912). | - and al my friends - had devoured him from age 12 on. As*Old
Shatterhand,” noblewhitefriend of theAmerican Indian, thenarrator hasthrilling
adventures, read by millions, eventoday. All fictitious, but highly sympathetic
towards NativeAmericans. Most Whitesare shown asdastardly exploiters. The
countrysideisalwaysbeautiful, even though May allegedly was never west of
Buffalo. | was headed west of Buffalo, to ariding camp, western style, in
Encampment, Wyoming, just north of the Colorado border. 1 wasthrilled by the
trainride: ...the most beautiful part of thetraintrip werethe Palisadesin the
Hudson Valley. Then cameastopover in Chicago, awalk along LakeMichigan,
which resembled an ocean, and finally Cheyenne, with its endless bars and
saddle shops - the whole Sate consists of horses, on the license plate is a
bucking bronco. For seven weeks, twenty of us, al male, about my age, were
taken care of by acoupleintheir 50's, just as| imagined old cowboysto ook
like, asl| putinoneof my lettershome. Theriding, the caring of the horses, the
overnight pack trips, the exhilarating 11,000 feet atmosphere, (4,500 feet higher
than the Fextal!), the camaraderie - my | etters home are ampl e testimony to a
terrific summer. Just writing about it now - 65 yearslater - givesmeathrill!

ThisWyoming adventuredid something specid for me: it gavemeaglimpse
into thesizeand variety of the United States. To besure, | had studied about the
“Conquest of theWest” in my USHistory course, but it wasthisexperiencethat
madeit real for me. Thecentral plain, flanked by mountainsintheeast andin
thewest that | had |earned about in geography classat Marlborough had suddenly
becomearedlity.



56 Looking Back



Looking Back 57

13.
CollegeYears

Whilel wasthusgetting ready for therigorsof collegeby riding highinthe
saddle, my parents, Franziska, Max, Uncle Fritzand hiswifeAunt Barbarawere
livingin Manhattan, asthisquotefrom aletter of mineof April 1940 highlights:
Has Pappi broken Uncle FritZs record of 13 Park Avenue blocks on one
greenlightin our new Mercury? | don’t know about my father, but | know that
in my countless attemptsto break that record | never succeeded.

SotheHarvard Yard wel comed mein September 1940. Lifetherewaspleasant
enough: after aweek | writehome: Sofar everything hasbeen asgood asl can
possibly wish. Everythingiswonderful! And after asecond week: | find out
more and more how great an opportunity | have to be here at Harvard: an
opportunity to learn, to make friends, to do sports, to discuss, and to work.
| go on to describe how despite the large numbers of studentsin lecturesin
Government, Economicsand Chemistry, there are section meetingsfor only 15
and the opportunity to do individual lab work in Chemistry. In my other two
courses, Beginning Spanish and Greek, therewere section meetingsof only 15or
fewer. Inaddition, all freshmen had individual advisers, who were very much
available. Itall soundslikeHarvard publicity! | aso show awarenessof how
Harvard contrastswithaGerman university by being morelike* school.” | attribute
my evident understanding of the system to excellent preparation at Milton.

But | wasn't just doing academics. Therewasthe FDR - Willkieelection
coming up. | wrote: Theapproaching electionisplaying abigrole. Wetalk
about it all thetime. Frank Billings and Henry Brooks [my roommates| are
for Willkie, while | am for Roosevelt. | have to struggle hard. The Willkie
people are in the majority.

Why was| for FDR? Probably for the samereason that most refugeesfrom
Germany were: he seemed to have abetter understanding of thetrue nature of
Hitler. Of coursel may well have been influenced by my father, who, despitehis
associ ation with bankers and banking, preferred Democrats.

On another front, this quote from a letter to my parents in November:
“Although I have received about five invitations to dance series, | declined
themall. The cost isfrom $3 to $4 and it takes up a lot of time.”

Then therewasfreshmen soccer, which | played with great enthusiasm. Ina
letter tomy parents| noted with pridethat | played theentiregameagainst Yale. |
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was on the Varsity squad in the next two seasons, but the coach used me only
sparingly. | didwinmy Varsity Letter when he called on mefor fiveminutesinthe
Yadegame. But being only alowly substitutedid not sop mefromlovingthegame
therest of my “playing career.” | continued to coach at thejunior level until |
retired fromteaching. | still lovewatchingit: recently in Spain| foundit hardto
bypassany bar that was showing agame.

Another extra-curricular activity | started then and continued for two more
yearswas doing service volunteer work with Phillips BrooksHouse, Harvard's
community serviceorganization, that isstill going strong. Inmy caseit consisted of
doing avariety of tutoring in East Boston Community Centersand bringingmein
contact with Blacksaswell asrecent immigrantsfor thevery first time. Ared eye
opener. Atleast onceamonth some 30 of us participantswould meet and discuss
what weweredoing. Chairman of our group - and hewasexcellent - was George
Burditt from Chicago, who later became my roommate together with another
lawyer-to-be, Thayer Drake. Both George and Thayer ran - successfully - for
severa student offices, calling metheir “Mark Hanna,” or Campaign Manager.
My helpwasminimal, but | enjoyed“my job” thoroughly. 1n1974 Georgeranfor
the Senatefrom IllinoisasaRepublican against Adlai Stevenson’sson. Itwasa
lost cause, but he fought to thefinish. He, Thayer and | are still friends. My
interest in servicework wasrekindled through Quaker “weekend workcamps’ in
Philadel phiasomefifteen yearslater (p. 135).

InMarch 1941 | wrote my parentsthat | had decided to major in Greek and
Germanand | added: | aminterested inlanguagesand the teaching profession,
and | consider myself suited for it. | likeall subjectsexcept the natural sciences,
but | like languages the best. That, coupled with the fact that | enjoy the
interchangeinvolved in teaching and | ear ning, has brought meto my decision.

My father replied by returnmail: | read with the greatest interest that you are
considering becoming a teacher. | am delighted! Because if one makes the
basis of on€e's life something for which oneistalented, then one doesn’t worry
about the future, but fightsonwith joy ... Theteaching profession hasanideal
and humane side (eine ideal e und menschliche Saite) which makesit superior
toall other professions. My father’stotal support of my chosen profession, even
thoughit wasso different from hisown, meant muchto meat thetimeand till moves
me deeply today. While | had not yet decided between secondary school and
collegeteaching, thedieof my futureprofessiond lifewascast.

| note sadly my failure back then to take more coursesin the natural sciences.
| did tackle Elementary Chemistry in my freshman year, and after afallingmark in
November and avisitto the Dean of Freshmen, | did recoup andwrotea“B” fina
exam. However, that turned out to bethe end of my work inthe sciences. Today
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| fed thisgap acutely, especidly in such animportant field asbiology. 1 admiremy
sister Martha, who isknowledgeabl e in the humanities and the sciences.

Between my freshmen and sophomore year | had agreat “ Americanizing”
experience: | wasacamp counselor at Camp Black Point on Lake George, near
Ticonderoga, New York, with forty campers, ages8-14. | wasin chargeof riding,
withtheuseof four horses. | had my first encounter trying to counsel a“ difficult”
boy, but wasinturn counsdled at length by * The Chief,” Mr. Morhouse. Thisfrom
my letter to my parents. “What he told me was most interesting, and | respect
him much more now than before. Outwardly he appears rather gruff, but he
meanswell. With an experience of 30 years, he knows boyswell. My mistake
wasthat | had wanted to cure a crying, spoiled 8-year old all at once, whichis
impossible. ‘ The Chief’ compared himself to Hindenburg, gruff onthe outside,
but kind and gentle on theinside. | find the comparison most appropriate.” |
don’t know about the Hindenburg pardld, but | dorecal that | didlearn something
important about handling “ difficult” children. Counselorswereworked hard since
therewasagreat deal of farm work involved and atennis court was being built
which hadto berolled endlesdy by hand. But | wasfit, loved theriding, andmy first
job couldn’t havebeeninanicer setting. A great learning experience.

My three undergraduate years were overshadowed by thewar in Europe.
Student opinion covered the entire range from seeking a separate peace with
Hitler to declaringwar on Germany. Pres dent JamesBryant Conant was convinced
that Hitler would haveto be defeated at all costs, but hefelt ambival ent about
advocating going to war onthegroundsthat whilehewasnot likely to seeaction,
most studentswould. Inaletter homel described my excitement hearing President
Conant (in December 1940) urging us studentsnot to let ourselvesbedistracted
from our work and urging the United States to send military aid to England.
Thereupon 500 students circul ated a petition stating, “ We students of Harvard do
not agreewith President Conant...wewant books, not guns.” | wasduly impressed
by al thispolitica activity.

Pearl Harbor, December 7, 1941 put an end to all debate. | have many
remembrances of thisday, but | am not surewhat bel ongsto back then and what
wasadded later viadiscussions, readingsand reflections. Discussionswent from
thehistorical analysisof FDR’spossiblerolein allowing Pearl Harbor to happen
to specul ations about the outcome of thewar had Pearl Harbor never happened.
All theseand other considerations have blurred my recollection of my thoughtsat
thetime,

A primary sourcel can quotefromisaletter to my parents, dated December
12, 1941: Sincel wrote you last, much has happened. At first everyone was
terribly excited; but by now things have calmed down: Germany'sdeclaration
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of war yesterday didn't make much of an impression. There was a huge
meeting at which President Conant spoke. He again urged us to continue
our studies, because for the time being we were able to do more that way
than assoldiers.

With Pearl Harbor coming when it did, my undergraduatetime (aswell asthat
of most othersin collegeat thetime) wasabbreviated: my junior year wassqueezed
into thesummer of 1942, alowing meto graduatein June 1943, aided by amilitary
deferment. Many inmy classjoined up earlier and didn’t graduate until after their
tour of duty. It wasahectic time of uncertainty both privately and publicly, but
somehow studieswent on. Proof arenot only afew papers| wrotein thosedays
that, likemedieva manuscripts, havesurvived thevicisstudesof fortune, but dsomy
vividrecollectionsof someoutstanding professors. TherewasKarl Vietorin German
literature, a former German, whose ability to recite and interpret poetry was
unsurpassed. Interestingly, eveninthesmal classesconductedin German, hedidal
thetalking, never calling on anyone. Somehow hemadeit work; othersthought as
highly of himas| did. Then there was John Finley, professor of Greek, (and
Housemaster of Eliot House, aposition hetook very serioudy), whoselectureson
Homer were spdlbinding. Unforgettablewas Professor Crane Brinton’sopening of
hislecture onthe French Revolution: Two prostituteswerewalking downaParis
street, when one said to the other ... | am afraid my memory failsme here, and
thereisno epistolary record either. But hesuregot our attention! Lessdistinguished,
but equaly memorablewas Professor Fitirim Alexandrinovitch Sorokin, who taught
Introductory Sociology. | wrotehomeabout himinthisway: Professor Sorokin's
lectures are not easy to follow. How would you trand ate these words of his:
‘The essential components of an empirical socio-cultural systemare a system
of meanings; articlesthat objectify meanings, vehicles; and human agents.” (I
must have copied thisout of our textbook which hehad written.) Did | understand
thisbetter then than | do now? | sure hope so.

My undergraduate career reached itsclimax with oralsin my mgjor that was
called: “Literature: Greek and German.” Thesetting: Professor Vietor and a
professor of Greek, asking their questions, each being painstakingly careful not to
ask questionsin each other’sfield. The onedight exception wasaquestion by
Vietor: “Did Goetheever visit Greece?’ Inwardly | panicked becausel wasn't
sure. | decided not togambleaYesor Noand said | didn’t know, hoping that this
answer would be interpreted as extreme intellectual honesty. (I learned
subsequently that Goethe never did get to Greece.) Happily, | wasabletowrite
home: At the end of an hour, | was sent out of the roomfor five minutes, after
which time Professor Vietor called me back to tell me that | would be
recommended for a BA cum laude.
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During thesetwoyears| atended theUniversity L utheran Churchin Cambridge
with someregularity. | very muchlikedits Pastor, Reverend Edmund Steimle. |
joined thischurch sinceit seemed quite closeto Germany’s* Protestant” Church,
intowhich| had been confirmed. | continued my membershipinthe L utheran Church
in Germantown in Philadel phiauntil | wasdrawninto Quakerism. But moreabout
that later. | didteachasmall group of 14-year-oldsin Sunday School. Inaletter to
my parentsin November 1942 | find the description of thisyoung teacher’sfaux
pas. Discussing theday's news, wewerelisting the countriesthat were neutral.
After Switzerland, Sveden, Spain and Portugal had been duly mentioned, one
boy, who all along had known too much, mentioned Andorra. | told him he
was confusing it with Ankara, the capital of Turkey. When | got home, | looked
it up and learned thetruth. Now | canwell imagine how thekid reported to his
family, ‘ Thereisa country called Andorra, isn't there? My teacher said there
isn't.” So by now I ve probably lost my job. What awonderful lessonto learn:
you may think you know something, when in fact you can be dead wrong.

Thissameletter containsan aside of minethat strikesme asextremely wise:
Many subjects one writes about in college have the vast reach of Fran's
paper on The Book of Job. The only reason one can tackle themisthat one
doesn’'t know much. [Fran had written thefamily about an assignment she had
received at Bennington College.] The main thingisthat onethinksabout the
issues raised, and in so doing one notices their vast extent. Isn't that what
learningisall about?

Whilel waslearning all these valuablelessonsat college- and even getting a
degreeinthe process- my mother’stimewas considerably lesscheery. Asshe
had in World War |, she again served asnurse, thistime at Beth-El Hospital in
Brooklyn. At theend of thefirst week shewrites. My work hereisprobably
quite different fromyours: youwouldn't likeit, but | amenjoyingitand | am
beginning to get used to it. Everything is a little slow at the beginning,
because after 25 years|’mallittle out of practice. She compares her daily 8
hoursat Beth-El with 14 hoursin Berlin. Yet people here consider thework too
strenuous despite excellent meals. They are really quite spoiled; they have
no concept of real need.

| am embarrassed to haveto confessthat | read these comments of my mother
with amazement. Life could not have been easy for her, but shedid what shedid
asamatter of course. Itwasafar cry from her lifein Berlin, wherewe had astaff
of servantsand her manual work wasminimal. | liketothink that all of usinthe
family were properly appreciative.

Thiswasthetime, early in 1942, when, asaresult of the stepped-up Nazi
persecution of Jews, we received word of the deaths of two people closeto us.
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My father writes in April 1942: “My old friend Julius Seligsohn died in a
concentration camp. (I had not known him, but got to know hiswidow and
children, who had been ableto reach the United States.) When | cometorealize
that such incomprehensible mistreatment has been inflicted on such a dear
old friend, then | am overcome again and again by a huge pain for all the
misfortune in our former country.

From Berlinwereceived word of the suicide of Claere Kaufmann, age50, a
much beloved “aunt” of uschildren. A former student of philosophy at Berlin
University and long-standing friend of my parents, Claerewasalover of the best
of German poetry, alove she passed on to me by theway sheread it out loud.
Tragically, shehad no surviving family, and thuswill soon not beremembered by
anyone. Her fault wasthat shewas Jewish.
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14.
My Father inaNew Setting

While my mother wasworking hard asanurse, my father wasbusy on two
veary different fronts: both asastudent at ColumbiaUniverdty and asan entrepreneur
in Rahway, New Jersey. Hethought that abusinessdegree from Columbiamight
provehe pful sometimeinthefuture, in someway or other. Asitturned out, it was
not hel pful, but inthe meantime he thoroughly enjoyed histimein academia. In
November 1942 he wrote me: | am absolutely determined to continue my
studies just out of a sense of honor and appreciation of the spirit of this
University, a spirit that | find just wonderful (herrlich).

From businesstheory at Columbiato business practiceat Rahway: heand
three othershad started asmall manufacturing business, making insulation tubing
for electrica wiringusedindl kindsof machinery. Lacking scientific knowledge,
my father handled thebusinessend. It washardwork. Perhapsit’'swrongto say
heloved thejob, but hedid find himself fully engaged, appreciated and useful, to
say nothing of being ableto contributeto thewar effort, the US Navy being a
customer. Theremust have been trying momentswith hissecretarial help: his
wordswith kindest regards from Mrs. Kempner and me were corrected by his
secretary to fromMrs. Kempner and I. Thismy father annotated on the carbon
copy he sent mewith that’swhat my secretary suggested, which isnot what |
would havewritten. He had an intense love and respect for thingsAmerican,
and so hissecretary, arecent highschool graduate, surely had to be correct against
hisown better knowledge. By theearly 50sthe company had expanded fromfive
to 150 workers, afact of which my father wasimmensely proud. | worked there
for two weeks just before being drafted in the summer of 1943, much to my
father’sjoy. For me, it wasagreat |earning experience: eight-hour work days,
paid by the hour, punching atimeclock. Teachingwasgoing to bevery different.

My father’sfedingstoward hiswork at the Rahway factory wereambivaent.
Yes, hefdt proud, but hea so had hisdoubtsas hereflected onthe contrast of his
lifein Rahway withhislifeinBerlin. Hisfull thinking appearsinaletter of December
1946. Here he standsrevea ed asacitizen of two worlds: that of the mind and
that of daily action. Asif toillustratethisduality, hebeginsthisl|etter describing at
somelength hisbeing overwhel med by the speech of Prometheusin the opening of
Aeschylus dramaPrometheusBound. Then heshiftsgears(not unusua for him)
and writes. These small-town, middle class people interest and affect me
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much more nowadays than the ‘leading class’ folks | always knew and to an
extent belonged to. You can place me face to face with any kind of man of the
upper classes and | will know what it's all about. Some are lovely, some are
terrible, all types and kinds are familiar. The Main-Sreet folks of the small
Jersey town where | spend my entire life, represent, on the other hand, an
entirely new and definitely important new world. If there istragedy in daily
happenings without too large an importance, it would be that | will never
acquiretheir full confidence. They trust me asa businessman, asa gentleboss,
etc., but they distrust the limitation of my faked interestsin them. ... No doubt
thereissomething wrong inmy present life. Themainfact that | haveto get up
so early during eleven months of the year in order to catch the 7:55 at Penn
Sation and before that the 7:35 E-Train at 53rd and Lexington day after day,
andthat | amtootired at night to do anything except go to Columbia University
onthedays| haveto, iscrazy. ... Andthen, onthe other hand, | develop this
passion for the factory and for knowing more about the inner life and soul of
the small town people who give the immense strength to this country by their
prideand their democratic independence. They are not impressed whatsoever
by the big towns and their own enormousdly high standard of living and their
astonishingly limited scope of more exacting mental interests. | alwaysthought
that only the very rich have little mental interests beside tea parties, cocktail
parties and coming-out parties. | now find that small-towners have limited
mental interestsaswell.

What | find remarkableinthisletter isboth hisperceptive self-andysisand his
willingnessto stateit openly. Hisinterestinthe Main-Sreet folksof Rahway was
indeed to alarge extent faked. Thefact that he was determined to maintain his
crazy commuting scheduleispart and parcel of hisever-present extraordinary
determination regardlessof externd difficulties. Thereisanincident that hetold us
of hisdaily subway travel: safely ensconcedinthe E-Train’slead car to shorten
thedistanceto theNew Jersey local at Penn Station, hewould start munching on
aroll brought from home. Hedid thisuntil a woman of the people (Frau aus
dem Volk) called him to task one day with these harsh words: | have been
watching you son-of-a-bitch eating your sandwich before; next timel’ll report
youtothepolice! Nothing could have embarrassed my order-loving father more
thanthis, and, ashetédllsit, he never ate onthe subway again.

One of hislast lettersis from October 1955, half a year before he died,
addressed to my brother Max, who at thetimewasdoing hismilitary servicewith
theUSArmy in Bavaria, and for that reason waswrittenin English. By that time
hewasfully engagedinthe Rahway factory. Having gained hisColumbiaMA, he
summarized hisfatein hischaracteristic self-revelatory fashion:
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At the end of my gloriouslife, which saw me at the top of my classinlaw
school, in business competition with the great gangster s of our age, of whom
| supposed myself to be entitled to become one in due course myself, and
after meddling in diplomacy and international big-talk, surrounded by
minister s of state and being photographed on Balkan railroad stations (Sofia,
Bulgaria) with such people, — how do | end up? Watching over office girls
spending the duly paid time on duly forthcoming officework. Itisreally very
much like Eleonora Duse, the greatest actress| ever saw on the stage, ending
up asa small cabaret performer inasuburb of a small towninItaly. Shedid
not end up that way. But if she had, that would be me. ( The Italian actress,
EleonoraDuse, who died in 1924, wasafriend of my Mendel ssohn grandparents.
We still have a photo showing her, theatrically poised, with her handwritten
dedicationtothem.)
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15.
War Mail from England

Beforemy inductionin June 1943, | had been trying to stay informed about
the War through news media - no TV of course - as well as meetings and
discussions. But | had aninsidetrack, not availableto many: accountsfrom my
Marlboroughfriends. Hereare some samples, in chronological order:

From Arthur Robinson, the history buff, at hisfamily homein Frodsham,
Cheshire, end of August 1939: We are getting ready for inevitablewar here.
Everyoneistaking it very philosophically. VWe havejust finished our air-raid
shelter one hour ago. From our house we can see 14 barrage balloons and
there are lots of searchlights at night. \We are heavily defended here:
Liverpool - Manchester area (Danger Area No. 2). | had today filled 30
sandbags, blackened our windows and generally prepared for tomorrow’s
war. | am sure it will be declared then. Tonight | heard that Hitler has
refused mediation; Fritz, that manismad. Heisgoing to plungeusall into
aworld war to satisfy an ambition completely out of date. | ama Frodsham
dispatchrider onmy bicycle! | hopel have my steel helmetintime! | believe
our district has500 planesto defend it. | amearnestly praying that they will
do it well for the sake of my health in the near future! | fervently hope that
after this, peace of a lasting sort will be firmly fixed in the world.

Again, Arthur: Oct.1, 1939: Well, Hitler wanted war with Poland and
now he has got it with England and France; | hope he enjoys it. Heis
finished all right although it will be two or three years... Wthout being
hypocrites in any way, most decent Englishmen are very sorry for the
Germans.

From Ron Thompson, May 20, 1940 (Ronwastopsin everything: studies,
sports, leadership): Thebig battlethat isnow going onin Belgiumand France,
will, we all hope, decide the issue of the war in our favor. If it does not, we
shall havetofight all the harder. You in America may count your selves|ucky
that the British navy is still mistress of the seas. If you came in today, the
war would be over in a little space of time. That isa vain hope | know.

Paul Williams, al'so writing from Marlborough, July 1940: Youinthe Sates
must realize that we badly need your material aid. Ve are not starving -
even in Preshute thereisplenty. Nobody isafraid of the Germans, everyone
wants to get at them, and we have the will to win, so win we shall. If any
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German tries to set foot in England he will not receive any mercy. The
country is ready for parachutists - if they dare come. The L.D.V. (Local
Defense Volunteers) isa new organi zation to deal with anyone - parachutists
or Fifth Column. Germany islike a balloon - it is continuing to expand, but
soon it will burst. You, in America, think that you are milesfromthe war, but
you must realize that you are probably the next on thelist. You know that we
will win, so you are not bothering. We have got the will to win; all we need
iscontinual supplies.

Again Ron Thompson, now from Cambridge University, May 8, 1941: The
general fedingin the country isvery good and not much pessimism. Everyone
hatesthe Boche[World War | pgjorativefor Germans|, especially the bombing.
Lots of people want reprisal raids. | don't think we will make peace unless
we win. If invasion comes, | think we areready. The Home Guard is pretty
efficient. 1'd like a crack at the Germans. | have great plans for the long
vacation. Fishing, walking, hitch hiking. | hope Hitler puts off the invasion
till September.

Next, Paul Williams, Sept. 26, 1941 ... ontheactual battle front we have
seen an amazing increase in the activity of the Royal Air Force. Their raids
on Germany must be having a great effect on their western industries. The
daylight sweeps of our fighters must be making the Ger man ground defenses
a bit nervous. One day | hope that what started as an offensive patrol will
turninto alarge-scale raid which in turn will turninto a landing and then
into an invasion.

| have seen a great number of American planesin this country and from
all accounts they are good. The Tomahawk, the Grumman Martlet, the
Hudson, the Fortress, the Catalina, the Maryland, the Boston, the Havoc,
and theHarvard. ... We have moved long way since Sep 3, 1939, but we still
have a long way to go before we can help free Europe from the Germans.

| was most surprised when | hear that Germany had attacked Russia.
[June 21, 1941] It seemsto methat it was Hitler’s greatest mistake. He has
certainly met a greater opposition than he expected. The Russians have
proved that they are great fighters and it is for us - Britain, the Dominions
and America, to help them as much as we can, and more.

In your letter you said: ‘ The amazing thing about this war is the way
people get used to anything so easily, and accept it, asif it could not have
happened in any other way.” | must say that | agree with you completely.
One of my friends who lives in London slept through the heaviest air raid
they had. People sit playing cards at night or listening to the wireless or
occupying themselves in some way or other; soon you may hear the note of
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German airplanes passing overhead. Instead of rushing down to shelters,
they just say ‘| wonder what town isgoing to get it tonight?” If the Air Raid
warning goes, those with special jobs go about them quietly and quickly,
probably saying, ‘ Why did he have to come the night | am on duty?’

One thing | am almost certain about. This time the Peace ought to be
fairly successful thanksto Roosevelt and Churchill. The sooner we have peace,
the better, but no one hereis going to stop fighting until we get the peace we
want.

AndagainArthur, August 9, 1942, now an officer with theArmoured Corps
inIndia: And how areyou? Inthe USArmy yet? What a predicament you
will find yourself in. Sill, you are not alone. | have in the last few weeks
been bodily rooted out of my home-country by a ruthless Fate, towit H.M.’s
Government, and transported 15,000 milesto cometorest here. ... | wonder
how long the war will go on for. That blasted Germany has upset the whole
world. | do hopethe Russians give thema beating but it seemsthe other way
about at present. | hope we attack in the West this year The British Army is
well-trained and equipped; now if only we can get the ships to carry our
armoured forces. | believe you are doing marvelous things though in your
shipyardsover there, aren't you? Thereisonething | amquitesureof inthis
War. If the Russians can hold out two months longer, Anglo-US production
must begin to turn the scales. [It did.] By the way, what do you think of our
1,200 bomber raid on Cologne? | can imagine your conflicting feelings on
these vast raids of ours and respect them: but this is Total War: they ve
asked for it, and they get it. | hope for your sake that none of your relatives
wereinthosecities. It must be agony for the anti-Hitler German refugeesto
watch thisdestruction: one or two I met in London, however, thought it was
the only way and they wereright.

Back to Paul Williams. March 1943, trainingwiththe R.A.F. in Canada. |
wish | could meet you and talk about England sometime. Itisnot the England
we knew before the war; it is not a country bitter with hatred; it is not a
country that laughs and plays games all the time, although we still have our
humour and our sport. Although without luxuries, we still have all the
necessitiesof life. If only Americaand Britainwill stick together not only for
the duration of the war but also for the duration of the peace! | will tell you
quite honestly - and | hope you will tell your friends - that at onetimewein
Great Britain rather laughed at the Americans. Their big talk and their big
figuresmade usrather skeptical of the possibleresults. But now astheresults
materialize, our admiration for them grows. And | hope it will not cease to
grow. Paul Williamssurvived thewar; hedied only recently.
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Last, again Ron Thompson, who had given up on a captaincy in order to
become aparatrooper: April 14,1944: ... It must be hard for you to sit back,
to beinstrumental in the terrible destruction which is being leveled at your
own fatherland. It will be harder still, | imagine, if you are ever forced to
fight in Europe against men who were once living around you everyday. But
it is a strangely chaotic world we live in now and | suppose it is really no
wor se to fight against those who are of your own stock, than to fight against
fellow human beings, whoever they are.” Ronsurvivedthewar. Hediedin 1998,
having moved to France and becomeafarmer.

| find theselettersavivid comment onthe effects of war onthewarring sides:
“fedingsorry” for the Germansvery quickly turned to hatred, whichinturn provided
the determination to accept hardship and to overcometheinconveniencesand
dangersof air raids. Far from destroying thewill of the British peopleat home, the
effect, aswell asthemerethreat of air raidswasthe exact opposite of what was
intended: it strengthened their resolvetowin. Thegrimfactisthat thebombing of
Germany had exactly the sameeffect onthe German population: far fromweskening
their resolve, it gavethem determination to carry on. By now it should beobvious
that massive bombing of civiliansdoesnot bring about military victory.

| have often been asked how | felt about the bombings of German civilian
populationsat thetimethey were happening. “Horrible, but necessary toget rid
of Hitler,” wasusually my short answer. A more accurate answer would have
beenlonger and lessclear-cut. | tendedtotell mysalf that , after al, the Germans
who hadn’t emigrated had it coming to them because“they” had supported Hitler
for solong. But of coursetheword “they” lumped together thosewho held far
fromidentica views, ranging dl theway from gung-ho Nazis, tomy relativesand
friendslike Werner and Karlpeter and even those who ended up working inthe
secret resistance movement against the Nazis. Then therewere the many who
had drifted into supporting the Nazis, but werewholly opposed to the continuation
of ahopelesswar after the German defeat at Stalingrad (February 1943). Of
coursethiswasonly my generd sensesincel lackedthekind of preciseinformation
that didn’t become general knowledge until after the War. How then did my
knowledgeof different viewsof Germans, limited asit was, affect my thinking? To
satisfy my conscience, | amplified. | ssidtomysdf: “TheGermansareresponsible
for havingaNazi government, thereforethey haveto suffer for it now.” Of course
| wasawarethat thiswasno morethan arationalization, and wasfull of holes. But
it wasaway to put my conscienceat ease. Sadly, inwartime, whenkilling fellow
humans becomesthe objective, it isnecessary to create an image of the enemy
(Feindbild) that makeskilling“thethingtodo.” Theenemy islabeledintermsthat
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aresub-human, sothat one sown naturaly humanefedingsareundermined (* Japs,”
“Gooks’). Whether such atechniquewould have got methrough conditions of
combat, | don’'t know. It wasmy good fortunethat | never got into combat. In
that way, my task of dealing with emotionsaroused by havingtofight my former
countrymen wasmadeimmeasurably easier.
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16.
WE'rein the Army Now!

My deferment ended with my graduation, and | wasa Gl by theend of June
1943. | was22. Inaletter Uncle Fritz reminds methat he wasexactly that age
whenwar brokeout in 1914 and he entered the German army. Hewishesmewell
and adds, It is hard to predict the future these days. The War can last along
time. At least two years, possibly longer. Not abad guess! It wasstill before
Sdingrad.

My Army experienceiswel l-documented: | still have some 100 |ettersof my
own that somehow reentered my possession, as well as 100 or more from my
parents, sblings UndeFritzandAunt Barbara. Whiledl | ettersup until my induction
werewrittenin German, thelanguage changesabruptly to Englishoncel becamea
soldier. Well, that’sunderstandabl e seeing who theenemy was. My father carried
theadoption of Englishastep further, by addressing hisfirst | etter to measasoldier
with Dear Freddie. Tothis| replied: By the way, please call me by my name!
80% of the men here have non-English names anyway; e.g., Kalitzky, Kametz,
Sarvoni, Yalis... etc. You canwritemein Germantoo - just asyou like.” The
latter never happened, and |, too, wrotein English until theend of thewar.

Those non-Anglo-Saxon last names did represent a population virtually
unknown to me before: thefamousAmerican“ melting pot.” Tobesure, Harvard
had its share of non-Anglos, but they did not set thetone. Thetoneof theArmy
wasthat “of thepeople.” 1vy-Leaguerswerethe exception. Our common tasks,
closeliving conditionsand necessary submissiontoArmy disciplineal acted as
levelers. Thesimplicity of thehumor | found agreat help. No matter how often
repeated, | still can chuckle over thisone: “What'sasoldier’spay?’ Answer:
“$50aday!” whichwasfollowed by thekicker: “Onceamonth!” Whilestill at
Harvard, | had attended ameeting organized by the National Ski Association of
America, at whichaflyer wasdigtributed, enticing usto sign up for theMountain
Troops: The Army still wants tough outdoor men for its Mountain Troops...
therequirementsare primarily a keen desire to serve in the mountain forces,
and the physical fitness obviously needed. We wereinformed that wewould
bejoining many top skiersand thuswould bein aposition to serve our country
through our skiing skills... Thiswastoo muchtoresist, and many of ussigned up.

It didn’t quite work out that way. My first two months consisted of basic
training with an engineer battalionin Fort Leonard Wood, Missouri, in beautiful
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Ozark country. (Of course carrying an 80-pound pack reduces one’s enjoyment
of scenic beauty somewhat.) | haveinfront of methesingle-page mimeographed
sheet giventoall of usrecruitsupon arrival. Itreads, inpart: Thebarracksareof
the new frame cantonment construction, amply lighted and heated, with full
bathroomfacilities. Each company hasits own mess hall and kitchen where
all men receive three hot meals daily, prepared by experienced cooks under
competent supervision... Athletic equipment is provided for the men and no
effort isspared to promotetheir health and general well-being. All thisstruck
many of usfunny initialy, butlesssointhelong run.

Thiswasthetimeof theoverthrow of Mussolini (June 1943), and theimpending
withdrawa of Italy asacombatant inthewar. That, coupled with Russian successes
intheeast, made my usually seriousUncle Fritzwrite: Wearelivingintheyear
999 Naz reckoning: you'll recall the regime was supposed to last 1,000
years. My reply: Thenewsof thefall of Mussolini was over shadowed by the
fact that there was no toilet paper that day.

It wasat thistimethat UStroopsinvaded Sicily. Thesedevelopmentsmademy
father hopeful that the Germans faithin Hitler’ sdictatorship would be serioudy
shaken. Asyou know, he writes August 9, 1943, | am not very militaristic by
nature; and | ammoreinclined to see the sorrows and hardships of war, wherever
they happen. But | can honestly say that it fills me with profound satisfaction
to see that the Anglo-Americans are doing better all the time, and that the
Russians are having great successes in the east. Also | am confident that by
now the Germans must be getting pretty scared. That’s one of the things that
can shorten war and open up some hopes for a better future.

Unfortunately, my father’shopesthat the pro-Allied trendsin 1943 would
shorten thewar proved to bewishful thinking: Goebbels' propagandamachine
was so powerful that it took afull-scaleinvasion of Germany to bring anendtothe
war. It seemsto methat by now (2006) moreand more evidence hasaccumul ated
suggesting that bombing fromtheair doesnot winwars.

Writing meat about thistime, Uncle Fritz expressesalessoptimistic view:
The really dangerous point seems to me that humanity has not developed a
consciencein step with istechnical progress. Hencetherelativeincreasein
blind destructiveforces. If they arenot bridled intime, they have a dangerous
tendency of leading to self-destruction, the consistent negation of life whose
essence is a tendency toward self-per petuation.

My uncleclearly faultsboth sidesof theconflict. Asfor thetendency toward
s f-degtruction, I’ mafraid not much haschanged inthe 60 yearssince hewrotethis.

Basic engineering training continued initsrigorous path in hot, dusty Ozark
country, until latein August when | was suddenly transferred to the Mountain
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Troopsat Camp Hale, Colorado. | had asked for such atransfer anumber of
times, but wasaways put off. | now found out that my initial applicationtothe
Mountain Troops had been unintentionally overlooked and | had been put inthe
Engineerson the groundsthat my background in Classicswould enable meto
learn something entirely new. (Clearly the shortage of Engineerswasserious!) So
| didlearn afew new things, for example, how many poundsof dynamiteit takes
toknock downatreeeight inchesthick. 1t'saskill for whichfortunately | still have
littleuse,

Camp Haehad existed for only six monthswhen | arrived therein September
1943. Therenever had been Mountain (or “ Ski”) Troopsbefore, when suddenly
someonehigh-up felt theneedfor it. Thecampwasat 9,000feet, which certainly
soundsgood, until theArmy learned that it had acquired aterriblepieceof land: it
wasinasheltered valey, resulting in asteady build-up of dust from the soft coal
used to heat the barracks. The dust was most noticeable afew hundred feet up
into thehillsabovethe camp, becauseat that distance the barrackswereno longer
visible. Therewere storiesof the Army purchasing agentsbeing cheated. Then
therewasasecond equally disastrousfeature: thetop leadership looked upon
mountaintroopsasregular infantry who happened to betraining inthemountains.
The same performanceswere expected; for example, to march four milesin 50
minutes, with afull pack. Thiswould be quite an achievement in Fort Benning,
Georgia, but at 9,000 feet itisavirtua impossibility except for themost athletic.
Thejunior officers, mogtly top skiers, werewell awareof this, and gradually made
their knowledge known to the higher-ups, but it took | ots of respiratory sickness
and an enlargement of the camp hospital to bring about appropriate adjustmentsin
demands.

| had afairly leisurely time, sincethe Engineer Battalion of the Division - the
10th Mountain Division - wasjust inthe process of being formed. Asit turned
out, thesupply of Ivy-Leaguetype skierslike mysaf wasinsufficient to complete
theroster, so men who had never even seen snow were brought infromAlabama
and Georgia. They didn’t carefor the Rockiesone bit.

Aspart of ongoingtraining | did go on severa overnight bivouacs, which |
enjoyed for thessimplereasonthat | thrived at thisatitude. The equipment was
carried by mules, whichrequired al oading technique and new terminol ogy learned
inhour after hour of training. (How many legsdoesamulehave? Sorry, only twol
Theother two arecalled arms.) Camping out at 10,000 feet wasfun - it saysso
inmy letters! Being in open nature agreed with me. | wrote home, “ | never
realized before why poetsin their similes so often refer to springs.”

In November snow begantofall, and ski school for instructorsstarted. | was
pleasantly surprised that that included me. | managed to keep up only because
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therewere many worsethan|. It wasexhausting: therewerenotows, sowehad
towalk up every inch that wewere going to ski down. Inaddition, it wasdeep
powder, acondition | had but rarely experienced in New England.

Would | have madeit asski-instructor? I’'mafraid I’ ll never know: early in
December 1943 adeus ex machinaappeared and sent me off totheASTP- The
Army Speciaized Training Program. | wasmoved by my company commander’s
parting words: “ Sorry to seeyou leave, Kempner, we were just about getting
usedtoyou!” | waslucky to get out when| did: inthesummer of 1944 the 10th
Mountain Division entered combet in Italy, dogging itsway up theApennines,ina
bloody, drawn-out campaign. By chance, Natali€ sfirst husband-to-be, Orlow
Kent, who like me had chosen to servewith the ski troopsin thissameDivision,
waswounded inthe Italian campaign and shipped home.

Onevividmemory of CampHale: inadditionto thousandsof GI's, the Camp
housed several hundred German prisoners. We were not supposed to talk to
them, but at odd moments| managed to sneak brief conversations. They had all
been members of Field Marshal Rommel’sfamousAfrika Corps, capturedin
about May 1943, when Germany wasonly just beginning tolosethewar. Without
exception, they werearrogant (or wasit that the doubtersdidn’t dare speak upin
front of their peers? | never got them one-on-one) and confident in the effectiveness
of the Geheimwaffe (secret weapon) and sure of the Endsieg (thefinal victory).
Asthey marched through camp to their work sites, they sang their songs proudly,
many of which | knew well. For me, those were tense moments of emotional
turmail.

Late in November 1943 Uncle Fritz writes. The bombing of Berlin,
inevitableasit is, makes me sad - too many innocent, decent people, children:
homeless, crippled, and so on. It'sa bad world.

Anaddendumtomy timeat Camp Hale: asamember of the Armed Forces
for therequired 90 days, | took my citizenship oath on October 28, 1943 at the
Eagle County Didtrict Court, Colorado. | looked uponit asthelogica outcome of
thelossof my German citizenship, my coming to the United Statesand my joining
theUSArmy. It seemedjust right.

For what followed at the Court House | was unprepared. | wasasked if |
wanted to make any changesin my name; | wastold | could do it right then and
there. | thought about it for about aminute and decided I’ d keep my last name,
but change my first namesof Friedrich Franz Maximilian, whichishow fromtime
totimesomeof my collegefriendswould refer to me, to Frederick Franz, omitting
Maximilian atogether. (Friedrichwasafter my UncleFritz, Franzand Maximilian
after my grandfathers.) My reasoning: “Frederick” would bemoreintelligible
should animpatient First Sergeant ask memy first nameduringaroll cal, andthe
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omission of Maximilianwould provideaclear-cut answer to the command “ State
your middleinitia!” (I suppose my action reflectsmy accommodating nature.)
Why did | drop“Maximilian” and not “ Franz”? Thelatter wasshorter. Indeed
shameful reasoning. | hope grandfather Maximilian Kempner hasforgiven me.
Hediedin1927. | recall hisfull beard and warm smile.
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17.
ASTP

S0, asthesnow begantofall, | shipped out to Lincoln, Nebraska, in charge of
the“travel unit,” of which | wasthe only member. TheArmy had left nothing to
chance. At Lincoln, | wasscreened most carefully to seewherel wasgoingtofit
intotheArmy Specidized Training Program. Itwasgoingto bethekind of training
that the Army isnot set up to provide. Asan official flyer putit: “You should
know that responsible assignmentsawait graduates of the Program...” Taking
arather long perspective, theflyer pointsout that the current war requiresall the
traditional courage of the soldier of Colonial days, and something more. In
the case of my group this something morewasto betheroleof aforeign areaand
language expert.

So twenty of us, mostly bornin central Europe, all with aGerman-speaking
background, were shipped from Lincolnto Minnegpolis, wherewe started taking
courses at the University of Minnesota. We were free to choose: History,
Government, Economics, Sociology - solong asit dealt with Central Europeand
the 20th century. Weworked quite hard: alittle out of asenseof guilt, asl indicate
inaletter home: | amfully awarethat at present | amalmost out of the Army,
and although | think and hope that soon | will beinit alittle more actively, |
realizethat | amleading a very soft lifein comparison to themenintraining
camps, not to mention all those in Italy and the Pacific.

The most meaningful learning wasfrom each other; in fact, weformed a
seminar group, where each told as much as he coul d about hisbackground and
locaeof upbringing. Prussians, Bavarians, Rhinelanders, Swabians, Austrians-
by describing ourselves, our recent history and our dialects, welearned agreat
deal from one another. | recall lengthy discussions of winner-take-all vs.
proportiona representation, and ill havealong letter from my father inwhich he
attributes the downfall of the Weimar Republic (1919-1933) to its system of
proportional representation.

TheASTPdid not haveagood publicimage. A popular jinglesaid:

Take down your service star, mother,
your son'sin the ASTP!

Thusit wasaforegone conclusionthat it did not survivethe spring of 1944. It
was anoble experiment that failed probably becauseit wasjust too difficult to
administer effectively. InApril, our group of 20 was shipped to Camp Ritchiein
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Maryland.

Asmentioned earlier, beginningwith my serviceintheArmy al correspondence
wasinEnglish. For my father, thisinitially required aconsciouseffort. But thenin
March 1944 hewrites: Itisquite strangethat our relationship has more and
more become bilingual. Formerly | would not have addressed you in any
language but German, which after all is our mother tongue. Thisis till so
when | talk to you. But in writing I more and more gained the habit of no
longer translating but of formulating my words directly in the language of
our home-country, which the US are gradually becoming, more rapidly day
by day. (Heisproudly referring to my recently acquired citizenship.)

Whilemy father wasbeginningtofed comfortablewritingtomein English, we
continued using German in conversation right up to theend of hislife. Itjust
seemed natural.
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18.
I nterrogation: Theory and Practice

Camp Ritchieturned out to beacomplete contrast to Camp Hale. Locatedin
the Blue Ridge M ountains of Maryland with apleasant spring climate, itsgently
rolling hills contrasted sharply with the mighty Rockies of Colorado. More
important: thetraining program of elght weekswas carefully planned, well taught
and altogether meaningful. The subject matter of the various programsat the
Camp wasMilitary Intelligence; ourswastheinterrogation of prisoners. Tobe
abletointerrogate effectively, we had to know German Army organization: its
weapons, training routines, dang - anything that would enable usto interrogate
intelligently. A great many of thetraineeswere German or Austrian refugeeslike
myself, many of whom spoke English with aGerman accent. It wasasituation
that did not lack irony, often humorous. There was a constant temptation to
assumethe personaof aGerman soldier, especially for the ham actorsamong us.

Themost fun werethe practiceinterrogations. Thesewere part of all-day
“war games,” inwhichweand the prisoners-to-be had been given elaborate battle
stuations, whichinturn provided the setting of theinterrogations. Theseinvolved
acast of three: apretend-prisoner, atrainee, and aninstructor acting asevaluator.
Thisresultedinmultiplerole-playing: |, asthetrainee, would betryingto sizeup
the prisoner ashewasbrought into theinterrogation tent to seewhat psychological
typehewastryingto portray; the shaken and scared weakling at one extreme, the
proud, tough, determined Nazi at theother. If interrogated properly, the prisoner
wouldyiedtheparticularly va uableinformation hehad; if not, thetraineewasout
of luck. Thewholething became aguessing game: What roleisthe prisoner
playing? Should| yel a himor offer him achair and acigarette and ask him about
hishealth? | often thought back on these interrogation practicesoncel began
teaching: should | befirmwith student X, or should | be easy going (or anythingin
between)? Unfortunately, inred life, whether asinterrogator of real Germans, or
asateacher of aL atinclass, or asastepfather or stepgrandfather, | found out that
the“correct” way would be far less obvious and feedback would be far from
immediateor definitive. Still, despiteitsartificidity, weenjoyed thewholeprocess
and | know benefited fromit.

My wholeinterrogation experience hasjust recently come back to mewith
thenewsconcerninginterrogation of Iragi prisoners. Thequestion discussed has
been: What technique do you useto get aprisoner to tell you what heknows? Of
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themany opinionsexpressed, Truth Extraction, an article by Stephen Budiansky
(Atlantic Monthly June2005) | fedl hasit exactly right:

Sx months before the abuses at Abu Ghraib prison broke into public
view, a small and fairly obscure private association of United Sates Marine
Corps members posted on its Web site a document on how to get enemy
POWs to talk.

The document described a situation very similar to the one the United
Sates faces in the insurgencies in Iraq and Afghanistan: a fanatical and
implacabl e enemy, intense pressure to achieve quick results, a brutal war in
which the old rules no longer seem to apply. Marine Major Sherwood F.
Moran, thereport’sauthor, noted that despite the complexitiesand difficulties
of dealing with an enemy from such a hostileand alien culture, some American
interrogators consistently managed to extract useful information from
prisoners. The successful interrogators all had one thing in common in the
way they approached their subjects. They were nice to them.

Moran'sreport writtenin 1943, deal swith interrogation of Japanese prisoners
of war. Hearguesthat the key to successful interrogation istalking asa human
being to a human being. In other words, get the prisoner to relax, making him
feel that heisnow safe and that thewar isover for him. Then, asthe prisoner
beginstotak, hemay revea what onthe surface seemsinconsequentid, but which,
when assembled into alarger mosaic at ahigher headquarters, may beasignificant
link of important missing information. Enlightened hard-boiled-nessishow
Sherwood M oran characteri zes hisrecommended approach.

Of coursethereisoneoverriding difficulty inknowingwhet bit of information
issignificant or what isn’t: unlesstheinterrogatorsare closeto thetop of the
intelligence-gathering pyramid, they havelittleif any way of eva uating theimportance
or thevdidity of information revealed by aprisoner. Theinformationispassed on,
and only higher-upscan eva uateitsveracity and significance.

My ownexperiencekept mefar fromthetop of theintdligencegathering pyramid.
After completing training at Camp Ritchie, wewere shipped to aholding campin
Broadway, Worcestershire, inlovely rural England. Wewerethere during June,
1944, (D-Day was June 6), and didn’t crossthe Channel until themiddle of July.
For the next four weekswe had asidyllic an existence as can be had in wartime.
Our tiny team of two officersand four enlisted men (myself asaPrivatefirst class),
twojegpsandatrailer had our “home” inalovely old mansionin Mur-de-Bretagne,
inthemiddleof Brittany, far from action of thefront lines. Wewereinthat out-of-
the-way locationin order tointerrogate prisonersfromthethreeencircled Atlantic
portsof Brest, . Nazaire and L orient, which the Germansrefused to surrender. It
wasawonderfully uncomplicated assignment, sincethese three portsremained




Our Interrogation (two 6ff|cef‘s, four enlisted men) in Brittany in August
1944. All of uswerefirst or second generation German-Americans.

isolated, German ground forceshaving beenwithdrawn from that part of Franceby
early July. Sincethemilitary situation waswholly stationary, we soon knew the
identity and makeup of al German unitsdefending the portsinsdeout, oftentothe
surpriseof the prisoner. Weknew the names of most of the commanding officers,
and uponidentifying aprisoner’ sunit wereableto greet himwith: HowisHauptmann
Mudler? Whilemogt, thoughnot al, prisonerswerevery willing totell uswhat they
knew, they unfortunately didn’t know muchwedidn't know dready. Learningwhich
unit aPW belonged to was alwayseasy, sinceit wasentered on pagefour inhis
paybook (Soldbuch), and very few had followed the directive of tearing out that
page, fewer il had taken theextreme step of throwing away the paybook atogether.
To do sowent against theingrained pride of the German of being asoldier rather
thana* partisan” or guerrillafighter who would have no documents proving his
legitimacy asafighter. On both the eastern and thewestern fronts, the Germans
scorned suchfighters. Thisdisdainfor guerrillafighterscarried over to occupied
Germany itself. | am not awareof German guerrillaactivity (other thanisolated
cases) after Germany’ ssurrender.

TheAlliesnever attempted to capture either Lorient or &. Nazaire. Brest,
however, wastaken by the USArmy inwhat hasaways seemed to mean utterly
pointlessaction, sinceadevastated Brest, being severa hundred milestothewest
of themain action in France, could serveno military purpose. To quote Dwight
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Eisenhower, SupremeAllied Commander, in hisbook Crusadein Europe: Brest
fell on September 19. The harbor and its facilities had been so completely
wrecked by our bombing and by German demolition that we never made any
attempt to useit. Surely photo intelligence could have predicted that. | think a
good case can be madethat it wasthe well-known arrogance of the defending
German Parachute General Hermann Ramcke, hero in the capture of Cretein
1940, that made the Americanswant to defeat him. Then any soldier on either
sdewhowaskilledinthisaction had given hislifeto satisfy the pride of generals.
Asif war werenothing but aleaguein which general stried to establish asuperior
won-lost record!

After our introduction to smallscaleinterrogation in Brittany, our teamwas
moved east acrossFrancein August. Together with severa other teams, we spent
afew daysinthebeautiful city of OrleansontheL oireto assstintheinterrogation
of alarge number of Germanswho surrendered in southern France, then spent
several daysin Parisafew daysafter it wasliberated August 25. Tosay that GI's
wereinitialy welcomed by the French with open armswastrueinevery sense, in
contrast to alessforthcoming reception half ayear later. Through sheer chance, |
raninto thefamily of aflautist of the Paris Symphony and her family, and was
treated asato-be-celebrated liberator!

By themiddle of September wefound ourselvesin Maastricht, in southern
Holland, attached, dongwith severa other teams, to USNinthArmy Headquarters.
Herewe spent the next six months, interrogating and writing reports. Billetedin
private homes, we had it incredibly easy. Thanksto daily intelligencebriefings,
which covered thefront linesfrom Holland to southern France, wewere probably
much better informed than most front-linetroops. Knowing all this, weworked
hard and cooperatively. That most of uswererefugeesfrom Germany gaveusa
common bond. Fromtimeto timewewould meet interrogatorsfrom the British
Second Army, stationed to our immediate north. Wewereinterested to discover
that very few of themwere Germanrefugees; theBritishinterrogatorswereuniversity
graduatesfor whom German was asecond language. While our German tended
to bemorefluent, their knowledge of German history, sociology and economics
tended to be superior to ours. Asfor our native German, we soon learned to
“Americanize’ it wheninterrogating. Many PW’swould react negatively when
coming face-to-face with someone who sounded like anative German. Their
reactionwould be: I1sn'tthismanatraitor? Shouldn't hebeonour side? This
reaction, whilenot universal, wasfrequent enough to put uson thealert and fake
anAmerican accent.

The 1944 winter monthsin southern Holland were beginning to takeon a
certain easy routine, when on December 16, with earthquake-like suddenness,
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the Germanslaunched amajor strike just to the south of us, an offensive that
becameknown asthe Battleof theBulge. Eisenhower’sperspectiveisinteresting: ...
the fighting during the autumn followed the pattern | had personally
prescribed. We remained on the offensive (avery limited offensive at best!)
and weakened our sel ves where necessary to maintain those offensives. This
plan gave the German opportunity to launch hisattack against a weak portion
of our lines. If giving him that chance is to be condemned by historians,
their condemnation should be directed at me alone.

Of course, sinceinthelong run Ike' splanworked, historiansarenot likely to
condemn therisk hetook. He addsthree pageslater: “ We had alwaysfelt the
risk to be justified by the conviction that in an emergency we could react
quickly.”

Asit turned out, our biggest ally wasthewegther, evenif it delayed itssupport
for awholeweek. Taking advantage of fog and thick cloud cover, German troops
during that week advanced some 50 mileswestward inthegenerd direction of the
port city of Antwerpin Belgium. Our areawasjust tothenorth of the*bulge,” and
we knew that if the Germans reached the Channel, our units and those of the
British and Canadiansto the north of uswould be surrounded. The Germans
were hopeful that asuccessful outcome of their offensivewould enablethemto
negotiate aseparate peace with the WesternAllies.

In anticipation of German successes, we burned every conceivable piece of
paper that might be of interest to the Germans, while specul ating on how they
might interrogate us, soldiersthey would consider traitorsto the German cause.
Thorough daily briefingstold us precisely of German progressthat week, which
did not exactly put our mindsat ease. Then on about the eighth day thefog lifted,
enabling thesuperior Allied air forceto hit the Germanstroopsand especidly their
supply linessothat soontheir tankssimply ran out of gas.

It had proved abloody campaign, with some 100,000 Germansand 77,000
Americansamong thekilled, wounded and captured (Ei senhower’ sfigures). That
the Germanswere able to mount such apowerful attack after being driven out of
Africa, dl of France, partsof Italy and most of the Soviet Union, whileundergoing
amogt daily heavy bombing raidsontheir cities, amazed usback thenand | believe
itisstill considered remarkable by World War |1 historianstoday.

Our NinthArmy interrogation teams considered themsa ves extremely lucky.
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19.
ToTheBitter End

Every interrogation waswritten up and passed on to higher-ups. | havesaved
afew of thesereportsas souvenirsof my contributionsto theAllied war effort.
Many identify sitesof military interest: bridges, industrid targets, training camps,
PW camps, bunkers, warehouses, anmunition dumpsand depots. Thenthere
arereportsthat deal with individual prisoners. A prize exampleisthe case of
Leutnant Stach. In November 1944 thisyoung German officer was captured
behind our linesdisguised asapriest whileattempting to rgoin hisoutfit. Hewas
duly interrogated. But three dayslater we heard an announcement over German
radio concer ning the escape of a German officer fromthe clutches of Jewish
interrogators and Negro guards at a U.S. PW camp. Lt. Stach had escaped
while being transported to aPW collecting point. Thereport was careful not to
mention hisclerical disguise. Thiswasembarrassing for us, but fortunately it was
theonly incident of itskind that weknew of .

Another prisoner, with astory to tell, was PW Sauer, who had been Field
Marshal Walter Model’s driver for two years and was captured on April 22,
1945. Model had held several top command positions and waswell known.
Sauer correctly reported that Model had committed suicide six days earlier.
According to Sauer, Modd wasanidea commander, tough or kindto hisinferiors,
asconditionswarranted. For example, inthe preceding winter acaptain had sat
camly inhismilitary vehiclein aconvoy stalled in the snow whileenlisted men
shoveled himout. Modd, who had just grabbed ashovel himsdlf, cameuponthis
captain and wasmerciless. The unfortunate captain wasdemoted to private on
the spot.

Characterizationsof afield marsha were probably of littletactical value, but
for usthey werefascinating. Of equal interest werereportsof so-called * secret
weapons,” referred to as Gehei mwaffen or Endwaffen. Many prisonersreferred
to theexistence of secret weaponstojustify their having continued thefight against
clearly superior Allied material resources. WhentheAlliescrossed theRhinein
March 1945, prisonersfroman dite parachutedivisonwere, paradoxicaly, jubilant:
Now the secret weapons will be used! Soon the war will be over! Ordinary
privates, upon capture, were lessoptimistic. They were aware of thealleged
existence of such weapons, but their reaction wasdisbelief. A few prisonershad,
or pretended to have, specific knowledge. Here'sareport fromApril 4, 1945:
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PW described the Endwaffe as a radio-controlled, rocket-propelled bomb of
22 tons, having a range of 1,500 miles, carrying 15 tons of explosives. This
PW was promptly sent to therear for specialized interrogation.

After the notoriousrocket devel opment site of Peenemuende onthe Baltic
wasseverely damaged fromtheair inAugust 1943, the Germansplanned to carry
out further work on the Endwaffein underground sitesnear concentration camps.
Fortunately for our side, thiswork had not progressed significantly by theend of
thewar.

The“Werewolves’ were another German threat, shrouded in secrecy and
vagueness. A PW stated that commanding officersof the Division Potsdam were
to select young, able-bodied and politically reliable men for Werewolf service.
Headded that HitlerYouthswerea so being used extensively asWerewolves. We
learned from othersthat the purpose of thisorganization, formedinthelast few
monthsof thewar, wastoinfiltrateenemy linesand causehavocinany way possible.
Some PWstold usthat the German military condemned theWerewolf organization
onthegroundsthat it was*" uncivilized” and went against thegrain of thegenera
German desiretofight according to therulesof warfare. Itisgenerally accepted
now that therapid collapse of the German forcesafter theAllied Rhinecrossingin
March 1945 prevented the Werewolvesfrom playing any role.

Onerecurring themein our talkswith prisonerswastheir view of National
Sociaismandthewar. We had often been told that membersof Rommel’sAfrika
Korps, captured beforethewar had turned againgt Germany, were proudly confident
and hard to deal with. Asthetideturned against Germany, moral e predictably
declined and disgust with Nationa Sociaismincreased. Thesefedingsbecamevery
pronounced inthelast two monthsof thewar, when defeat wasimminent.

Why the Germanskept up thefight aslong asthey did isacomplex subject.
My cousin Ddlf Witt, bornin 1920, nomoreaNazi than |, asoldier inthe German
army throughout the entirewar, gave an excellent short answer when hewroteme
in 2000:

In the army, | simply did what everyone else was doing. Unless | am
mistaken, perhaps more than 50% weren't real Nazis. One simply did what
everyone else did, but found the Brown Saucerather stupid. But onewasnot
ready torisk one'slifeby being critical. And one probably wasn't even aware
of how evil the regime was. One hoped that the war would be over soon.
[“Brown Sauce” isDédf’sshorthand for Nazi ideology. Brown wasthe color of
theshirtsof the SturmAbteilung (SA), theNazis privatearmy of activists|

Asfor the Wehrmacht [Nazi term for the military], | want to add that it was
not an organ of the Naz Party. It was simply an army that people have had
sincetimeimmemorial and still have. That loyalty to one's country has been
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misused by the megal omania of dictatorshascertainly not beenrarein history.
Real Naziswere siphoned off into the SS[Schutzstaffel: elitetroopsunder the
command of Gestapo Chief HeinrichHimmler].

Ddf’sown story isworthtelling. In hisyouth hewashandsome, athletic and
carefree. Drafted on 1939, promoted to lieutenant in 1945, hewasacommander
of ananti-aircraft battery on the west bank of the Rhinein thelast month of the
war. At that timeweinterrogated severa prisonerswhoidentified their commander
as Leutnant Witt, and from their description | was sure hewasmy cousin. He
had |ed hismen east acrossthe Rhine, and was on hisway back to hiscompany’s
former positionto seeif any of hismen had been | eft behind, when hewas captured
by the British. Hecamevery closeto being one of “my” prisoners, an*“almost”
that unfortunately never happened.

With Germans surrendering by thethousands, conditionswereterribleinthe
open-air prison compounds (fields surrounded by barbed wire). Amidst al the
confusion, Delf noticed asmall group of prisonersoff to one corner working on
something together. They were organizing thedistribution of rationsto thosewho
inthegenera confusion had not received any. Theleader of thisremarkableeffort
wasayoung Catholic who soimpressed Delf that heofferedtohelp. Thissetin
motion aseries of eventsthat isstill bearing fruit today. Withinayear, Delf had
converted from uninvolved Protestant to convinced Catholic. A few yearslater,
he entered the Benedictine M onastery of Beuronin southwest Germany asamonk
and was made Gastpater, the person in charge of visitors. After afew more
years, hewasattracted to Buddhism and started aZen center, moving to aseparate
building nearby that wasfully sponsored by the Beuron Monastery. (It washere
that Natalieand | visited himinthe 1970s.) Therewasafemale caretaker at the
Zen center and erelong Delf had fathered achild. Thisevent terminated hiscareer
asamonk, but it propelled himinto an activity inwhich heisstill engaged—
teaching weeklong courseson Zen Buddhismto all comersinarural settingin
Wuerttemberg. Heisobviously good at it and lovesit.

Delf was one of my two Mendel ssohn cousinswho served on the German
sidethefull six yearsof thewar and ended up as officers. The other wasHans
Hamberger, bornin 1915, son of my swimteacher, Aunt Enole(page6). Although
after thewar we saw each other only rarely, | alwaysfelt closeto both Delf and
Hans. Hanswasthe most intellectua of all the seventeen cousins. In1975the
German journal Mendel ssohn Studien published hisarticleentitled The Role of
[[lusioninArt according to Moses Mendelssohn. Hewasalifelong student of
philosophy, religionand history.

AsanAustrian citizen, Hanswasnot drafted until Hitler annexed Austriain
March 1938. In hisextensiveand degply moving memoir, completedin 1992, he
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writes: Sncemy family wasin Germany [except for hisolder sister Mimi, who
had emigrated with her husband to Summit, New Jersey, asearly as 1935 (see
page 53)] and not being either a Jew or a Communist, | was not forced to
emigrateinorder to stay alive, and | decided against emigration. Ever given
toreflection, helooksahead to being asoldier: Borninawar, confronted since
my youngest dayswith the military through my history booksand tin soldiers,
participant in my imagination in many battles of world history, soldiersand
war werefor me, viewed realistically, part of theworld order. Sncel did not
doubt that Hitler’s tyranny would be of short duration, | could become
eyewitness to an absurd war and the dissolution of the Wehrmacht, whose
supreme commander was Hitler. | wasclear about onething: | had to become
very small, | should not become involved nor expose myself. As a person
with areligious and philosophical foundation, who was conscious of history;,
| could in a detached way experience military training, the war and the
downfall of the German army with itsrich tradition.

Several questions interested me: Were military training and a soldier’s
life really as full of chicanery and degradation as Erich Maria Remarque
portrays themin his novel All Quiet on the Western Front? What effect did
war have on its participants? How can normal human beings be induced to
kill other humans whom they don’t know and who have done them no harm?
Fanatical supporters of Hitler were likely to join the SS; in the army there
should be normal individuals.

Inaletter to me dated October 4, 2001, hewritesthat theeventsof 9/11 have
caused him to reflect once again on the nature of God, in whose existence he
believes. He explains. This God must be a being who stands outside the
world of space and time and iswholly different from us small creatures, who
can't even createan ant. Heillustrateshow his philosophy played out during the
war: | would walk across battlefields in Russia and later in Italy after the
fighting had died down. Death and destruction. Smoldering ruins where
there had been houses. Cratersleft by bombsand shells. Theair filled with
the smell of powder. Fearful soldierscrouchingintheir holes, otherscaring
for the wounded and the dead. And yet, despite all this destruction, | felt
secure in God's hand. | felt there was another world above the world in
which we live. Even if one cannot understand God's actions and has to
suffer, one should continue to believe in Him and Hislove.

| finditinteresting that hedoesnot givewnhat | wouldthink isthemoreorthodox
believer’sexplanation for thehorrorsof war: man’ssnfulness. Hisanswer requires
an extraordinary otherworldliness, which | admire but cannot share. (I am not
awareof any answershemay haveformulated to hisquestions about the effects of
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war on humansbeings.) In oneimportant sense, hiswar experiencewas positive.
Given achoice of branch of service, hislove of animals made him choosethe
horse-drawn artillery. Not only did he stay with the sameunit through campaigns
in France, Russiaand Italy, but after hispromotion to lieutenant latein 1944 he
rgjoined hisold outfit, which hesayswasmost unusud. Ironicaly, despitehistotal
lack of enthusiasm for war, he must have made an excellent soldier.

Just as Delf’slife after thewar took some unexpected turns, so did Hans's.
Hisloveof animasand naturemade him study farming at theUniversity of Vienna.
In 1950 he emigrated to Canada and married a school classmate of my sister
Martha. Shehad been sent aspotentia secretaria help by our shrewdly scheming
cousin, Peter Witt. With their children, they spent many yearshomesteadingin
northern British Columbiabeforeretiringto Victoria. Hewasmuch loved asa
father and grandfather. Since hisdeath at eighty-ninein 2004, hisdescendants
have moved —once again—to Berlin.

Tome, itisfrightening how anti-Nazislike Delf and Hans, and of course
thousandsof others, were caught in asystem that madethem fight for acausethey
didnot believein. Itillustrateshow easy itisto make humanskill fellow-humans
inthe name of something called victory. Of course, thisart has been practiced
throughout history. In 1993 Hanswrote me how revealing hethought it wasto
observe how weall tendto livein our subjectiveworlds. Hisillustration: You
have emigrated and find it difficult to imagine our life during World War 11,
and viceversa. It wasimpossiblefor meto run over to the other sideduring
the war, although the other side wasthe side of friends and our side the side
of the enemy. But that was only in theory. Inreality, | was a human among
humans, among companions in suffering because they were not Nazs but
suffered exactly asdid I.

Isthe conclusion that of the song, “WeAin't Goin’ to Study War No More”?
Hanswould probably have said that itisimpossibleto abolish war sinceitispart
of thehuman condition. Butisit?

The conditioning imposed by asuper-efficient totditarian system ruled out the
kind of open protest that occurred onthe US homefront in the 1960sin opposition
tothewar inVietnam. Givensuchasystem, | think itisall themoreremarkable
that there was ahomegrown resistance movement against the Nazis. A close
family friend, Marie-Louise Sarre, vivacious, attractive, intelligent and totally
committed to theanti-Nazi cause, was ago-between among several members of
theresstancein 1943/44, when an attempt wasbeing madetoinvolve Himmler in
aplotonHitler'slife. Shewasarrested by the Gestapoin 1943, not for participating
in the plot, but for sneaking food to a Jewish old people’s home close to her
parents’ housein Babel sherg, near Berlin. Because her father and grandfather
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were nationally known scholars and museum directors (see p. 6), the Gestapo
saw fit to proceed with care. Even so, she spent twenty monthsin Nazi prisons
under suspicion of being connected with the resistance movement. Indeed she
was, but shewas ableto conceal her part despite constant interrogation.

In a letter to my father shortly after the end of the war, she wrote:
Interrogations were very strenuous because they never asked you what they
wanted to know, but rather all sortsof other things. One had to bevery alert
all thetime. Their ideawasto tire you out so that you got careless. Shewas
kept in custody.

Her letter continues. Then came July 20, 1944 [thedate of thefailed attempt
on Hitler’slife], and suddenly | saw several conspiratorsbeing brought into
the courtyard of the prison.... [Shennamesthem.] Then | knewit wasall over.
Despite tight supervision, we were able to see each other now then and
exchange glances, something so meaningful it transfigures a whole day. It
was a dreadful time, since now one knew what was going to happen. | was
much helped by the wonderful luck that for six months Helmuth James von
Moltke [descendant of the von Moltkewho was Prussia svictoriousgenera in
the 1870/71 Franco-Prussian War] wasin the cell next to mine, and we were
occasionally ableto communicate by knocking on thewall and —veryrarely
— talk through an open window. What it means to know that there is a
person next to you who has feelings and is alive and thinks as you do—that
is so wonderfully consoling and words gain an importance that they can
never have “ outside.”

Within afew weeksall theresi stancefighters she had seen delivered to her
prison were executed.

Inearly soring of 1945 shedevel oped aninfectioninher jaw and wastranderred
to an SShospital 50 milesfrom Berlin. There she befriended acaretaker who
supplied her with abikethat got her to her parentstwo weeks beforethe end of
thewar. After thewar, shelivedin Ascona, Switzerland. Our family stayedin
touch with her right up to her death at ninety-five.

Caught upin our day-to-day work with incoming prisoners, weknew nothing
about the activitiesof the German resistance. Our job wasto interrogate as best
aswecould every prisoner who seemed knowledgeable. Inthelast three months
of thewar, the overwhelming Allied superiority in equipment had amarked effect
on the German soldiers' morale. 1f we had only known how much you had of
everything—auns, tanks, gas, planes, trucks—were constant comments.

Once captured, two additional factorsturned out to be of great significance
for theordinary soldier: First, he had been driveninatruck to our holding center.
Because of gasoline shortages, thiswas often thefirst ridein atruck in hisarmy
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career. But what really convinced many that thewar waslost wasthat theration
they received contained atiny envelope of Nescafé. Thefirst real coffeesince
1939! they’ dtell each other. No officer and only afew NCOswould reactinthis
manner, but for the vast mgjority of enlisted men, these two factors played a
prominentrole.

A commonthemewasfear of the USSR. Oneinterrogation report summarizes
thisfeeling: German soldiers appear to regard the conflict with the USand
Britain asatemporary evil which will passand allow the real issue to come
to light, namely the eradication of “ Bolschewismus.” Thiswishful thinking
was expressed in the often repeated query: When are the USand the English
going to go to war against Russia?

| don’t want to givetheimpression that all Germans soldiersthought alike.
Somedefended the Nazisin themanner of onegenera captured inthefinal week
of thewar: Theoriginal ideals of the Naziswerelaudable but were perverted
by the inclusion of too many misfits into the national leadership. | am
wonderingwhichmigfitshehadinmind. Himmler?

To suggest thedanger of facilegenerdizationsabout German soldiers thinking,
I’ll quote myself from aletter home, dated October 1944: | think thereare till
many Germans who seriously believe they can win thiswar; they have some
kind of mystic hope in secret weapons. What the Naz s have accomplished
with their propaganda istruly remarkable.

Inthemidst of thisperiod, in November 1944, Franklin Delano Roosevelt
waselected for afourthterm. In October 1944 | had written to my father: The
majority of us here lean toward the Democratic side. That is certainly the
way | fedl. | can’'t quite see Dewey [ ThomasE. Dewey, the Republican candidate]
seeing it through with Churchill and Uncle Joe. If | remember right, even
you, a Republican at heart, might “ shift your allegiance” toward the President
inthis particular campaign. Inthe end, my father did favor the Democrats,
swayed by FDR'sforeign policy.

Roosevelt died on April 12, 1945. | wrote home: Roosevelt’s death is
certainly a terrific blow, and is felt as such by all alike—Republicans and
Democrats. And | add sagely: We' Il haveto wait and see what kind of a man
Trumanis.

In Germany, thewar wasfinally beginning towind down. Wegot agood dedl
of evidence of low troop morale. We came across a German soldier’s letter
home, writtenon April 1. How did you spend Easter? | amsure you had fun.
With us things are very shitty. | have never spent an Easter like this.... In
spite of everything, we must not get discouraged and we must continue until
the Endsieg [final victory]. You'll haveto carry on. So must we, and we'll
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makeit. Many soldierstold usthat their lettershomewererequired to beoptimistic.
Thiswriter had paid close attention to those orders.

TheNazis desperate effort at morale building could be seen everywhere. |
wrote home on March 28, 1945: Dr. Robert Ley [a cabinet minister who was
sentenced to death at the Nuremberg war crimes trials] said over the radio
yesterday that although it may not look likeit, the German victory iscoming
closer everyday. [| amreminded of what Vice President Cheney said about the
insurgency inlragonMay 31, 2005: that itwasinits”last throes.”] Germansare
apt tolaugh at that, at least in front of us. Jokesaretold: The Volkssturmis
now called “ Volkshauch” [the peopl€’spuff] and, while hewasdigging inthe
rubble in the streets of Berlin after a recent raid, Dr. Goebbels was asked
what he was looking for. Hereplied: “ The secret weapons must be around
here somewhere!”

Thiswould have been funny had therenot been so much suffering everywhere.
Our overwheming feeling in those dayswas of frustration and tragedy caused by
Hitler’sfailureto surrender. AnApril 6, 1945, interrogation report statesthat
even among officersthe opinion was unanimousthat Germany had lost thewar.
At the sametime, many officersargued that because of the oath we have sworn
in his name, we cannot surrender aslong asthe Fuehrer istill alive.

| wrote on April 21, 1945: The German civilians one sees are all very,
very war-weary. The great majority would like to see peace at any price.
Many, however, are afraid, first of the Russians, and second of the “ Anglo-
Americans,” who, according totheir leaders, are beastsand barbarians. e
don't have too difficult a time convincing them that the latter claims are a
little bit exaggerated. And they are all immensely relieved to be out of the
bombing attacks.

It soon became obviousthat the German civilianswho had been overrun by
theAllied armies had no intention of resisting. On March 16, 1945, | wrote
home: Most civilians seem to have the attitude, “1 have never been a
member of the Party, | didn’'t want thiswar,” and when you tell them that
they used to vote 98% in favor of Nazi policies, they hasten to suggest the
“ crookedness” of those elections. Others are more honest and admit that
at one time they were Nazis but had lost their faith a number of years ago.
One hundred years from now National Socialism may be looked upon as
the most compl ete, vicious and successful enslavement of an entire people.
It is tragic when you see men over 45, as there are many, fighting their
second war, given a weapon that they have never been taught how to use
(the Panzerfaust, a small hand-held grenade launcher), chased into battle
by Hitler-Youth-trained youngster officers. | think that after thiswar alot
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of the “ denazfication” in Germany will be taken care of by the Germans
themsel ves.

| celebrated V-E Day (May 8, 1945) by lifting a10-gallon milk can, why |
don’'t remember. Theresult wasaninterludeinamilitary hospita inPearis, recovering
fromaherniaoperation. | can measurethe progress of medical science by the
decreasing timel wasrequired to spend inthe hospital after each of four hernia
operationsbetween 1945 and 1975: from eight weeksto oneday! Fortunately,
| wasnot restricted to my bed in Parisafter thefirst twoweeks. | wasableto get
“light duty,” hel ping with theadministration of German prisonerswho weredoing
choresat thehhospital. The Germanswereeager to talk about what life had been
likeunder the Nazis, both the good and the bad, to anyonewilling to listen. Then
therewasthe constantly recurring question: What islifelikeinAmerica? | have
never had amoreattentiveaudience. Of course, becauseof Generd Eisenhower’s
non-fraternization order, such discussionshad to be conducted surreptitioudy, but
that didn’t prove difficult. Thosewerefascinating bull sessionsthat helped me
refinemy understanding of the German Gl.

Whenl rgoined my littleteamin Hemsheim, some 30 milessouth of Heidelberg,
we interrogated civilians rather than prisoners, as part of the CIC (Counter
Intelligence Corps). Our jobwasto screen Germanswho wereto exercisepositions
of authority at thevillagelevel, aswell asto administer lengthy questionnairesto
seeif theresponderswerein any of the so-called * arrest categories.” Thiswas
tricky and unsatisfactory, sincewe often lacked evidence and had to rely on mere
hunches. Needlessto say, the Germanswere eager to reved aslittleof their Nazi
past aspossible.

Our assignment was the nearby village of Bretten, population 3,000. |
describeit in my letter of August 10, 1945: Herein Bretten thereisa very
powerful conservative clique... what isleft of Nazism can be found in this
cligue. At onetime, they all belongedtothelocal “ Turnverein” —something
like an American Legion athletic club. Several had been active Nazis.
Their main interest isto support each other at all costs and form a united
front against the“ Leftists,” composed largely of the working class. Add a
police chief, an illegitimate child himself, who has a two-month-old boy
from his present wife, fromwhom heis going to get a divorce next week to
marry awar widow, who in turn has an illegitimate four-year-old child, to
whom she gave birth when she was sixteen ... and you have the picture of
Bretten!

Thiswasalso thetime of Hiroshimaand Nagasaki (August 6 and 8). The
radio newstold of the dropping of abomb, theequivalent of 20,000 tonsof TNT.
Couldthisbetrue? At that timewe heard nothing about thelossof civilianlife.
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That newscamemuch later. 1t seemsincrediblethat today, sixty yearslater, the
USadministration wantsto “improve’ such weapons.

My mother wrote on August 15: Today was a celebration on the village
green of East Hampton. It was out of doors, quite informal. Everybody was
standing on the s oping lawn and there was some chor us singing, some hymns,
prayers, reading of psalms and a sermon as | have seldom heard one, very
simple and, in the best sense of the word, democratic, stressing the United
Sates responsibility in the new world after the war, not emphasizing the
glory of the victorious nation. And, just think, while the service was going
on a complete semicircular rainbow showed up behind the church on the
green; it was like a symbol; made you think of God's peace with Noah after
the flood.

A few dayslater, | received thesewordsfrom my brother Max, age sixteen:
WElI, it iswonderful that the war is finally over, and what it must mean for
people all over the world to have a feeling of safety and a hope of getting
back to normalcy again, because we felt the war to such a slight extent over
here. It seemsto methat generally peopleover heredon't realize the dreadful
state of world affairs as keenly as other nations perhaps. Maybe I’mwrong
in this—1 think that this is the time when the future of the world should be
made secure, and what with the invention of the atom bomb and the opening
of a new historical epoch, “ world suicide,” as General Arnold says, can be
committed in a short time, by merely one nation. Over here, people don’t
seem to grasp the full significance of this invention to the world, and are
thinking too much about what kind of a model the 1946 car is going to be.
Good for you, Max!

September 7, 1945, my mother writesmeexcitedly that she, my sister and my
brother had becomecitizenstheday before, on the sixth anniversary of our landing
at Hoboken. It clearly wasabig event for all of them. She goesonto express
thoughtssimilar to those of my brother: | have no patience with those people
who complain about scarcity of food. Nobody has gone hungry yet asfar as
| know, and if you don’t have steak every day, what of it? If you hear about
food conditions in Europe you ought to feel ashamed to say one word about
it over here. That iswhat | try to tell people in stores when | hear them
complaining. My mother wasapetite, soft-spoken, gentlewoman; | liketo think
that her admonitionshit home!

My father also had conditionsin postwar Germany very much on hismind
when hewrote in October 1945: ... fromthe newspapers| gather that now
the Russians claim the dismantling of |G Farben Ludwigshafen, Opel
Ruessel sheim, some Krupp factories for transportation to Russia. All that
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new mass unemployment! Sure the Germans behaved terribly in Russia and
asawhole. Butif they areto be peaceful and democratic, how must they feel
when all of thisis happening to them now?

Looking back, it seemsremarkable how the Marshall Plan of 1947 and the
German currency reformof 1948 brought prosperity toWest Germany inardétively
shorttime.

A footnoteon thewar years. On October 29, 1945, my mother wrote: By the
way, today | got back all the cameras we deposited at the police station in
1941. Seemsalongtimeago! It must have made my mother feel goodto bean
Americancitizen.
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20.
TheLiberator

Theend of thewar brought withit not only theatom bomb and animmersion
inlocal German politics, but also welcome and memorabl e reunionswith my
mother’sfamily and friends. From July 1945 on our small team of six found itself
gationedin Kornwestheim, afew milesnorth of Stuttgart. For me, thisturned out
to bean extraordinarily fortuitouslocation: | soon discovered | had many friends
andreativeslivingwithina50-mileradius. Most of my mother’sfamily, some
twenty altogether, had left Berlin when bombing became constant, toliveona
farm called Georgenhof that, amazingly enough, had been purchased at theadvice
of anuncleback in 1932, onthegroundsthat “ sometimeinthefutureit might be
good to have aplace to go to in western Germany.” Thisfarm proved ideal:
located on thelightly inhabited SchwaebischeAlb not far from Stuttgart, it made-
giventhecircumstances- for acomfortablelifefor dl. Tobesure, theMende ssohns
fromtheir fashionable Grunewald villain Berlin, were somewhat like fish out of
water in afarming community wherethe nearest town of any sizewasanhour’s
driveaway (if you had acar), but local arrangements couldn’t have been better.
Thefarmitself, with al itslivestock and land, was run by efficient and loyal
caretakers, who themselvesfelt fortunate to be ableto be part of an arrangement
that worked well for everyone. Not that my relativesdid nothing: mostly women
(themadesweredill prisoners-of-war at thistime), they kept an extensivevegetable
garden.

When | drove uptothis Shangri-lainmy Army jegpinthemiddieof afineday
inJuly 1945, | had noideawhat | wasgoingtofind. A farmhand directed meto
themanor house, atwo-story modern stone building occupying oneside of ahuge
yard. Upon entering by thefront door | found myself inalargevestibulewitha
marble floor, an open stairway to the second floor and on the wall - to my
amazement - both a Van Gogh and a Cezanne that | recognized from my
grandparents housein Berlin. Leading off thevestibulewerefour wooden doors,
all closed, suggesting secrecy. | had aflashrecall that Germans keep interior
doorsof private housesclosed. With apounding heart | opened adoor closest to
the sound of peopletaking. For amoment therewastota silence asthey were
wondering what thissoldier wasdoinginterrupting their lunchand | wasstaring at
them, looking for afamiliar face. Out of the crowd of some fifteen peoplel
suddenly recognized my mother’ssister and said: Tante Emma, FritzKempner.
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(Aunt EmmawasDdf’smother.) | shdl never forget the shoutsof joyousrecognition
that thissmple statement dlicited. After al, there had been no direct contact for
four years. | shall sparethereader whoisnot related the enumeration of those
present; sufficeit to say that unending excitement, confusion and questionsprevailed
aswetold each others’ stories. | do remember being served two fried eggs,
which | knew wasaspecial treat, and whichin my excitement | atevery, very
slowly. A little later, schnapps was brought out and atoast was drunk to the
blushing Liberator.

Fortunately, | had brought with mewheat at that moment was more meaningful
than either aCezanne or aVan Gogh: chocolate, coffee, soap and toilet paper, for
which | wasthanked asif | had brought bars of gold.
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21.
Back to Milton

Thebeginning of 1946 found medischarged from thearmy and thinking about
thefuture. Itwasnatural torevisit Milton. | indicated at thetimetoArthur Perry,
Head of the Upper School, whom | admired greatly, my interest inteaching. He
suggested | volunteer my servicesat the Hackley School in Tarrytown, just north
of Manhattan, toseehow | likedit. Hisgood friend (and Milton graduate) Mitchell
Gratwick was headmaster there, and allowed meto sitinon Latin classesand
learnwhat teaching wasall about. | didjust that and quickly decided that teaching
wasfor me. InApril when| received atelegram from Arthur Perry offeringmea
positionin Latin beginning in September, | accepted with dacrity.

Theamaospherethat | enjoyed somuch asastudent in 1939, | found duplicated
asamember of thefaculty. “Halo effect”? Perhaps. | now know that my yearsas
teacher of Latin and Greek and coach of soccer and basketball at Milton gaveme
arunning startinto alife of teaching.

It must have been “real love,” sincemy living conditionswere not exactly
luxurious. | livedinadormitory of fifty boys. My third-floor bedroom/study was
connected by onedoor to an areaof seven 9th graders, themsalvescalled “ dcoves’
after their habitation, and by another to astairway leading to the quarters of four
8th graderson thefourth floor. Thetwelve of us shared acommon bathroom.
Could| entertainfriends? | don’t think thethought ever occurredtome. | accepted
everything asagiven, happy to haveajob at atop-notch school.

Inadditionto being respong blefor thesed evenboysinthedormitory, it wasmy
duty to presideover atableof tenboysat med-time, threetimesaday. After supper
| enjoyed abrief period of “rest & relaxation” during which my immediate superior
served coffeein hisquartersthat werepdatid comparedtomine. HewasJm Carter,
also my bossin Latin and abachelor. AsaCommander inthe Navy he had been
nicknamed“ Smiling JJm,” becausehenever amiled. (It'safigureof speechknownas
lucusanonlucendo - sorry, | couldn’t res st showing off.) Hewasaspredictebleasa
well-functioning alarm clock, with set timesfor coffeeaswel | asstock remarks. He
was easy to work for provided you accepted hisroutine, which | did. Thisvery
predictability madelifeeasy, butit cameat aprice: thepriceof restrictingmysdftoa
certanbehaviord rut. During Six yearsof doing thesamejob out of the sameroom-
thoughwith different boys, | gradually becameawareof thisasatrap and wasready
forachange. My UncleFritz, frequent giver of sageadvice, wroteme:
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... routineisthewor st enemy of true growth sinceit counterfeitsa security
that isnot based oninner growth. It can not only fool others, but al so your self.

Fortunately | had some provocetivefriendson the Faculty who prevented my
succumbing to adeadening routine. Onewas Ted Holmes, teacher of English,
fresh out of Princeton’savant-guard English department, where he had been a
protége of R. P. Blackmur, one of the leaders of the New Criticism movement.
What got usgoing wasadiscuss on about Robert Frost’s Stopping by Woodson
aSnowy Evening. Ted convinced methat thispoem was about much morethana
sleigh stopping by woodsinwinter, that in fact it deal swith the whole human
condition. He suggested that to arrive at the meaning of any poem it was not
necessary to know anything about the author’slife, but that whatever meaning a
poem had was contained in the words of the poem itself. The poet may have
intended thisor that, but if the meaning was not contained in the words of the
poem, if it required knowledge not containedin the poemitsdlf, it wasfor that very
reason apoorer poem. We discussed thisissue at length, andintheend | had
becomehisdisciple.

My closest friends on the Faculty were Toby Smith, Air Forcemgjor inWorld
War 11, teacher of English, withastrong convictioninfavor of teaching the canon,
and hiswifeAudrey, vivaciousinnovativeteacher of Spanishand chef extraordinaire.
Teach Moby Dick or Malcolm X? John Keats or Wilfred Owen? Our
conversationswere ongoing. We also entertained each other with lesserudite
topics: our interest in Good Teaching made us work on such down-to-earth
topicsasHow To Look LikeA Good Teacher Without Being One, for our mutual
edification. Toby wasknown asa*character.” Once, whilesupervising evening
study hall for 8th and 9th graders, he climbed on top of adesk, shaded hiseyes,
and announced that hewaslooking for “ outsidereading.”

| soon became aware of thefact that teaching involved acting. Toby and |
would entertain oursel ves endlessly with the dramatization of officersvs. enlisted
personnel and teacher/student relationships, with ourselveskeenest admirers. Our
friendship continued long after | |eft Milton up to hisrecent death.

WhileMiltontook academicsserioudy, it did not neglect the spiritual. There
weretwo compul sory chapel services. oneon Sunday evenings, withasermon by
aminister and one on Wednesday mornings, withatalk by afaculty member. Of
the former, | still remember the Reverend Vivian T. Pomeroy of the nearby
Congregational Church, one of whose sermons, delivered with astrong British
accent, boretheintriguingtitle: Don’t park toolong on Joy Street, asmal| street
closetothe Boston State House, where parking isseverely restricted.

Whenit camemy turn for aWednesday morning talk, | used the opportunity
to describemy view onreligion, asrevealedin Lessing’'s 1779 play Nathan The
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Wise. Setin12th century Jerusalem, theMudim Sultan Saladin asksthewesalthy
Jew Nathan, which of thethreereligions, Judaism, Chrigtianity, Idam, heconsidered
best. Nathan, after some hesitation, answersintheform of aparable, theParable
of theThreeRings. | knew itwell, having recited it inafamily setting asateenager.

Hereitis, inbrief: onceupon atimeinthe Orient therelived aman who
owned aring of great worth which had the special power to make the wearer
belovedinthe eyesof God and men. Thisring passed from father tofavored son
until it cameto afather of three sons, all equally deserving. What to do? The
father had two identical copiesmade and gave each sonaring - and died. Now
each son believed that hisring wasthetrueone. They arguedfiercely. Unableto
agree, they sought out ajudgeto decidetheissue. Saidthejudge: sinceitis
impossibleto prove which ring isthe genuine one, | suggest this: let each of
you demonstrate his belief in the power of hisring by conducting hislifein
such a manner that he fully meritsthe love of God and men. The outcome of
your liveswill be a reflection of the power of the truering.

Thethree“Religionsof theBook” - Judaism, Christianity and Islam - each
rely on awritten tradition handed down over many centuries. Setting aside
conversions, believersbasetheir faith on what they haveread or what they have
been brought up to believe. Whichfaithisthemost vaid? | cannot get mysdlf to
consider onetradition superior to the other two. Tome, what’smost importantin
our livesisnot our faith but how weact. Or, to usetheimage of the parable of the
threerings: itisuptotheowner of eachringto provehis/her ring genuine. The
real test will bethequality of lifethat aperson hasled. AsMatthew 7:16 putsit:
You will know them by their fruits.

Theplay hasparticular meaningfor our family: Lessing- aL utheran- modeled
thefigure of Nathan upon hisfriend M oses Mendel ssohn (1729-1786), Jewish
philosopher of the Enlightenment in Berlin, who believed strongly in assimilation of
Jawsinto their surrounding society as opposed to segregationin ghettoes. This
stand orthodox Jews opposed, but in Germany it gradualy wonout. | can modestly
but proudly clam MosesMendd ssohn asmy grandfather’ sgreat-great-grandfather.
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22.
A Gap Year

During my first year of teaching at Milton| decidedtoreturnto Harvardfor a
year of graduate study to find out whether towork for aPh.D. and teach in college
or continueto teach in secondary school. By midyears| told Arthur Perry that |
wanted to take him up on hiskind offer to hold my old position at Milton for me.
Not that theyear wasaloss! | had somegreat teachers. John Finley in Greek
Lyric Poetry; Sterling Dow’s Greek History (I later taught hisson Greek); Peter
Elder for Lucretius, Carl Joachim Friedrichin Political Philosophy. Thelatter was
anexcdlent lecturer, but just alittleonthearrogant side: | remember hisentering
hislecture classlate oneday with thesewords: You have probably beenwaiting
for measfor the Second Coming ... Actualy hewasaway quiteabit, helpingin
thedrafting of anew congtitution for thethen still occupied West Germany.

Lifethat year wasn't dl studies: | continued playing rugby, beguninmy
last undergraduate year. Strictly speaking, | had no businessdoing this, since
most otherswereformer football players, considerably better athletesand larger
than| was. But | knew thegamewell from having played it enthusiastically at
Marlborough, and | wasin good condition and thus ableto hold my own. Not
supported by the University, rugby existed asaclub. Thismeant we planned and
financed our own activities, which aways included conciliatory post-game
consumption of beer - win, loseor draw. Thehighlight wasaspring vacationtrip
to Bermuda, where we played both vy League schools and teams from Her
Magjesty’sRoyal Navy. What made thisso much funwasthat weall played the
game becausewe enjoyed it and for no other reason.

It was downhill skiing that took up many weekends and vacations. | had
begunitin Switzerland at age 10 and 11, at atimewhen aski lift wasararity, and
took it up againin New Hampshire and Vermont asastudent in Milton and an
undergraduate at Harvard inthewintersof 1939t0 1942, aswell asbriefly with
theArmy in Camp Hale. Our basewasusually the Harvard Ski Club Cabinin
Jackson, New Hampshire. Walking into Tuckerman’sRavineand up the Wildcat
Trall (noliftinthosedays) wasamost exhilarating form of exercise. (No, | haven't
yet schussed the Headwall.)

Thisactivity resultedinalifelong friendship. Tofindaroomandto stay close
touniversity life, | wasafreshmen proctor intheHarvard Yard. A fellow proctor -
andfellow skier - was Dick Ulin, like me someonewho loved to teach. Weare
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gtill friends. Dick taught Englishat both high school and collegeleve. Hisspecia
skill, inaddition to being aperson truly concerned inthewell-being of hisfellow-
men, ishel ping those engaged in controversy articulatejust what it isthey think. |
watched him doing thisformally ina*“ Great |ssues’ program at the University of
North Carolinaat Chapel Hill and have alwaysadmired hispointed, yet always
gentlequestioningin countlessinformal conversationswith friends. Throughout he
has had the steady support of hiswife Polly, whose specialty was socid science
researchininternational health, especially inAfrica. She, too, remainsaclose
friendand“fellow-traveler.”

Duringthosedaysat Harvard | got to know amost remarkableman: Professor
Werner Jaeger. From 1921 on he had held the prestigious Berlin University Chair
of Greek and had been afriend of my parentsfor many years. Havingmarried a
Jawishwomanin 1931, he decided in 1936 to emigrateto the States. 1n 1939 he
was appointed University Professor at Harvard, aposition he held until hisdeath
in1961. Inhiswarm andfriendly personaity he combined scholarship (far beyond
my rangeto appreciate fully) with true humanity. He wasthe opposite of the
stereotypical German professor. Therewas no question of mine, no matter how
elementary, that hewouldn’t take seriously and respond to in detail. Histhree
volumesof Paideia: Theldealsof Greek Culturestill grace my shelves. Most
marked, and, to me, amusing, was the contrast between Werner and hiswife
Ruth. Where hewas generousand permissive, shewas severe and authoritarian.
But it wasclear that they loved each other. Shetaught Latinto Milton Academy
girls, made her studentswork hard, and was highly respected. | managedtovisit
her classonce - unusual for afaculty member of the Boys' Division - and was
impressed by her thoroughnessand precision. Cometo think of it, her husband
wasevery bit asthorough and precise, but hedid it by indirection, whereas she
wasvery much up front about it. A memorable couple!
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23.

| Change Teams

N
:

™
Ao -3
gl s A3
ik i

P : v

L ast family vacation in the Engadin (1949): my parentsand | on top of Piz L onghin.

So | returned to secondary school teaching in 1948 and stayed with it until |
reached 65, an age| considered gppropriatefor retirement. | thustaught full-time
closetotheBiblica 40years. If you areawaiting some profound refl ections about
teaching and learning, you arewaiting invain. For nothing comestomindthatisin
any way origina or subject to proof. Of courseit ispossibletowrite good books
and papers on this subject, as my friends Rob and Paula Evans, formerly of
Philadel phia, now of Newton, Massachusetts, havedoneso admirably. I'll leave
ittothem. I’ll just quote one characteristically compact Latin saying: Docendo
discitur. Youlearn by teaching. Thistime-honored principle hasnot only helped
me understand theintricacies of subject matter - beit theusesof the Latin ablative
caseor themeaning of OedipusRex - but it al so enabled meto discover thegreat
variety of sudents’ learning styles.

Thisdual challengewas not with mefrom the start, because at Milton Latin
wastaught inthe* traditiona way,” by Jm Carter and colleagues. Withnodiscusson
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of different methodol ogies, therewasjust one methodol ogy asfar asMiltonwas
concerned. Theturning point for mecamewhilel wasdtill teaching a Milton. My
Harvard Greek History professor, Sterling Dow, suggested | apply for the 1952
University of Michigan summer workshop on LinguisticApproachestothe Teaching
of Latin. My decisontojointhisventureproved crucia.

Crucial, because up until my work that summer in AnnArbor with Professor
Waldo Sweet (who at that timewas ateacher at the William Penn Charter School
inPhiladelphia), | had thought that therewasjust oneway to teach the subject: the
way Milton didit. | now realized not only that there were avariety of Latin
textbooksin use, but that the materialswhose birth | witnessed and worked on
that summer were something different again.

What wasthisdifference? Theterm*“linguistic’ inthiscontext refersto the
findingsof “linguists,” used inthe sense of “ scholarswho study the structures of
different languages,” and not inthe sense of “ speakersof many languages.” These
scholars(leading among them were Edward Sapir and Leonard Bloomfieldinthe
1920s) maintained that each language must be analyzed initsown terms, and not
intermsof universal categories, asthey alegedly appearedin Latin. For better or
worse- andintheopinion of abovelinguistslargely for worse- early (18th century)
descriptions of English were based entirely on Latin. Latin, asthe mother or
godmother of so many languages, and asthe language of the Catholic Church,
contained thebasi c categoriesof dl languages, a least so early grammariansthought.
Most L atin textbooksthat were based on thisbelief presented L atin structure asif
itweresmilar, if not the sameasEnglish. They contained generalizationssuch as
“English, likeLatin, hassix tenses,” or “the subject of asentencein English, asin
Latin,isinthenominativecase.” Itisof coursetruethat Latinhassix tensesanda
subject in the nominative case but, applied to English, thisdescriptionisanill-
fitting strait-jacket. Thoseadvocating the so-called“LinguisticApproach” argue
that thefocusin theteaching of Latin should be onthedifferencesof Englishand
L atin structures, rather than the similarities. Among other things, texts should
highlight thevery different role of word order in thetwo languages.

That isthetheoretical background of the LinguisticApproach. But how would
it reved itsdf inatextbook?Back then, | usedtothink that theearly versonswere
“it.” Sincethen| findthat therearemany waysof implementing “ linguistic” concepts.
Not only that: inmy youthful idedlism of my early work asWally Sweet’s* disciple’
| underestimated thestrength and resilience of the*“traditiondists.” Sincethe 1950s
there have comeabout all sortsof adaptationsand renovations, so that the current
textbook pictureisacrazy quilt that defieseasy characterization.

AsJdupiter willedit, in 1953 the University of Michigan hired Wally Sweet
away from Penn Charter, and herecommended meashisreplacement. Abandoning
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the 24/7 comfortsof aboarding set-up, | rented an apartment and began teaching
at theWilliam Penn Charter School in Philadelphia, aday school.

For methiswasahugechange. For thefirsttimeinmy lifel hadto makemy
own decisions on such mundane items as food, laundry, furnishings and
housekeeping. Mine was asmall, two-room apartment on the top floor of a
converted private housein theracially integrated West Mount Airy section of
Philadelphia. Thelandlady, Mrs. Kuehnle (no husband), livedinthe samebuilding.
Sheloved medearly: | think in part because| madeit apoint of not objectingto
her keen desireto observe and study my habits. For example: fromtimetotime
shewould cal uptomeat about 5 PM to ask if | had begunto cook yet. Whenever
| saidthat | hadn’t, shewould send up afull meal. 1t wasusually too much. One
timel discarded abaked potatointhetrash. Uponmy returnfrom school the next
day, shegreeted mewith: “Mr. Kempner, | seeyou didn’t like my potatoes!”

Fromtimetotime, upon her stated request of some*“medicine,” | would*loan”
her my bottleof gin. Thisshewould dwaysreturnthenext day, amost asfull, with
acoholic content somewhat reduced.

Was| much of acook? Thereissomedocumentary evidence of how | began,
inmy letter tomy parentsin New York City in September 1953:

... Last night | “‘dined’ at home for the first time. The menu: spaghetti
with tomato sauce. Coffee with milk and sugar. Bread, butter & liverwurst.
Beer. Thelatter was the best.

| improved rapidly. Alittlelater my aunt Barbaraand uncle Fritz, who were
usedto stylishliving, cametovisit. | feltimmensely proud when they praisedthe
prizemeal | served them: lamb chops, spaghetti, salad and red wine. Giventhe
fact that | didn’t entertain often, my culinary skillsremained modest. Thetrouble
wasthat inthosedays| often secured adinner invitation by asking my friendsif |
could drop by, bringing with medidesof arecent trip, awaysoffering to bring my
own sandwich. That, of course, wasno more than aploy, which alwaysworked
beautifully. | had somevery good friends back then.

Upon my return from my first Thanksgiving vacation, | was greeted by a
ribboned piano which Mrs. Kuehnle and my sister Fran had schemed to have
delivered asawonderful surprise. Thispianoisstill withusinMaine.

In November 1970, near the end of my stay in this apartment, | found a
carefully typed letter from my landlady, which | feel deservesto bereproduced
hereinitsentirety, if for no other reason than for its socio-economic revel ations:

Mr. Kempner:
Because of the high cost of living, increasing almost daily, and unionized
skilled labor’s wages going up and up of which | am a victim, to say the
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least, | must raise your rent. For years| have gone along with my slipshod
method, with rock-bottom rentals, being satisfied with a mere existence, and
now | am caught in the middle and who cares!

My recordstell methat during 1954 and 1955 we paid a cleaning woman
$6.40 for eight hours of work, compare this to today's wages!  All this may
be beside the point to you, but it is not to me.

Mr. Professor, can you afford to pay $9.00 a month moreincluding garage,
retroactive from September 1st. Thisis not kosher nor according to Hoyle,
but it will be a big help to me.

| agreed.

At Penn Charter | wasat that timethe only full-time L atin teacher, and thus
wasmy ownboss, freetouseavariety of materids. Fortunately my new headmeder,
John Gummere, himself aClassicist, co-author of popular Latin textbooks, and
teacher of one class per year approved of both of me and the method. He had
supported Wally Sweet in al sortsof ways, including securing sizablegrantsfor
hiswork at the University of Michigan Summer Workshopsin both 1952 and
1953. But Dr. Gummere sdirect involvement in my teachingwasminima: asa
busy administrator heevidently felt that Fritz was doing okay, no need toworry
about him, aslong astherewereno parental complaints. | dorecall oneexception:
“The Chief,” ashe signed hismemos, once | eft thistyped notein my mailbox:
Harry [hissecond year student, minethe preceding year] today did not know
how to say ‘you are’ in Latin; how isthat possible??? Of course an answer
was heither given nor expected.

Infairnessto Jack Gummere sbusyness, | should makeit clear that during his
27-year term asheadmaster, from 1941-1968, (on the Faculty since 1924) hedid
muchtoimprovetherunning of theschool, making it more* Quakerly,” andlessof a
“monarchy” than it had been. Heintroduced the position of Ass stlant Headmaster,
Director of Admissions, adepartment of Devel opment, abusinessmanager, aparents
organization and aStudent Council. Heincreased the number of Quakersonthe
Faculty fromthreein 1941 to 19in 1968, involved Overseersin the compul sory
weekly FriendsMeeting and introduced apens on program for custodia and kitchen
help. Atthe sametime, hekept afirm hand ontherunning of the school.

Hisassessment of himself ischaracteristic: For somereason, | remember
how | was able to quote Roy Campanella on one occasion. He cameto PC
when hewas MVP (1955) with the Brooklyn Dodger sand the Piratesfinished
last. ‘Do you think | would have received thisawardif | had been playing for
Pittsburgh?’ said he, when congratulated. My occasion was an award at a
national conference in New England when | was elected as one of the 25
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living people who had done the most for secondary education in the USA
(1964). Myremark: ‘Do you think | would havereceived thisif | had been at
Centretown Consolidated School ?”

We each and every one of us benefited from PC.

WEeI do | remember the assembly program with Roy Campanella. The Chief
“tolditlikeitwas.”

Duringthe 1950s| spent atotal of four summersat the University of Michigan
Summer School of Linguigtics, ending up in 1960 teaching the summer courseon
themethodol ogy of theteaching of Latinaongwith Dr. Sweet. It wasatreat tobe
acolleague of this superb teacher, an excellent L atinist, who a so had profound
insgght into thelanguage learning process and akeen sense of humor. 1t happened
that GerdaSeligson, an old family friend from Berlindays, washisside-kick. Her
teaching style wasthe complementary oppositeto his. deliberatewhereWally
Sweet wasflashy, but equally knowledgeableand precise. Bothwrote Greek and
L atintextbooksin subsequent years. They madetheAnnArbor summersexciting
experiences.

The 1960 Summer Sessionwasmade particularly chalenging by the presence
of adozen nunsand priests, whose L atin was excellent and who kept uson our
toes. | havenever beeninamoreinteractiveteaching situation. Welearned from
each other.

DuringthesesummerstheLinguistic Society of Americahelditsannua meetings
in Ann Arbor. Through these meetings, reinforced by a strong Linguistics
Department at the University, | developed alifelong hobby. (See appendix:
Frugtrationsin the Teaching and L earning of Grammar.)

From time to time someone has asked me how effective | have found the
LinguisticApproach, or itsadaptations. | find that hardto answer. Fird, thereare
so many variablesthat make adirect comparison of oneclassto another difficult.
Therearethevariablesof student ability, previousexposureto other approaches,
effort aswell astheinherent difficulty of measuring sudent progress, assuming that
theteacher’seffort remainsthe samethroughout. Thenthereisoneoverriding
factor: that of overall classmorae. | know that studentshavelearned moreL atin
insomeof my classesthanin others, even after making alowancefor al variables.
Insomeyearsthingscometogether, in others, they don't. A scientific observation?
Of coursenot! Butinmy casevalid. Doesthisreducethe significance of what
method to use? Perhapsit does. But of onething | am sure: teaching along the
linesdeveloped by Dr. Sweet wasfun. | alsofeel confident that - provided the
teacher isat |east moderately competent- the key variableisthe effort astudent
putsin that will determine how much he or sheisgoing to learn. A profound
concluson? Hardly. But worth stating.
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What attracted me to teaching was the give-and-take in the classroom. |
liked informality, and probably carried thistoo far fromtimetotime. | wasnot
immuneto student “jokes;,” finding al desksand chairsturned around upon returning
to my classroom after recess; having every boy (therewereno coed classes at
either Milton Academy or Penn Charter inmy days) takeatennisball out of his
pocket and throw it against awall upon my customary exhortationto* put the ball
inplay.” Of coursefromtimeto timemiscreantssurfaced. | remember agifted
senior inaclassof only three students, whose thinly-veiled personal sarcasms
mademy lifemiserable. Severa yearslater thisstudent sent meacopy of Catullus
withtheinscription: To Mr. Kempner; although he didn’t think heinspired this
student, hedid. Sncerely...”

| wasn't awareof it at thetime, but compared with what happened later, the
curriculuminthe40sand 50swas quiterigid and strict classroom disciplinewas
takenfor granted. Not sointhe 60sand 70s, when course offerings multiplied;
€l ectivesbecame common; rulesof attire becamerel axed, much to the chagrin of
many colleagues, and theforeign languagesfound themsel vesin competitionwith
each other and with other subjectsmorethan before. Spanishwasintroducedin
grade 9, one new classayear beginning in 1970, until soon there were more
Spanish classesthan al other foreignlanguage classes put together. Thetemptation
to be an easy marker to gain studentsfor one'slanguage was always present .
When | took my turn as head of the foreign language department, it was my
unpleasant job to insurethat thisdid not happen. It made me sympathizewith
adminigrators.

Dr. Gummere' ssuccessor, Wilbert Braxton, teacher of physics, headmaster
from 1968 - 1976 (on the Faculty since 1946), wasthe complete opposite: gentle,
soft-gpoken, strong in hisQuaker beliefsof non-violenceand of theimportance of
achieving consensus. Hisson John- my student and friend - wasamember of the
Golden Rulethat sailed into the Pacific nuclear test siteto protest such testing,
and subsequently served ajail sentencefor failingtoregister for thedraft. Wilbert's
admini strati on coincided with the extremes of the protest movement of the 60s,
whichwasvery muchinevidenceat Penn Charter.

A notel wroteto Wilbert Braxtonin June 1969 summearizesmy view of “ student
unrest” at thetime.

... | think that those among us who most like to refer to the past as The
Good Old Dayswill grant freely that even in those daysthe great majority of
students were motivated extrinsically, i.e., by grades and by praise and/or
urging of parentsor teachers. Fewweremotivated intrinsically, i.e., by interest
in the subject matter for itsown sake. Of the majority it could surely be said
that they did not challenge either course content or the fact of grading, but
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were perfectly satisfied to go along with the system. (How much they |earned
isanother story.)

For a variety of reasons, many more students now than in the past are
challenging or even rejecting extrinsic motivation asbeing insufficient. They
want to be convinced of the relevance of what they are studying: they want
intrinsic reasons. It will be a difficult task to satisfy these kinds of students.
Nevertheless, we must be prepared to face their questions, and we must not
expect to be able to satisfy them with an evasive ‘ You'll find out when you
grow up’ type of answer.

| believethat thedistinction betweenintrinsically and extrinscally motivated
studentsisaspresent today asit wasthen. Whether the spread of studentsbetween
thetwo polesof motivationisthe samenow it wasthen, | don’t darejudgefrom
my distant vantage pointinrural Maine...
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24,
| ChangeMy Marital Status

But back to Penn Charter in 1969.

Conditionswereoften noisy and hectic: fiery satementsintheweekly Upper
School Friends M etingsranging from oppositionto the Vietnam War to anger at
experiencing theft; aquestioning of the content and va ue of much of theacademic
work; opposition to the awarding of grades, over against pass/fail, and of year-
end prizesfor character. Therewere®underground”’ newspapersthat contained
bitter attacks on the School and its philosophy. Thisand much more proved as
severe atest as an administrator can expect. 1n 1969 a Penn Charter senior
published an articlein an inter-school newspaper, which he sarcastically entitled
OnthePossibility of Allowing Penn Charter to Exist, inwhich he summarized the
thinking of many membersof hisclass. He claimed that Penn Charter ignored
coeducation, that it failed to devel op non-compartmentalized education (such as
coursesin the humanities, ecology and multi-mediaworkshops), and that it spent
excessiveamount of timeon “keeping peopleinline, keeping their hair short and
their clothesproper.” At thetimesuch viewswererevolutionary.

I happen to have saved asix-page analysis by another student of that year,
John Makransky, who seesthetime asaperiod of transition fromwhat he calls
“ingruction-learning” to“ experience-learning.” Theformer isthetraditiond method
of ingtruction, which congstsessentialy of theteacher talking and theclasslistening;
thelatter islearning “ by experience;” i.e., viaprojects, small group tasks, etc.,
wheretheteacher actsmoreasaguideand lessasalecturer. He strikesat what
wasto methecoreof theproblem: whileidedly thetrangtionfrom*“traditiond” to
“experientia” learning can for practical reasonsbeonly agradua one, in effect
many studentswere demanding animmediate change, right then and there. He
arguesthat while the administration (Wilbert Braxton and others) werefully
sympathetic to amore experientia learning style, they did not think it could be
doneasrapidly asthestudentswouldlike. Hesympathized withtheadminigtration,
urging hisfellow studentsto giveup alittle of our pride.

Some 20 years|ater coeducation wasfirmly established, inter-disciplinary
and proj ect-oriented courseswere numerous, teachers*lectured” lessand hair
styleand dress had receded in importance. However, back in 1969 and in the
early 70s, suchideaswere controversial and emotionally charged, and Wilbert
Braxton did not have an easy time establishing a” Quaker consensus.” By 1976,
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when hehanded over theadministrativereinsto Earl Ball, thewatershad calmed,
and new ideasweregradually being phasedin.

Inthe midst of these hectic days, my protected life under thewings of Mrs.
Kuehnlewasdestined toend. It happenedinthisway: for many years| had been
vigtingmy sister Fran and her family inIthaca, New York - afour-hour drivefrom
Philadel phia- alwayswith much pleasure. InAugust of 19701 received anote
from our common friend CeliaSieverts, who, likeus, had left Germany inthe 30s
andwasnow livingin Ithaca, to drop by her housethenext timel wasvisitingmy
sister Fran. A woman friend of hers, afellow-Quaker named Natalie, would also
bethere. “Do bring didesof your latest trip!” sheurged. | did, andtherest, as
they say, ishistory.

)

it 4 = N i
Natalieand | flank CeliaSieverts

That samewinter, during Christmas
vacation, cametheacidtest: | knew of a
country housewithlotsof roomsfor rent
near Lake Bomoseenin Vermont. On
thiswintry spot, well off the beaten path,
there descended not only Natalieand I,
but also three of Natalie'sfour children:
Mike, Nancy and Nicholas, and agoodly
number of their friends, al 60steenagers,
aswell asanephew and niece of mine
andaformer sudentand hiswife. | didn't
think of it asatest at thetime, but Natdie
waswonderingif | wasuptothiskind of
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Nancy, Nicholas, Michael. (Therehasbeen achangein hair stylessincethen.)

acrowd, over whom | lacked theingtitutiona authority of ateacher. Well, it must
have been Hermes, god of gamesand tricks, whowasmy unseen guide: gamesof
al sortswere played, none of them needing equipment, with lotsof improvisation
and laughter. Theactionwaslively, but within bounds. Food appeared through
Natdie sdoing - tomeit seemed miraculoudly. Inshort, thingscouldn’t have been
better had they been planned (which they hadn’t , exceptinmy mind). Natalie, for
methekey person, approved enthusiastically. Even the oneand only untoward
event had apositiveeffect: Natalie'sson Peter missed theentireaffair becauseon
hisway tojoin the gang hewas picked up by the State Policefor hitch-hiking (age
19, hishair long, in keeping with thefashion), was searched, and incarcerated for
having acrumpled up, forgottenjoint in hisjacket pocket. My taking thisincident
ingride- so Natdietold mesubsequently - meant moreto her than any achievement
credentia | could have presented. Of al themany ski-trips| undertook before or
after, thiseasily turned out to bethe most memorable. 1t removed any doubtsthat
Nataieor | might have had about my joining her family.

We were married June 27, 1971, at the Hector Friends Meeting House in
Ithaca, in the manner of Friends, with family and friends/Friendsin witness
thereof.
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Natalie'sand my debt to Celiais, | fedl, best described by my sister Martha's
poetry, assheread it at aour wedding:

Thereare somewomen who can't rest
Until each man hasfound hisnest.
And settled downtomarriedlife
With mortgagesand billsand wife.

Of severa ladiesdo | know

Who looked and hunted high and low
And planned and summoned all their wits
Tofind aperfect Fraufor Fritz.

They al agreed shemust befair
Andfond of skiingandfreshair
Andinterested in current thought
Political - and how it’staught.

Such ladiesdo infact occur

and wereinvited everywhere
WhereFritz decided to alight -
Unlesshisschedulewastoo tight.
Henever said an outright no,

Andto each party hewould go -
Politeand pleasantly disposed -

But theretheincident was closed.

No letters, phonecallsworth adime-

Infact it wasawaste of time.
Hisfriendsgaveup - it wasno good,
And that was how the matter stood.

| don’t how and why and when

But thingshave changed alot sincethen,
And Ithaca, that seat of learning,

Filled Fritziewith particular yearning.

At weekend everyonecouldfedl

It had astonishing appedl.

Insnow andiceandrain hiscar

Would comefrom Philade phia.

Infact the car was pretty smart,

It knew theway quitewell by heart.
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For every turnand sign and tree
Proclaimed “ Thisway to Natalie!”
Therewasno rest area, no stop
And Cupid wasthetraffic cop.
Themoral of thismerry tale
Ishelpful sgtersoftenfail,

But CELIA SIEVERTS magicway
Made possiblethishappy day.

Natalie had been married before, to Oakie Kent, in 1946. In 1962 they and
their four children went to Tanzaniato lead aprogram of the American Friends
Service Committeethat placed college-agevolunteersfrom the USin community
development projects. Part way through thetwo-year assignment, Oakiediedin
an automobileaccident. Natalie and the children (then 7 to 14) returned to their
houseinIthaca. Shethengotan MA inTeaching at Cornell to add to her Smith
BA. By thetimewemet shewasteachinginan Ithacaelementary school.

After weweremarried | terminated my seventeen-year happy leasewith Mrs.
Kuehnle, and we bought a house in Conshohocken, in woodsy suburban
Philadelphia. Itstrademark wereitsred cedar walsand trangparent plastic celling;
it served children, grandchildren and countless guests. After we had left it for
Maine, Katie, our oldest granddaughter, at age eleven, remembered it thisway:

Goodbye, old home, I’ll miss you so much.
Goodbye, old house, with the last touch.
I’ll missyou. 1’1l missyou so much.

Nataliewas not going to be astay-at-homewife; she started working for her
PennsylvaniaTeacher Certification. One coursewason theteaching of science.
Onefateful night, asshewasleaving one of her classes, shewasconfronted by a
flattire. Her ingtructor, BernieWhitman, principa of the W.F. Miller Elementary
School in North Philadel phia, not only helped her change her tire, but offered her
ajob at his school teaching a class of 4th and 5th graders. She accepted and
found herself inaclassroom with 36 mostly Puerto Rican children, with only three
reading at gradelevel. Along cameacity-wideteachers strike, whichsheusedto
take studentsin groupsof fiveor six to explore Philadel phiafromthe Liberty Bell
totheZoo. Thisturned out to beso successful that with BernieWhitman'sapprovd,
sheleft cdlassroom teaching and started an urban environmenta neighborhood center
inthe school’ sbasement. Thissoon expanded into itsown three-story building,
right next-door and cameto bethe nonprofit Norris Square Neighborhood Project,
gl very much dive 35 yearslater. In1976 the PennsylvaniaHorticultura Society



120 LookingBack

awarded Natalieitsannua School Teacher Award, which givesan indication of
the nature of her work and her success. It reads:

Many a city teacher hasdreamed of ingtilling in her studentsan awareness
of the natural world. Few have been able to turn that dream into actuality.
Natalie Kent Kempner is one of those few.

Working with minimal funds at an eighty year old elementary school ina
part of Philadelphia’s Spanish speaking section, she has led her pupilsin
ever widening circles of discovery by cultivating their intuitive curiosity and
encouraging their boundless resourcefulness. Their museum in the school
basement has housed insects (dead and alive); leaves and seeds; tiny fish
and animalsand their bones; plants (miraculously alive); and awidevariety
of other artifacts.

Their gardens have produced some vegetables and a fine crop of weeds
with pretty flowers. Their collecting expeditions have visited trash cans,
markets, parks and the Poconos. They have exhibited in our Junior Flower
Show and they have planted their bulbs for the spring of ‘ 77.

Natalie Kent Kempner practices what Wbrdsworth preached: “ Come
forth into the light of things, let Nature be your teacher.” We salute her with
our 1976 School Teacher Award, the first presented by the Society. She has
set a high standard for future recipients.
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25.
Beyond the Classroom

| want to return to the 70’'s at Penn Charter and say something about the
featurethat isuniqueat Friends schools: theweekly FriendsMeeting. | mentioned
that Jack Gummere prided himsdlf for paying moreattentiontoit thanit had enjoyed
beforehistime. | am surehedid, but inthe50sFriendsMeeting till remained a
formal affair inwhich studentsspokerarely. Then camethe upheava sduringthe
60’ swhen things sometimes got so lively that often M eetings had to be ended
early. Inthemid 70'sM eetingshad again become quiet. With the coming of the
new (and current) headmaster Earl Ball in 1976, Meeting gradually became more
meaningful: theformat wasmeadelessrigid and topicswereintroduced for discussion,
something that in Quaker circlesisreferredto as*Worship Sharing.” Thepurpose
wasto bring the group together spiritually, without the use of ritua asitisusedin
the servicesof most established religions. When | retired from Penn Charter in
1986 | had thefeding that FriendsMeeting wasgaininginsgnificance. | giveEarl
Bdll and themany on the Faculty aswell asstudentswho worked on thismuch of
thecredit. Thegreat difficulty of courseisto devel op an accepting attitudeamong
the vast mgjority of students who have no Quaker connections and to whom
gttinginglencefor 40 minutes(lessfor young students) isatotaly nove experience.
Sincethe student populationisawayschanging, the challengeto make Meeting
meaningful isongoing.

| had started my teaching with Latin and Greek, thelatter oftenwithjust two
or threeboysbefore the school day had officiadly started. Despitethishandicap,
| found Greek especialy rewarding sinceonly thehighly motivated attemptedit. |
also taught German, which asamodern language provided anice contrast with
Latinand Greek.

I have mentioned my Penn Charter classes, but therewasmuch that kept me
busy outside of class. Inthe50's| wasthe Penn Charter representative on the
Germantown SchoolsCommunity Council . ThisCouncil conssted of sevenprivate
schoolsinthearea, aswell as Germantown High School. Itsaimwasto provide
waysinwhich studentsfrom the different school s could becomeinvolvedinthe
community of Germantown through speskersand discussion groupsand aboveadl
through service projectsin the many run-down sectionsof Germantown. While
thenumber of participantswasnever large, (not morethan thirty at any oneeven),
their spirit wasexcellent.
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Onepopular project was* Inter-School Visgiting.” Groupsof about Six students
from different schoolswould visit one member school for oneday. Thevisits
involved classes, assemblies, student council, administration, teachersand lunch.
Thevisiting group wrote up their observationsin detail, which then went back to
the host school. The purpose of the project wasto break down stereotypesthat
the schoolshad of each other, especially thosethat existed between Germantown
High School and theprivateschools. Inmy view thisproject washighly successtul,
inthat it improved inter-school understanding and cooperation.

With the percentage of Blacks from the South steadily increasing in
Germantown, racerelations became acrucia topic. At that time (in the 50s)
private schoolshad virtualy no Black students. Theeconomic dividebetweenthe
White middle classand most Blackswas huge. The Council became oneof the
few placeswherethetwo groups could meet and get to know each other.

| recall the project particularly well because of its coordinator Jean Evans.
She had thewonderful gift of being ableto gain the confidence and respect of
teenagers, and it waslargely through her that the program touched thelives of
many students. She, Natalieand | were closefriendsuntil shedied of cancer at
age65.

Thentherewascoaching, chiefly of soccer,
mostly at the younger levels. | enjoyed the
opportunity it provided of playing some soccer
mysdlf, if only for afew minutesnow and then,
to show alearner how to play his position.
Natalie'sson Nick, then fifteen, lovesto cite
thisstory: after an undefeated season, | invited
the squad of some twenty 8th gradersto our
housein Conshohocken for thecustomary cider
and donuts. What wasnot customary wasthat :
recent flooding had caused large sectionsof ~ The soccer coach is using a
our entire yard to be covered with about six dﬁf'n?tffdcg?tlgéc} :ﬁ;z?fr ate the
inchesof rocks. How to get rid of theserocks? P g
Nick and Nataliewatched from our balcony in utter disbelief asthe squad setin
motion shovelsand whed barrows, and withinahaf hour had diligently cleared the
areaof therocksthat didn’t belong. Andthisprior torefreshments! Nick, shaking
his head, just said, All thiswork for a couple of donuts! Of course | wasn't
acting asparent, but as coach, acoach of an undefeated team at that.

Theextra-curricular activity | ammost proud of wasthe Greek Society. My
uncle Fritz had asked me the simple question: why not read Greek playsin
trandation outside of class? | started in on thisin about my third year at Penn
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Charter, meeting monthly inmy small gpartment, with just threestudents. Numbers
soon mushroomed, until therewerefifteen, and we started meeting at students

homeswhere parents provided refreshments. The procedurewassimple: oneor
two volunteers selected aplay, explained the setting, assigned parts, and wewere
off. By occasionally leaping over choral passages, one evening waslong enough
to get through aplay. Theboysdiscovered Aristophanes, and playslikeLysstrata
and the Cloudsweremuch enjoyed, inthe spirit of theAncient Greeks. | liked it
that my rolewasrestricted to supplying information whilethe chief part of aplay -
thetext - waswholly inthe hands of the boys. | had thefun of introducing high
school studentsto good literatureand at the sametime benefiting myself by getting
to know many Greek playswell.
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26.
South of the Border

Somuchfor professond activities, it'stimetorecall vacation. | amamazedto
discover that inforty yearsof teaching, | had closeto eight years of vacations.
Which profession can match that?

Thesummer of 1946 | spent in Mexico City, the Coyoacan section, with the
Schuenemann-Hofer family, old family friendsfrom Germany. Thefaher had fought
inthe Spanish Civil War (1936-39) on therepublican side and thefamily ended up
inMexico City in 1939. | did attend coursesin Spanish at the university, but my
chief learning camethroughthefamily. Themother, ascul ptor, introduced metothe
mura sof Diego Rivera, who lived nearby with hison-again, off-again wife, Frida
Kahlo. | think it wasthrough thisdouble contact: themother asapracticing scul ptor,
and FridaKahlo asaninternationdly famous painter, that my eyeswere openedto
art, especialy towomeninthearts. Of courseit wasn't that | had never seen
women practicing art before: therewas my aunt BarbaraK empner, aprofessiona
violinistwith theAdolf Busch Chamber Orchestra; my mother’ ssstersEmmaWitt
and Enolevon Haimberger, and my sister MarthaCamfidd, dl painters; my sister
FranziskaMorrisapianist. But somehow | had not moved from these specific cases
towomenintheartsingeneral. That happened only gradualy. And at that timel
knew nothing yet of Fanny Mende ssohn, Felix’ssster, whotoday isconsidered by
many expertsher brother’sequa asmusician.

CUBA

Castro’'sCubaisoneof thosetopicsthat dicitsether black or whiteresponses:
somelook uponit asan evil totaitarian system, othersasacountry that despitea
45-year embargo hasingtituted laudable socia reforms. Natalieand | managed
two two-week visits. onewith agroup of teachersin 1980tolook at education,
and one as guests of Quaker communitiesaround Holguinin eastern Cubain
1983. (Whilethere have been changesin Cubasincethe80s, | believethat what
| andescribingistill valid today.)

Rather than attempt to analyze - brilliantly or otherwise - the history of the
Cuban Revolution (done expertly by our friend Professor AllenWellsat Bowdoin
College), I'll ingtead give afew vignettesthat characterize Cuban society for me.

- Public school dormitorieswith 30 double-decker bunksfor five-day boarders.
Most students came from out-of-the-way rural areas and were first in their
communitiesto goto school. They showed ustheir vegetable gardenswith great
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pride, explaining how they grow everythingthey eat. They asowerethoroughly
familiar with the Revol ution and itsheroes, including Ché Guevara.

- Clinicsand excellent medica carewereavailableat no cost, though because
of the USembargo therewasagreat shortage of medicinesand supplies. Hedlth
carewas superior to what we saw later in Central Americaand it wasfar more
access blethanininner citiesintheUnited States.

- Conversationswith college students on abeach, who felt they were getting
an excellent education. At the sametime, they wished for bluejeans, sneakers,
American mus ¢ and American consumer goods.

- Chatswith Cubanseverywhere: easy totak to; much music and dancing.

- Talk with aretired journalist and hiswifein hisapartment in Havana, who
expressed the hopethat political dissent would soon becomepossible.

- We attended several of the five Quaker Meetings (there are about 1,000
Quakersin Cuba). Meetingswere*” programmed” (asthey arein most Third-
World countriesaswell asin partsof the United States, unlike oursin Brunswick,
Maine, whichis*unprogrammed”) with hymnsand sermonsbased closaly onthe
New Testament. One meeting allowed afive-minute period of “ silent worship,”
whichwaslargely drowned out by piano hymn playing and noisefrom the street.
(Nowindow glass.) Therewere active Sunday Schoolsaswell asactivitiesfor
youth. Our discussionswith adultsavoided palitics, for while Quakershad official
sanction“topracticetheir rdigion,” they werenot to engagein any sort of “ politics.”

My conclusion: nothingjustifiestheUSembargo. Whileitistruethat Cuba
treatsdissidentsharshly, it isaso true that Cubahas acknowledged successesin
health care and education. But evenif Cubahad as despicableagovernment as
Washington saysit has, what justificationistherefor an embargo? That Cubais
communist? We trade extensively with Chinaand with Vietham. That itis
authoritarian? Soaremany of our aliesintheMiddle East: Egypt, Saudi Arabia
and Pakistan. That Cubaisathreat to us? Not since the demise of the USSR.
Furthermore, the effect of theembargo iscounter-productive: it unitesCubansin
Cuba against us. Surely the real reason behind the 45-year-old embargo is
presidentia politics. both partiesare afraid to | ose the support of Miami-Cubans,
andwithit Florida'selectoral votes.

Most of theworld seesno sensein our Cubapolicy. Thelast annua voteat
the UN (November 2005) condemned the USembargo 179-4, with only Isragl,
the Marshall 1slands and Palau voting with us. In addition many American
businesses are eager to reopen trade with Cuba, following thelead of Mexico,
Canada, Chinaand Venezuel a, among others. Of course our government would
haveto admit - at least toitself - that it has pursued awrong policy for 45 years.
| grant that thiswouldn’t be easy.
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CENTRALAMERICA

After our brief staysin Cuba, webecameinvolvedin Central America. The
murder of Archbishop Oscar Romero while saying massin San Salvador, capital
of El Salvador, in 1980, together with themurder of four Catholic nunsin December
of thesameyear alsoin San Salvador, alerted usto thefact that priestsand nuns
throughout Central and South A mericahad become engaged by the teachings of
Liberation Theology to seek socid justice. Priestsand nuns, labeled“Marxist” by
their country’smilitary, the landowners, the conservative wing of the Catholic
hierarchy and by the US Government, were persecuted or driveninto exile by
government-sponsored death squads. Itistruethat Liberation Theology used
Marxist anadysisinthat it looked upon the poor in Central and SouthAmericaasa
“class” “exploited” by richand powerful landowners. However, inour view men
likeArchbishop Romero did not seek aresolution viaclassstruggleand revol ution,
but through non-violent change grounded both inthe thinking inthe Old and New
Testament, aswell asin that of the Second Ecumenical Council of the Catholic
Church at the Vatican, known asVatican |1, 1962-65. It wasat that timel came
torealizehow many crucia versesinthe Bible urge mankind to show concernfor
the poor. Two samples:

Seek justice, correct oppression; defend the fatherless, plead for the poor.
(Isaiah1:17)

And theKing (i.e., Jesus) will answer them: ‘Truly, | say toyou, asyou did
it to one of the least of these my brethren, you did it to me.” (Matthew 25:40)

Infact, Jesushasfew nicethingsto say about therich.

Insubsequent yearsthe Council’ sformul ationswere supported by themgjority
of thebishopsof Central and SouthAmerica. Bishopslike Oscar Romero of San
Salvador and countlesspriestssaw it astheir duty to help the poor intheir search
for social and economicjustice.

Many of those fleeing death squadsin their country found “ sanctuary” in
churchesin the United Stateswhich welcomed them by following the principle
stated in Leviticus19:33:

The stranger who sojournswith you shall be to you as the native among
you, and you shall love him as your self.

Chestnut Hill FriendsM eeting (our Quaker Meeting in Philadel phia) became
part of what was called the Sanctuary Movement. Thelatter had adual role: to
provide sanctuary to refugees (primarily from El Salvador and Guatemala) who
werefleeing because of fear of persecution andto call attention to the policiesof
our Government that allowed this persecution to take place. AsClerk of Chestnut
Hill Friends Meeting Natalie played aleading rolewhenin 1985 the Meeting
declared Sanctuary, meaning that it was prepared to take on and shelter aCentral
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Americanrefugee. Our Government had labeled such actionillegad, and therehad
been somearrests. Chancesof being arrested were small because of the negative
publicity such action created. Butintheclimate of the Reagan years, whenthose
who thought aswedid tended to belabeled ‘ communist,” we couldn’t be sure.
Itwas" Paz,” al7-year-old student activist from San Salvador, who became
our refugee-in-sanctuary. She had been personally threatened by government-
sponsored death squadsfor participating in anti-government action. For ayear
shelived and slept at the M eeting House, with someonewith her at all times.
Then, for asecond year, shecameto livewith us. Natalietook her to dozens of
schooals, colleges, rotary clubs, churchesand synagogueswhere shetalked about
what washappeningin El Sdvador. Naot only did shetalk with thorough knowledge,
but also with sincerity and conviction. By the end most audienceswere on her
side. Thosewho disagreed, rarely spoke up, realizing that she knew much more
thanthey did. Weal so went to Washington to protest Pres dent Reagan’s support
of right-wing governmentsin Central America. Thephoto showsuswith*Paz.”
Severd yearslater, now under her real name of Ariel Pefia, shewasableto
returnto El Salvador without fear. There shemet and married Tom Gibb, aBBC
correspondent. Earlier on, when asked if shewasmarried, her proud reply had

Demonstration in Washington in
' 1987 on behalf of Central American
refugeesand in opposition toUSpolicy
of supporting military dictators. Natalie

L P1 and | are carrying the banner for
CHESTNVT | 1 Chestnut Hill Friends Meeting (in
FRIENDS MEE Philadelphia); on left is “ Paz,” our
refugeefrom El Salvador in sanctuary.
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alwaysbeen that shewasalready married - “to the Revolution!” But then shemet
“loveonthebarricades,” assheputit. Sheisnow back in El Salvador with Tom
andtheir son, Max.

Inthelate80sseverd membersof Paz' sfamily fled El Salvador and weretaken
into Sanctuary by other churchesand now livein Philadelphia. They havefound
work, but, likeso many Latin Americanrefugees, are uncertain about returning.

In 1984 we each spent several weeksat different timesin Nicaraguatolearn
about the Sandinistarevolutionfromtheinside. Nataliewent with acotton-picking
brigade, whilel, lessenergetic, joined aten-day trip through Nicaraguaof 180
activists, mostly from the United States, with Witness For Peace, an organization
opposed totheuseof armed intervention. Theclimax wasaday-long demondration
along the Nicaraguan border with Honduras, protesting the action of the Contras,
who wereanti-Sandini staNicaraguansoperating out of Honduraswith open support
from Washington. To back up: in 1979 the Sandinista Revolution, apopular
uprising, kicked out Nicaragua sbrutd dictator Anastas o Somoza, whomtheUS
had backed, and set up in hisplace apopular | ftist government that wasnot to
Washington'sliking. President Reagan attempted to bring down the Sandinistas
by supporting their opponents, the Contras, Nicaraguanswho had gathered across
the border in Honduras. Witness For Peace felt that the United States had no
businessundermining apopular revolutioninaforeign country, arevolution that
constituted nothreat tous. | found it an uplifting experienceto bestandinginline
with so many otherstaking astrong stand on anissuethat weall felt deeply.

Inthewinter of 1986, after | had retired from teaching, Natalieand | spent
threemonthsat aSpanish language school inAntigua, Guatemala sancient capita.
Classeswereone-on-one. Weimproved our Spanish and explored the spectacular
country-side with its smoking volcanoes and romantic lakes. | stayed on for
another month with Peace BrigadesInternationa (PBI) which had volunteersfrom
Western nations “accompany” (i.e., be with) Guatemalans whose liveswere
threatened by themilitary onthe groundsthat they were subversive. PBI assumed
- correctly, asit turned out - that death squadswould not do their dirty work if
therewere human rights activistsaround to observe.

Two years later | got to know aremarkable woman, Rigoberta Mench.
Bornin 1959, asaQuiché Mayan in rural Guatemala, shehad grownupina
family that had been active in organizing farmers (CUC = Committee for
Campesino Unity) and their fight against exploitative landowners. In 1980 her
father, mother and brother were murdered in separate actionsand she, fearing for
her safety, fled to Mexico. 1n 1982 shetold her story ontapesto aVenezuelan
anthropologist, who published theminabook entitled | Rigoberta. After early
praise, the book was challenged by some anthropol ogistsfor not being factually
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accurate. For instance, shedoesnot mention her excellent educationinaprivate
Catholic boarding school, schooling that of course was not availableto most of
theMayans. Shehasfully admitted to inaccuraciesin her account, arguing that
any inaccuracieswerejustified since her aim wasto present avalid picture of the
oppressionthat her people, the Mayans, had to undergo. Her criticsgrant that her
overal account of theplight of the Mayansand of government oppressionisindeed
valid. (Of herit canindeed be said that she* hasinvented thetruth.” )

In 1988 Rigobertadecided to return to Guatemalato seeif thewaterswere
safe. | felt honored to be one of agroup of five, sponsored by the American
Friends Service Committee, to accompany her. WewerethreefromtheUS, one
from Canadaand onefromMexico. Our job wasto make surethat one of uswas
awayswith her. Wearing Mayan dress, repletewith earrings, braceletsand jewelry,
her short, squat figure, her round, smiling face exuded enthus asmand loveof life.
Walking through marketsin Guatemala City proved exciting because countless
Mayansand occasionally ladinos(i.e., people of mixed ancestry) would recognize
her, embraceandtalk at great length. Most of these conversationswerein Quiché
or other Mayan languagesthat she had made apoint of studyingin her teensin
order to bring together asmany Mayansas possible. The Spanish shehad begun
at age 19inorder to be ableto facethosein chargewasbeautifully clear and easy
even for me to understand, whose comprehension of spoken Spanishisonly
mediocre. Since my duty wasno morethan to be an accompanying presence, my
jobwaseasy. Given her popularity and the presence of outsiderslikeus, wefelt
secure about her safety. However, after aweek her Guatemalan friendsurged her
to return to Mexico, which shedid. In 1992 she won the Nobel Peace Prize,
which read: In recognition of her work for social justice and ethnic and
cultural reconciliation based on respect for indigenous peoples.

Sincethen conditionsin Guatemaahaveimproved sufficiently to enableher to
returnfor good.

Our latest Hispanic venturewas of adifferent nature: inthefall of 2004 we
walked the 455 miles of the Santiago Pilgrimage Trail from Roncesvallesonthe
Spanish side of the Pyreneesto Santiago de Compostelain northwestern Spain.
My detailed account isin the appendix.

Isour Spanishnow fluent? Alas, far fromit! Natdie sstrengthisunderstanding,
mineisspeaking. What ismy standard? | call that person fluent who canjoina
conversation of four domino playersinavillagebar whenthey discusstheir game.
I’mafraidthat for methat would belikeligeningintotwo Lancashiremendiscussng
thelatest Manchester United - Everton match: | wouldn’t understand aword!
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27.
Vive La France!

While my Spanish blossomed, my French and Francewerenot forgotten. At
Marlborough | had taken French; | had parentsand sisterswho weregood at it;
so that when a 12-week summer vacation materialized, | decided to do something
aboutit. | spent the summer of 1947 at the University of Grenoblein abeautiful
part of southern Francetaking “ Coursesfor Foreigners.” Somewereindeed
excelent: | vividly remember Professor Thibeaudet’slecturesand drillsonthe
e-caduque, asinjen'saispasand ruedlaposte, proof of either my great interest
inphoneticsor hisgood teaching, or possibly both. | stayedinapension, together
with anumber of Western Europeans, all of usin our twenties. We had agreat
timetogether, loved the countryside, but, aas, thelanguage of communication
among uswasEnglish. | madeasecond attempt to perfect my French during four
monthsinthe spring of 1962 at the University of Lyons, having taken ayear off
fromteaching. Again, it wasperhapsmore pleasurablethanfunctionally effective.
Asl writethis, | fee my love of French resurfacing. Odd fragmentsof memory:
my Marlborough French teacher’s spelling rulefor the past participle (Makeit
agreewhen you can see!); my snobbishly looking down on Québec French; my
enjoying listening to - and understanding reasonably well - French radio news
direct from France; my occasiond glimpseat acopy of LeMonde. Evenalineof
poetry by Lamartineissurfacing:

Ainsi toujours poussés vers de nouveaux rivages...

(Looking for apoetictrandation, | typed the quoteinto Google and got an
identical version onfour different links! All areautomatically trandated from
the French and read: Thus always thorough worms of new shores. Well,
wdll... How wasthe poor computer to distinguish between versmeaning worms,
and vers meaning towards? And what about thorough? That’sbeyond me. |
thought, dear reader, you might want to know to what lengths| went to help those
who don’t master French (likemyself). My research suggeststhefollowing bare-
bonestrandation: Thusalwaysdrivento new shores...)

Butit'snouse: I'll never get that translator’sjob at the UN, which | have
aspired toin my dreamsever after sitting in thetranslator’s booth with Harry
Coulter, aformer Latin student, trandlating from French (and Russian) at the
speaker’sspeed...
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28.
The Glory that was Greece and the Grandeur that was Rome

My interest in modern languageswas awaysmatched by my interestinLatin
and Greek. Soitwasnaturd to attend el ght-week summer sessionsat theAmerican
Academy inRomeaswell asat theAmerican School of Classicd StudiesinAthens,
theformer in 1947, thelatter in 1951. Henry Rowell of John Hopkinswasthe
professor in charge of 20 teachers of Latin and Greek at both secondary and
collegeleve inRome, Professor George Mylonasof GeorgeWashington University
inS. Louisled anequally enthusiastic group inAthens. Dueto the obviousinterest
inthevariousstesaswell asthehighmotivation of al of us(after dl, thiswasgoing
to bethe underpinning of our future daily work) wereadily overcamethe often
exhausting Mediterranean summer heat. Two flashes of memory: on one
particularly hot day our Greek group wasvisiting the battle site of Thermopylae,
wherein 480 BC three hundred Spartansgave up their livesin avain attempt to
stop hordesof invading Persians. It happened to be my turnto givethereport on
thesite. Looking down over what isnow agrassy field, but at thetime of the
battlewasaseainlet, | recreated Herodotus unique account of theentire episode
withal theeocutionary skill at my command. It happened to beright after our
picniclunchby anolivegrove. Near itsend | interrupted my presentationto alow
adistant tractor’ snoiseto diedown. A classmember informed melater that my
sudden silence near the end had woken himup! | am now wondering how often
thissort of thing happened in my subsequent teaching without my ever finding out.

At another time, seated in the Theater of Dionysusat Delphi welistenedto
one of our group (shewas aprofessor at Mt. Holyoke) describe the action of
Aeschylus prize-winning play The Eumenides, performedin458 BC. Sherelated
how Agamemnon’sson Orestes, in order to avengethe murder of hisfather by his
mother Clytemnestra, had killed the | atter and was now appearing in court onthe
charge of matricide. After thedramatized debate, thetwelvejurorsweredivided
equally, six for acquittal, six against. The presiding judge was none other than
PalasAthena. Shecast thedeciding vote. Was Orestesguilty of matricide? (No
onewasdozing off thistime.) Then cameher concludingwords. “ If youwant to
learn what happened, read the play.” Those of us who did not know, or had
forgotten, made sureto find out as soon aspossible, and arelikely to remember it
therest of our lives. It wasmy introductionto thedevicethat | call “ incomplete
telling,” which I kept in my bag of tricksfromthenon. My favoriteuse of this
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device isto show aclass a copy of Robert Frost’s Stopping by Woods on a
Snowy Eveningwiththevery last lineand milesto go beforel deep omitted. I'd
ask studentsto supply thepoem’slast line. There’ d be many good answers, but
never Frost’sbrilliant repedt.

Sufficeit to say that the two summer sessionsin Romeand Athensserved as
asourceof information aswell asof inspirationfor al of my work intheClassics -
both in teaching and in my own reading - fromthen on.
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29.
Three Summer WorkcampsAbroad

Summer workcampswerethe natura follow-up of what | had begunasaPenn
Charter teacher inthe 50s. accompanying groups of about ten high school and
college age volunteerswho woul d spend aweekend working with afamily livingin
poverty, painting, wall-papering or cleaning part of their living quarters. These
“WeekendWorkcamps’ ininner-city Philade phiawereorganized by David Ritchie,
aQuaker activig dl hislong life. Contactswere carefully planned withthe people
involvedto bring about ameaningful relationship betweeninner city poor and upper-
middledassidedigticvolunteerslikemysdf. Theseweekendsmadeusparticipants
aware of the huge gap between rich and poor in this country and planted in us
concernfor economicjusticeand socid welfare. They mademeawareof thehuge
obstaclesthat inner-city familieshaveto overcomein order toraisechildren, get an
educationand makealiving. Inapractica way, David Ritchie swork anticipated
Michael Harrington’sTheother America (1962). It arguesthat ... theland of the
poor isinvisibleto middle class America ... a monstrous example of needless
suffering in the most advanced society intheworld. | remember reportingina
Penn Charter assembly d ong with two colleaguesabout our workcamp experiences
inan attempt of encouraging otherstovolunteer. Inthe50s, thiswasno easy task.

Stimulated by these weekend workcamps, | decided to participate in
summerlong workcampsthat the American Friends Service Committee had been
organizing for anumber of years. TheAFSC began asan organizationfounded on
Quaker principlesof non-violencein 1917 to provide conscientious objectors
with aconstructive dternativeto military service. It seeseach human being asof
infiniteworth and therefore opposeswar aswell asany form of economic and
racid injustice. Thishasledto projectsincommunitiesof racid and culturd diversty
where poverty and powerlessnessare evident.

My entry into work with the AFSC wasviaacommitteethat wasin charge of
planning e ght-week summer work camps, both inthiscountry and abroad. AFSC
staff and interested outsiderslike myself met monthly. Our specific task wasto
plan eight-week long college-age summer work campsin the US and abroad.
Campswould belocated in areas of socio-economic need, dwaysat theinvitation
of thelocal community. Over theyearsthisledto my participating inthreesuch
summer-long workcamps: in Bellingham, Washington, and as|eader in Port
Harcourt, Nigeriaand in Unterwei ssenbach, Austria.
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Thefirst onewason the Lummi Indian Reservation on Puget Soundin 1957,
WA, within sight of towering Mt. Baker, aconstant reminder of thenatural beauty
of our location. Thisbeauty contrasted sharply with thelife of poverty of the
Lummis. For al of us- two Indonesians, three Western Europeans, one Haitian,
therest fromthe United States- thiswasthefirst closelook at an Indian Reservation.
Our impression was not encouraging. Morale among the Lummis (about 600)
waslow due chiefly to thelack of jobs on the Reservation. Weweretold that
most of theyoung wereleaving the Reservationto find jobsin Seattle and other
metropolitan areas. Thechief opportunity for work onthe Reservationwassamon
fishing.

Our work project wasbuilding arectangular multi-purposehal. Thefoundations
had already been poured beforewearrived. Wedid wall building and carpentry
work, directed by an €l derly German-American carpenter, hired by the Lummis.
Fortunately Siegmund, one of our participants representing a West German
workcamp organization, had excellent building skillsand was ableto act asa
liai son between usand the hired man. (Siegmund and | aretill friends; recently,
whilevisiting, hehel ped our son Peter remodeling our househerein Maine.) Our
contribution proved sufficient to enablethetribetofinish the project within ayear.

Halfway through the summer, theleaders (acouple) had to leavefor health
reasonsand |, asthe oldest camper was asked to take over. | madeit clear that
all decisionsof our group would continueto be made by Quaker consensus, using
arotating steering committee, which meant no directivesfrom above nor taking of
votes. Whilemy memory ishazy - nodiary hassurvived - | know that we managed
todothework, feed ourselvesand get dong. Asafarewell gift thecampersgave
meahammer withtheinscription“ Useonly if lovefailsl”

My next summer workcamp, in 1962, wasin Port Harcourt, Nigeria, acity of
100,000, in just the third year of that country’sindependence. Locals speak
Englishand Ibo. The British past had not vanished: bookkeeping wasmadea
headache because of pounds, shillingsand pence; the British curriculum at the
local high school included aL atin classthat studied Vergil’s Aeneid (something
that even |, asaL atin teacher, find of dubiousvaluefor Nigerian teenagers); and
then there was Port Harcourt’s Assistant Welfare Officer Maureen Olphin.
Maureen, Caucasian and thoroughly British, was anything but the stereotypical
colonial officer who looked down upon Africansasinferior. Shehad beenin
charge of all external preparationswith thelocal authorities, which had been
extensive, to welcometwenty internationa workcampers mostly of collegeage.
Theproject, to becarried out with local help, wasto construct a“ Remand Home,”
that isto say abuilding to house prisonersduring their initial timeafter releasefrom
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jail. Asat theworkcamp on the Lummi Indian Reservation, an American Friends
Service Committee representative had done the planning in cooperation with
Maureen Olphin and her office. Seven participantscamefromthe United States,
smaller contingentsfrom Germany, France, Ghanaand Nigeria. Appointed by the
AFSC, | wastheleader, Quaker style, which meant that my job wasless*|eading”
than devel oping aconsensual processthat allowed the project to moveforward
despite conflicting viewson how to proceed. My diary recordsthese notesonthe
weekly “business meeting:” How many hours do we work each day? West
Africanswant shorter hours. Pamy (West Germany) suggestsleaving it uptoeach
individual. Rejected asimpractical. What isgoing to be cooked? How to prepare
beans, plantains, cassava? Keith (US): suggestsnot using afridgein order to be
abletoidentify with Nigerians. Rejected. What topicsfor evening discussions?
Admission to our compound: how to beregulated? Lively discussion of different
marital customs. John from Ghanain his presentation about GhanaToday calls
Westerners“imperiaists’ and “ neo-colonidists’. Eight liveroostersbroughtin
andkilled. Town peoplework with us. Hi-Lifedancing. Pamy demonstrates
twigt. Surprisingly, | record nocriticismof sexudly separate d egping arrangements.
| guessit wastill very early inthe 60s.

Differencesin cooking and eating practi ces gave us sometrying moments. |
recall Bimpi, 20, an Ibo woman, alwayswearing multi-colored tribal dresses,
deciding to prepare her ownmeal. That part of it wasfine; theonly troublewas
that she had | eft the oven and pots uncleaned when our appointed cookscameto
preparethe evening meal for everyoneelse. Tempersgot hot. Eventually, at a
“business meeting,” we made ourselves awarethat in group lifesuch asours,
individual wishes had to accommodate themsel vesto the needs of the group.
Since Westernerswerein themajority and set awestern cooking style, thiswas
harder for Africans, whose practi cesand tastes differed from ours. Wereached a
compromise: alternate disheswhere appropriate, provided there was careful
planning. My diary suggeststhat from then onwemadeit without further incident
andwith afuller awarenessof cultural and culinary differences.

Thecamptaught memuchintwoareas. group dynamicsand newly independent
Africa. But chiefly therewasthethrill of being part of amixed group that wasable
towork well together and be of useto othersat the sametime.

Thethird workcamp, in 1965, wasorganized jointly by AFSC and aEuropean
workcamp organization. It waslocated intherolling hillsnear the village of
Unterwei ssenbach, inapoor areaof rura Austria, northeast of Linz near the Czech
border. Our collegegroup of 21 worked for four weekson the construction of an
accessroad for farmersaswell aswithtwo familiesontheir farms. Elevenof us
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camefrom the United States and England, othersfrom Holland, Sweden, Italy,
Turkey, Czechosovakiaand the United Arab Republic, asthe Czech Republic
and Egypt were known back then. It proved ahealthy mix, although English
speakerstended to take over discussions. Anold truth wasreaffirmed: native
speakers, when excited, tend to find it difficult to dow down. But wedid manage
to haveat |east some good discussions, especidly after talksby the Czech and the
Egyptiansabout their respective countries, thelatter onthesubject: “What Nasser
hasdonefor Egypt.”

Rel ationship with local swas good, despitethelack of acommon language. |
waskept busy trand ating, reducing my pick-and-shovel timeconsiderably. | have
this memory: we received regular visits from Herr Windischhofer of the
Unterwei ssenbach mayor’sofficeto seehow weweredoing. Thevery firsttime
wemet, he greeted me exuberantly with “ Good-bye, Mr. Kempner!” Hesaid it
with such gusto and pleasurethat | couldn’t get myself to correct him- not then,
nor theresfter.

Whileofficially | wasin charge of the camp, we rotated |eadership weekly,
much aswe had done at the other two camps. However, unlikein Port Harcourt,
herewewere quartered six milesfrom the nearest village. Fortunately, aninn
within 100 yards, frequented by farmersand lumberjacks, served as center for
relaxation and entertainment intheform of singing, guitar-playing and much non-
verbal communication. Whiletheintellectual level of thediscussionsdid perhaps
not measure up to those at Port Harcourt, the overall spirit washigh, asshownin
severd moving letters:

FromAhmedin Cairo: Very surely | cannot forget what a very fine days
we had stayed together, very interesting days, very joyful and a very large
amount of merry.

From Janein Sewickley, Pennsylvania: | think the greatest beauty of the
camp was the relaxed natural atmosphere which pervaded it at all times,
and for that, you, as the leader, should feel nothing but pride. You forced
nothing upon any of us, maintained the exemplary and disciplinary role of
the leader, and allowed yourself to become member of the group when the
occasion demanded. It was an experience | shall never forget.”

And hereisWillibald Hoelzl, alocal farmer, for whom severa of usworked
fromtimetotime: I'll never forget saying good-byeto all of you. Tell all of
them that they all deserve much credit. In a few years we can live like
human beings. We'll never forget what you did, and we, inturn, will do good
wherewecan.” (My trandation).
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30.
An Iron Curtain has descended across the Continent

Inthesummersof 1963 and 1964 | led two high school age groupsontrips
behind the Iron Curtain. Between the end of World War |1 and thefall of the
Soviet Unionin 1989, Churchill’slron Curtain (aphrasehecoinedinaspeechin
Fulton, Missouri in 1946) had divided two very different styles of government,
“democracy” and“communism.” Thisdivision soon becameburiedin sereotypes.
our sidewasgood, theother sideevil. Further thought was deemed unnecessary.
Tomany of us, theideaof visiting the other side seemed important tofight this
sort of black/whitethinking. Theideaof suchtripsfor high schoolersoriginated
with my friend Dick Hiler, Philadel phiaQuaker and frequent visitor to East Bloc
countries. Intheclimate of thetimes, thiswasabold move. When| waslooking
for prospective participantsat Penn Charter, | waspromptly labeled “ communist”
by aparent... Now | wasreally determined to go!

Each trip, coed and interracial, | asted eight weeks; nine of uson thefirst,
eighteen on the second. We used VW vansfor transportation. Participantsdid
not know each other before. Thefirg trip started inAmsterdam, thenwent through
West Germany, East Germany (East Berlin, Leipzig, Dresden), the then
Czechodovakiaand Tito'sYugodavia. Thesecond followed the sameroutethrough
West and East Germany, and continued through Warsaw, viaMinsk and Smolensk
to Moscow, then south to Kiev and Odessaon the Black Sea, and back through
Hungary and Austria. We stayed in hostels, college dormitoriesor with private
families. In East Bloc countries all arrangements were made by the national
Communist Youth organi zations. ExceptinYugodavia wherewehad no guidesat
al, wewereunder thewingsof officid guides, following aset schedule.

| considered it my job to make sure that there was ample opportunity for
exposure and discussion of different and often conflicting pointsof view inas
constructive amanner aspossible. To preparethe ground wedid alot of role
playing, having different participantsact out the\West and East German points of
view.

Onewasthe question whether the United States should have any relations
withthe German Democratic Republic (East Germany). Oneextremewasofficia
recognition, the other wastottreat it asthe Russian Zone of Occupation. It'san
issuethat isgtill around e sewhere: Vietnam until recently, and Cubadtill unresolved.

Another areaof controversy | identified with personally wasthe complex
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case of Hans Globke (1898-1973). His predicament ismy Exhibit A for the
difficulty of maintaining on€ sintegrity inagovernment headed toward evil. He
had beenahigh-ranking lawyer intheMinistry of thelnterior intheWeimar Republic
and continued in that position when the Naziscameto power. 1n 1935 he helped
draft and write a commentary on aforementioned Nuremberg Race Laws.
Surprisingly, he was not amember of the Nazi Party. When Germany began
losing thewar, he had distant contactswith anti-Hitler conspirators. He might
have passed into oblivion had not Germany’sfirst post-war Chancellor, Konrad
Adenauer, made him hischief-of-staff. Heheld thispost from 1953t01963. The
East Germans, gloatingly, gave himalife sentencein absentiain 1963. Inhis
defense, Globkeawaysargued that in hisCommentariesonthe Nuremberg Laws
he had shown adegree of sensitivity toward Jewsthat someone el se might not
have shown. Severd timeshetendered hisresignation, but Adenauer, whose anti-
Nazi credentialswereimpeccable, did not accept it. (Adenauer may well have
kept him on to secure the support of former Nazis.)

Giventheviciousnessof Nazi race policy and hishaving had ahandinit, my
own fedlingisthat Globke should have stayed out of government servicein post-
war Germany. But | acknowledgethat that iseasy for meto say. | wish| had
asked my father and UncleFritz their opinions. | never did. (Thecurrent Iraqi
government facesthesamedilemmainitstrestment of former Bagth Party members:
Doesit usetheir expertiseor doesit consider them unempl oyable because of their
past? Atoughcall.)

In preparing ourselves, we did not overlook questionsthat the other side
might ask us, such asabout racerelationsand inner-city poverty. On both trips
we had Blacksfrom the North aswell asthe South, so that we could provide
answerstothefrequent question: “What isit liketobeBlack intheUnited States?’

Anyway, wewere prepared! | soon found out that each group was highly
motivated, quite knowledgeable, and not afraid to ask questions. Anillustration:
withthefirgt group wevisited Gymnasumcdassesin Braunschweig, West Germany,
inaschool withwhich I had developed an annual student exchange with Penn
Charter, and which wastherefore delighted to wel come usfor threedays. Oneof
our girlsopened aclassroom discussion period with thisquestion: “Wehavebeen
told that thereismuch cheating in German schools. Why isthisso?” To break the
ensuing slence, theteacher in charge, far from denying the underlying assumption
of the question, suggested the proximity of desksduring testsas possible cause.
Hisstatement was promptly challenged, and other causeswere suggested, such
asthe pressure of grades and theforce of tradition. Theicewasbroken; both
sideswereinvolved emotionally aswell asintellectually, and alively discussion
ensued onawholevariety of topics.
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Onthe subject of cheating in German schools: itisindeed widespread, if not
to say prevalent. | believethemajor reasonistheamoral way in which German
studentsregard their teachers. Somewhat smplified: in Germany theteacher is
considered animpersond part of the educationa machinery whom students|ook
at theway motoristslook at copswho check on speeding. Personal feelingsdon’t
enter in. By contrast, studentsand teachersin American school sare much more
gpt to enter into apersonal relationship with each other, where cheating just doesn’t
seemright. | remember providing answers during atest to aneighbor in my
German school, something | would never have considered asastudent at Milton.
Many German as well asAmerican exchange students have reported similar
experiences.

Our concerns centered around the East-West conflict, so prominent at the
time. Someof our bestinformantswereour officia guides. they werewith usfor
at least aweek at atime, were generally intelligent and well-informed and we had
lotsof opportunity to get to know them and their thinking. TherewasRoland, a
22-year-old student at East Berlin’sHumbol dt University, who loved hisjob with
us. Whilel’d certainly cal himaMarxi<t, heclearly did not feel comfortablewith
themany Stdinis redtrictionsin East Germany. Inwhat wasperhgpsarationdization,
he argued that just as germs can bring diseaseto ahealthy person, soin astate
harmful ideascaninfect thecitizens. If thistakestheform of censorship of news,
booksand western ideas, thisisindeed regrettable. However, such restriction
can belifted oncethecitizen-patientiswell enoughtoresist suchgerms. Thisisof
coursethesamelineof reasoningusedinall censorship, like school boardsinthe
United Statesforbidding the teaching of Mark Twain’s Huckleberry Finn or of
evolution. Tobesure, communism practiced inthe Soviet Unionandin East Bloc
countrieswas much moreextensiveinitsapplication of censorship, butinprinciple
| seean embarrassing resemblance. Censorshipisintended to protect theinnocent
mind. Inreturnfor thelossof freedom of the pressaswell asother civil rights, as
oneGDR functionary put it, conditionsfor ahealthy body and mind areguaranteed
by the socialist system: freeeducation, free medical care, vast opportunitiesin
sportsand inthearts, paid vacation, and, aboveadll, the assurance of employment.
Drew Gilpin Faust, oneof the participants, put it thisway in her evaluation: The
Marxist considersfreedomin Marxian terms. To him, freedommeansfreedom
from exploitation of one man by another, freedom from‘alienation’ between
man and the opposing economic unit. (Drew iscurrently Dean of the Radcliffe
Institute of Advanced Studies.) Roland would have approved of her succinct
summary.

Our relationship with Roland was good-natured with much mutual kidding;
weenjoyed each other thoroughly. Hepaid aprice: when| droppedinonhimin
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East Berlin shortly after the end of the trip, he informed me, with obvious
embarrassment, that he had been told that he would not be ableto lead any more
tripsof Western groups. He supposed that aParty member listening in to one of
our many discussions had reported him to headquartersasunsuitablefor thiskind
of work. Needlessto say, | commiserated with him profusely and perhapsalittle
disngenuoudy.

Inthe* 63 trip Roland, an East German, had to pay the penalty for what was
considered excessive closeness; inthetrip thefollowing year, it was| whowas
struck down. It happenedthisway: Peter, age21, theyounger of our two guides,
had taken us to a Dresden swimming pool. There Juergen, an East German,
befriended our Bill, asking him to mail aletter of hisin Warsaw, our next stop,
addressed to ajazz fan inthe United States. Bill agreed and took the letter. |
knew that such transmission of letterswas strictly prohibited. However, when |
saw our guide Peter |etting it happen, | took no action. Well, that samenight, the
other guide, Arndt, age 28, a doctrinaire Party member with high hopes for
promotion, told me brusquely that hiscolleague Peter had informed him about the
letter, that Peter had been wrong to allow it to happen, and now he, Arndt, was
askingfor theletter. “ Sincewewere breaking thelawsof the German Democrétic
Republic, wewould havetroubleleaving the country.” Bluff or no bluff, after
meeting asagroup, we decided to surrender theletter. (In subsequent lettersto
me Juergen gave no indication of having been hassed by the State.) Sofar, so
good. But when | tried to reenter the GDR at the end of the summer aswell as
several timesin later years | was not admitted, but told: “Sie sind bei uns
unerwuenscht! (You arenot welcomeamong us!)” After thefall of theWall in
1989, viathe German version of our Freedom of InformationAct, | wasableto
confirmthat theletter episode wasindeed thereason for my having been declared
personanongrata. | feltit wasironic that apersonwith my viewson the need
for engagement between West and East, who had been called acommunist by the
parentsof aPenn Charter student, should have beentreated in such away by the
East.

Another incident of misconduct on our part had ahappier outcome. Wewere
having atwo-hour stop-over in acollectivefarm near Kiev. Sonia, our Kiev
Intourist guide, young and attractive, took usonaguided walk. We had thusno
opportunity to get intouch with themany Ukrainianswatching us. Suddenly Sonia
interrupted herself, asking, “WhereisJohn?’ John, a Princeton sophomore, our
only college student and strong extrovert, was one of the three of uswho had
good Russian. Hehad evidently stayed behind, using hisRussianto ask questions
of membersof thecollective. Soniafaulted meangrily and at lengthfor not kegping
our group together. Inthemiddleof her lecturel saw John reappearing. | rushed
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up to him, and whispered: “Pay no attention to what | am going to say!” and
proceeded to give him adressing-down. Quickly realizing what was up, he
accepted my reprimand, appropriately dejected. Soniawas satisfied. The next
evening she and John were off on adate. Hisreport: she made no political
concessions.

Insharp contrast with the GDR, Poland, Czechod ovakiaand the Soviet Union
wefound Tito'sYugodaviaagreat ded lessredtrictive. Wehad no guides, possibly
inpart because of adevastating earthquakein Skopjeat that very time. By chance
wewere ableto participatefor oneday inaninternational workcamp buildinga
road near Belgrade. Western Europeans, Americans, Serbs, Croatsand Bosnians,
200inal, worked together in aremarkabl e show of unity and common purpose.
Differencesin ethnic, national and religious backgrounds became unimportant:
the absence of acommon language (except for broken English) and the presence
of a physical work project - road building - acting as unifiers. Subsequent
conversationswith Yugodavsof avariety of backgroundsmade usaware of degp-
seated differencesamong them. But such wasthe strength of Titoism that we
heard no Tiresas predicting agrim future. Marshal Titodidn't dieuntil 1980, at
age 88.

Our next stopwasaYouth Hostel in Sargjevo intoday’ s Bosnia-Herzogovina.
This allowed me to locate the plaque that marks the spot where Archduke
Ferdinand of Austriawas nated by Serbian nationalistsin June 1914, the
gpark that ignited World War |. Sargjevo had still been part of the education of
my generation. For me, seeing the very spot wherethe murder took placewasa
moving experience. | stayed behind for awhile; it wasclear that the place had
little or no meaning to anyoneelseamong us.

Thelast leg (of the* 63 trip) took usalong theAdriatic coast, today’s Croatia
and Slovenia. Steep hillsontheright, theglistening Adriatic ontheleft, glorious
sunshineoverhead ... it wasaspectacular climax. However, | wasmade aware
of aterribleoversght onmy part: asTriesteappearedinthedistance, Shirley, high
school sophomorefrom Syracuse, New York, youngest member of our group,
threw thisrequest at meas| wasdriving our VW Microbus, in emotiona turmoil
at all the natural beauty: “Fritz, tell us something about Italy!” | had indeed
neglected thisvenerable country in our preparation. So by thetimewereached
the Trieste Youth Hostel, | had traversed the history of Italy from Romulusto
Mussolini.

Whilecommunismin Europeisathing of thepast, formsof it liveonin China,
Vietnam, North Koreaand Cuba. Once again, therearetwo opposing viewson
how to approach these countries: engagement vs. blockade. (1 would liketothink
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that military actionisnot being considered an option.) For meit’sengagement,
contactsand recognition.

| feel that thesetwo tripswerethe most successful projectswith theyoung |
have ever enteredinto. | supposetoday it would bein character to beorganizing
suchatripto Teheran...
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31.
Teachingin Germany

After thekaleldoscopic description of two tripsbehind thelron Curtain | want
to narrow thefocus somewhat by taking you to oneschool in Germany and onein
England, ineach of which | taught for ayear.

L ooking back at my teaching career, | just discovered a pattern that | had
never been aware of: the recurrence of the sequence 15+5! To wit: | began
teaching in 1946; 15 yearslater, in 1961, | took ayear off; fiveyearslater, in
1966, | taught for ayear in Germany; 15 yearslater, in 1981, | taught for ayear in
England; fiveyearslater,in 1986, | retired for good. Wasmy life being controlled
by some mathematical force, wholly outside of me? It was ThomasMannwho
saw hisliferegularizedinasmilar way. | am gladto bein such company.

Thefactsarethese: | exchanged jobswith Rudolf Hillebrecht, teacher of
English at the Martino-Katharineum Gymnasium in Braunschweig, West
Germany, in 1966/67. (Braunschweig soccer fansremember 1967 well: it was
thefirst - and so far the only - timethat Eintracht Braunschweig was national
champion.) There had been an annud exchangeof individua studentsinitiated via
the American Friends Service Committee, beginningin 1963. | had handled the
Penn Charter end. It continued until 1988, when, regrettably, it died anatural
death because of the decline and eventual demise of Penn Charter’s German
program.

My year in Braunschweigwasfunfor twovery different reasons. first, measured
by German practice, my bearing both in and out of the classroom wasmuch less
formal and it was easy for meto establish good rapport with my classes. Then,
sincel did not have Germanteaching credentids, | wasnot given classesat pivota
spotsinthecurriculum: it wasfeared that apotential low grade might exposethe
school to alawsuit brought by anirate parent charging that | wasn't qualified.
Thus| ended up teaching only 60 studentsin 12 classesaweek, al inthe subject
of English. The material wasrigidly set - | couldn’t pick and choose. | was
pleasantly surprised when the one student | failed bore me no grudge, but agreed
that he had indeed deserved it. Therewasno lawsuit.

A word about the atmosphere at the Martino-Katharineum. 1n appearance
it could have been my Berlin Gymnasiuminthe1930's: barewallswith bland
paint - seen one classroom, seen’emal! By contrast: thefaculty, both then and
now, was highly competent, with excellent academic background in not one, but
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two subjects, including extensive practiceteaching. Theschool prideditsdlf onits
antiquity (foundedin 1415) and exuded thefeeling that therewasno real needto
take advantage of technology devel oped sincethat time. (With the advent of
computers, | ansurethat islesstruetoday.) Asinmost German schools, there
wasvery little contact between faculty and students outside of the classroom.

American exchange studentsa most aways comment negatively onthemore
forma student-teacher relationshipsin German schools. Exchange studentsfrom
Germany, inturn, likethemore* student-friendly” atmospherethey find over here.

My firsthand information isof course dated; however, my regular contacts
with both teachersand studentsin Germany suggest that there hasbeen no major
change. Asfor my relationship with thefaculty at the Martino-Katharineum, |
could not have asked for greater friendlinessand support.

Two specia eventsstand out: thefirst wasaweekend conference organized
by the school onracerelationsinthe United States. | wasasked if I'd liketo
providethe background for the situation to date. Though awed by such atask, |
felt 1 couldn’t say no. Of coursel had been following the events of 1963-65:
Martin Luther King's| have adream speechin ‘63; the Civil Rightsand VVoting
Rightslegidation of ‘64 and the career and assassination of Malcolm X in*65.
Like so many of usinvolved in the Civil Rightsmovements, | had read Ralph
Ellison’sInvisible Man and the Autobiography of Malcolm X. Intheracially
integrated area of West Mount Airy (wherel had lived since 1953) | had been
activein neighborhood associationswho had madeit their aimto stop “White
flight” to the suburbs. Weekend workcampsand my work with the Germantown
Schools Community Council rounded out my knowledge. Inaddition, | hadlearned
much through the responsesthat our Black participants had given to the many
guestionsof Eastern Europeanson thissubject inthetwo Iron Curtaintripsin‘ 63
and‘64. Still, it'sonethingto havelived through tempestuoustimes; it'ssomething
el seto attempt to describethem.

Then came a lucky break: in the Amerika Haus in nearby Hannover |
discovered Gunnar Myrdal’sbook American Dilemma. Writtenin 1944, Myrdal
saw adilemmainthe contrast between thelofty ideal s of American democracy on
the one hand, and poor performance on the other. The background he provided
gave me exactly what | needed: a structure that supported my unstructured
knowledge. Therewereseveral speakersand lotsof discussion; the conference
went well. For me, it wasanother instance of docendo discitur: by having to
explain, | learned.

Theother experiencewas of adifferent nature. A German colleagueat the
school who had been asubmarine commander inthe German Navy during World
War 11 invited metojoin himinareunion of 15 former U-Boot commandersin
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Admiral Doenitzand World War || U-Boat commander sreuningin Braunschweigin
1967.

Braunschweig to honor adistinguished guest: Admira Karl Doenitz (1890-1980),
who had commanded the German U-Boot fleet prior to becoming SupremeNaval
Commander in 1943. It washe whom Hitler had appointed to |lead Germany
after hissuicide, andit was Doenitz who s gned Germany’ sunconditional surrender
onMay 7,1945. Atthe Nuremberg War Crime Trialsof 1946 Doenitz wasgiven
aten-year sentencefor hispart in conducting unlimited submarinewarfare, sothat
by thistime hewasonceagain aprivatecitizen.

The gathering took place in aformal clubroom. Everyone was dressed
immaculately insuit andtie. TheAdmiral, then 77, at thehead of along table, the
only oneintheroomwearingahat. Helooked small, emaciated andfrail. All talk
was addressed to him, alwayswith the preface Herr Admiral! Thetonewasone
of awe and admiration, bordering on subservience. Tak centered on pleasantries
and anecdotes, navd style. | remember thisonefromhim: “Mombasa- that was
really something! Air temperature42 degrees, water temperature 42 degrees, for
atotal of 84... that was some heat!” Appreciative laughter everywhere. Of
course no mention of thewar or of theNazis. German hasalovely expression:
* Schwamm drueber!” (“Eraseitall!”) Needlessto say, my input was zero. |
should add that | attach no profound symbolic significanceto thisepisode; | just
found it uniqueand memorable.
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32.
Teachingin England

My second year of teaching abroad (1981/82) wasin England. SinceNatalie
and | were ableto share experiences, my enjoyment of the year was doubled.

It happened with aminimum of red tape: Colin Fraser, teacher of Classicsat
the Canon Slade Comprehensive School in Bolton, Lancashire, had writtentoa
number of private schoolsin the States, Penn Charter among them, asking if an
exchangewaspossible. That'sall ittook. We exchanged houses, carsand pets
and Colinand | taught at each other’sschool.

Coalin camewith hiswife Mariaand threeyoung children, Vicky, Danny and
Adam, to Conshohocken PA, while Natalie and | moved into the Fraser two-
dory “egtae’ houseinAgley Bridge, onemilefromtheschool. Likeadevel opment
inthe States, it cong sted of identical small two-family brick houseswithwell-kept
lawns. Unlikein Braunschweig, where after ahard school day | returned to my
lonesomerented room and a liverwurst sandwich, herein Bolton | had Nataieto
comehometo and wecould bring ourselvesup to dateon“Lifein Bolton.” There
was no shortage of human interest stories. We shared inthe genera excitement
when our neighbor’s 18-year-old son (really only 17), went off to securethe
FaklandsfromArgentina. The mood upon hisreturn, not many weeks|ater, was
decidedly lesscheery, ashewasexpecting to betreated likethe gloriousreturning
heroto bewaited upon by hismother. Alas, hismother had her owntroubles: her
husband had | eft her, not without first chopping down their lonetreein front of
their houseasarevengefor ... what? Natalie served abrief stint astherapist for
theabandoned wife.

Then there was the near-blind woman acrossthe street, who experienced a
“chipsfire,” theresult of oil meant for frying chips spilling onto ahot stove, anot
uncommon occurrence. Our circle of acquaintancesincluded the green-grocer,
the butcher, the postmistress, the seamstress, with all of whom Nataie established
closerapport. She caught much of our local lifeinaweekly column shewrotefor
the Bolton Evening News, including accounts of the cel ebrations surrounding the
birth of Williamto Princess Diana. From timeto timewe' d stop by The Last
Drop, thelocal pub, where | was delighted to find the supposedly stand-offish
Englishwilling to engagein conversationwithtotd strangers.

Canon Slade differsfrom most Comprehensive Schoolsin that 15% of its
budget comesfrom the Church of England, and soisattended largely by children
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of Church of England families. Thismeant therewere almost no studentsfrom
minority groups, such as Pakistani, of whom therewere many inthe Bolton area.
Theresult was amore homogeneous student body than in most Comprehensive
Schools. Disciplinewasfairly strict, moreso than at Penn Charter, and morelike
the Gymnasiumin Braunschweig. The separate schoolsof thethree-tier German
set-up appeared here within one and the same school: those not inclined
academically leavefor Vocational School after their O-Level exams, taken at the
end of grade 10. Thosegtaying on specidizein 3 or 4 subjects, inamanner smilar
to pre-Abitur classesin German Gymnasiums, and after usually two yearstake
their A-Levels, whicharevirtua university entranceexams.

Asateacher at Canon Slade, | wasused to thefullest: | had 230 different
students per week in 20-25 classes. Unlikethat of the States, the English system
of education requiresastudent to take many subjects, some meeting just oncea
week. Classsizevariedfrom61t032. | wasinvolvedinteaching German, Latin,
Greek and a subject called Classical Studies. The latter consisted of Greek
mythology and Roman archaeology in grades’5 and 6 to all studentsand Greek
dramain Englishfor 12th grade college-bound students. For meit wasapleasant
changeto teach the material of the Classicswithout having to worry about the
vagariesof the Greek and Latinlanguages. Inaway it'swhat | have donewith our
grandchildrenwhen thingsto dowith Classicshave comeup.

Classeswere coed, afirst for me, and, with the exception of occasional post-
retirement substituting at Germantown Friends School in Philadel phiaand at
Concord Academy in Concord, Massachusetts, my only such experience. | liked
italot. The presenceof both malesand femalesin discussing worksof literature
seemstometo beanatural. A discussion of Aeneas abandonment of Dido and
her subsequent suicide takes on anew dimens on with both sexes present.

Thegreater emotiona maturity of girlsinther teenswhen comparedto boysis
another plus. | saw that girlsat ages 12 to 14 tend to do exactly what they are
told - no more, noless. They can be excellent memorizers, something that in
languagelearningisso crucial. Thiscanbeoverdone, asit wasinaBeginning
German class (the School offered French, German, Spanish, Russian, Latinand
Ancient Greek), inwhichthetop threestudents, all A's, al girls, werememorizing
German sentencesat the expense of meaning. | oncecalled themthe*Mechanica
Girls” adesignationthey defiantly gppropriated for themsel vesin an end-of-school
year farewel| card.

Anespecidly nicefeatureof my year at Canon Sadewastheclosereationship
with thefive colleagueswho taught L atin and Greek. | happen to have kept the
minutesof aClass csdepartment meeting at which | had described the 7th grade
Introductory Courseto Foreign Language Study that wewereusing at that time at
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Penn Charter. Theminutesreport mesayingthat ... it washoped that the course,
which would delay the start to a foreign language, would make the approach
to it more considered, and would lead to greater sophistication in English ...
The advantages of the course, as Mr. Kempner stated with that absolute and
tranquil fairness of mind we have cometo expect fromhim, are hard to measure.
Teachers could hope that the weaker pupils would progress more quickly in
their foreign language after their delayed start than they otherwisewould have
done. At any rateit waswelcomed by the weaker pupilsasrescuing themfrom
a position of failure, and allowing themto compete with their equals.”

[ likethisminute.

We attended aQuaker meeting in Bolton, unprogrammed, and thussimilar to
what wewereusedto. Early inthefall it wasannounced that next “First Day”
(i.e., Sunday) weweregoingto“ assault” PendleHill (in Derbyshire), followingin
the steps of George Fox, founding Quaker, who described it in hisJournal of
1652 inthisway:

As we traveled we came near a very great hill, called Pendle Hill, and |
was moved by the Lord to go up to the top of it; which | did with difficulty, it
was so very steep and high. When | was come to the top, | saw the sea
bordering on Lancashire, and there, on the top, | was moved to sound the
day of the Lord, and the Lord let me seein what places He had a great people
to be gathered.

Wedid dothe* assault” in about 45 minutes, but from thetop wereunableto see
the sea bordering on Lancashire. However, we were assured that it was only
cloudy conditionsthat blocked our vision. Having often been to the PendleHill
Quaker study center outsideof Philadel phia, it wasareve ationto seethered thing.

Vacationsallowed tripsfurther afield. WeexploredtheLakeDistrict andthe
Yorkshire Downs (wheremy sister Marthajoined us), aswell as Edinburgh and
precipitous Stack Polly inthe Scottish Highlands, with loose date dopesproving
alittlesteepfor comfort. Inthe oppostedirectionweimagined theadventures of
TessandAngd inThomasHardy country in Dorsetshireand the French Lieutenant’s
Woman at Saint Regis. Of courseweaso didn’t missmighty Manchester United
playingfootbal a home.

Oneof thebest thingsthat happened in our year in England wasthebeginning
of afriendshipwith Colinand MariaFraser. A few yearsafter our exchange, with
Ancient Greek (his specialty) becoming rarer and rarer in state schools, Colin
changed to aPublic School, which - of al places- turned out to be Marlborough
College. Therehebecamenot only Head of Classics, but also housemaster of my
old dormitory, Preshute. Sincethenwe havevisited the Frasersseveral times.
Thishas given methe chanceto relive my school daysof 1936-39, ahaunting



152 Looking Back

experience, reminding meof themany classmateswho did not survivethewar. To
be sure, Hitler was gone, but at what cost! Colin’s wife Maria, nurse and
epidemiologig, takescareof us, treating usto are-creetion of her ethnic background
intheform of Ukrainian delicacies.

INn 1999 Natalie and I, together with granddaughters K atie and Libby, were
guests at daughter Vicky Fraser’swedding, in the nearby small 14th century
Romanesque church (which | had passed daily on my way to class), followed by
dinner and dance under tentson thelawn surrounding Preshute House.

Two yearslater | celebrated my 80th birthday herein Mainein July, when as
atotd surprisetome, Colinand Mariaarrived tojoin somefifty extended family.
Colin had written askit on my lifeintheform of aHarry Potter parody, spiced
with referencesto my lifegathered in secret frommy siblingsand friendsby way of
Nataie. Our garden served asperfect setting withApolloal smiles. Max wasme
asHarry Potter, Colinwas Headmaster Albus Dumbledore, and Nataliewasthe
house-élf, Dobby. MariaFraser had conjured up costumes out of nothinginno
time. Theresult wasan extraordinarily clever and witty work. Here'sasample:

A linguist who withfacility could wrap histongue

Round sauerkraut and fettucini with high zest

But pronounced firmly that Fritzola* wasthebest.

Andwere German prisonersthefirst to facethe questioning art
That drew the pompousinto thoughtful depths?

(For Fritzlike Socrateswas never oneto hurt

But equaly might engineer

Aloving spouse’ shelp by asking

“Say, Natdie, could you teach mehow toironthisshirt?’)

In thisunexpected manner our English exchangeyear ispaying uslifelong
dividends.

* “Fritzold” waswhat the grandchildren called my version of Granola, sinceit
wasn't“ Gran” who had madeit.
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Afterthoughts

| havereached theend of my story - but havel? Ismy account redlly complete?
Beforewriting thefirst page, | read William Zinsser’s|nventing the Truth, subtitled
TheArt and Craft of Memoir. Havel invented thetruth? Indeed | have! What
did I include? What did | mentionin passing? What did | leave out altogether? |
know and I don’t know. Some omissions have been conscious; after all, your
timeislimited. But again and again | have had to trust my memory, and memory
oftentakesonalifeof itsown. You just havetotrust methat | havecomeasclose
to“thetruth” aspossible.

But beforel lay down my pen (what alovely metaphor of long ago), | fed the
urgeto take advantage of apracticethat we have developed here at Brunswick
FriendsMeeting: what we call “ afterthoughts.” It workslikethis. theformal
unprogrammed worship comesto aclose after one hour; there may have been
slence, theremay have been some speaking. Either way, anyonewho didn’t fed
sufficiently moved by the spirit to speak out, canfeel freeto do so now, asif it
werean afterthought. Thismay thenleadto aninterchangeof views. Andwhile
| regret that | aminno positionto hear your comments, friendly or otherwise, |
think | will usethetoneof informality inherent inthispracticeto add afew bitsthat
donot fit readily into my preceding account. Whileoccasondly an afterthoughtis
of nointerest to anyone other than the speaker, | trust that thiswill not beentirely
truehere.

Doesathree-monthtripthrough Asaqualify asan afterthought? No, because
it covered many placesinashort timemany yearsago (1967), and my recollection
ishazy. However, what isnot hazy isthe memory of my friend L ou Connick, who,
asamember of theAsiaFoundation, had arranged many excellent contactsfor
me. Hewasmy age, of awell-to-do Irish-Catholic family in New York City, a
graduate of Hotchkissand Yale, aMarine Corpslieutenant in thelanding in lwo
Jma, who then viawork at Yale Admissionsbecameacolleague at Penn Charter
teaching Englishfor four yearsuntil 1960. At that point hefelt the need to seethe
Third World. He spent the rest of his life with the Asia Foundation, doing
humanitarian work in community development and education at thevillageleve.
Hisfocus was Southeast Asia, especially Laos, where he adopted two boys,
membersof the Hmong tribe. Onmy trip | spent two weekswith himin Laos,
wherel was ableto observe him working in close association with Laotions. |
have never seen anyonerelating to peopleof atotaly different background aswell
asLoudidat that time. Hehad gained theLaotions confidence, respect andlove.
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We shared political views, especially in our oppositionto the Vietnam War.
Heknew George Plimpton onthe L eft aswell asWilliam Buckley ontheRight. |
admired himfor hisdramatic and musical skills; heacted, directed and sang (in
Philadel phia's Orpheus Club), awayswith infectiousenthusiasm. Surprisingly,
foreignlanguageswere not hisstrength; when no trand ator was present, hewould
communi catethrough gesturesand persondity.

Heleft hisCatholicism behindin college, and got moreand moreinto Buddhism.
| fill havethetext of atalk he gaveduring oneof hisbrief visitsback tothe States
at the First Congregational Church in Old Lyme, Connecticut, in 1988. He
describeshisided inthisway:

What | have learned in my life can be summed up in the Buddhist view of
the unity of all life. The Buddhists teach that this truth can only be realized
when fal se notions of a separate self - whose destiny can be considered apart
from the whole - are forever annihilated. When the individual seeker has
finally acquired this supreme sense of the oneness of all life, he has, indeed,
reached the bliss of Nirvana. That is a state, it seems to me, that is worth
striving for.

Whilel find the concept of “the onenessof life’ difficult, | dofind it appeding
sinceit standsin such sharp contrast to parochialism, self-centeredness and self-
righteousness. Tomeitisthusanideal that though it seemsunattainable, isworth
srivingfor. | canthank Loufor wideningmy view. Alas, hedied in 2005.

Since 1990 Natdieand | havelivedin Woolwich, Maine. Wedid not anticipate
thewedlth of intellectual and artistic farein which we havebeen ableto partake. |
daresay that inmy casemy love of literaturewas nurtured by my getting intothe
habit referred to earlier of reciting poems. Over thelast tenyearsit hastakenthe
form of participating in reading groups sponsored by the Maine Council of the
Humanitiesunder theleadership of Steve Cerf, jovia professor of Germanandthe
Humanitiesat Bowdoin College. Steveisverbdly sonimbleandissomuchintouch
with hisaudiencethat he can wish asudden sneezer Gesundheit in mid-sentence
and never missabeat! Heisasuperb discussion leader, ableto encourageeventhe
shy toexpressthemsda veswhileat thesametimemagically restraining thetal ketive.
A participant’scomment that isnot exactly profound will at least dlicit theresponse:
“Very interesting!” Herearesomeof our readingsthat | havefound memorable.

Radetsky March (1932), by Joseph Roth, isahistorical novel that portrays
the decline of the Austro-Hungarian Empire asreflected inthree generationsof a
family of officers. | supposel felt attracted to the story sincel had knownthe
Radetzky March by Johann Straussfrom childhood on. | loved marches, even
though my upbringing wasnot exactly Prussan.

InTheJoke(1967), Milan Kunderadea swith the complexitiesof survivingin
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atotalitarian state. The protagonist haswritten ajoke on apostcardtowin his
lady-friend, an act that has disastrousresults. Hisfateand that of hisfriendstell
thestory of trying to survive, not only in Czech society inthe 1950sand 60s, but
inatotalitarian milieuanywhere.

Perhapsnot surprisingly, many novelsl found memorableded withthetrangtion
fromonecultureto another. Thecontrast of lifeof Jawsincommunist Poland with
lifeintheWest istold in the autobiographical novel Lost in Trandation (1989) by
EvaHoffman, who left Poland at age 13 in 1959 first for Canadaand then the
United States, where shewon prestigiousliterary awards. Herethedifferencein
language standsliterally aswell asmetaphorically first for lifein Poland and then
for lifeintheWest.

The stories of emigrants and their livesin their adopted country are told
memorably intheform of short storiesof emigrantsfrom Indiaand Pakistantothe
United Statesin Jnampal ahiri’sInterpreter of Maadies (1999), and of emigrants
from Germany inthe 1940s and 50sin the German writer W. G. Sebald’s, The
Emigrants (1992). The former are shown coming face to face with cultural
differences; thelatter haveto cometotermswith their pastin Nazi Germany.

Another displacement ismadethe subject of Ann Fadiman’sThe Spirit Catches
You and You Fall Down (1997). Itisafactual account of the conflict facing
Hmong refugeesfrom Laosin Cdiforniabetweentheir traditiona beliefsintreating
epilepsy and thevery different practicesof Western medicine. Everyone on both
sides of the cultural divide comes across as sincere, but there islittle if any
understanding of the approach of the other side. No common languageisonly
oneobstacle; itiseach side' sview of the human psychethat isincompatible.

Asan exampleof literature dealing with utopia, weread Shakespeare’ s The
Tempest, with those wonderful words by young Miranda, uttered when she
miraculoudy seesher first humans (other than her father Prospero):

How many godly creatures are there here!
How bounteous mankind is! O brave new world
That has such peoplein it!

| have always been attracted by booksabout teachersand teaching. Hereare
threeof my favoritesfromdifferent periodsand different countries: ThomasMann's
Buddenbrooks, alengthy novel of family decay of 1901, Margaret Edson’sshort
play Wit, of 1997, and Kingdey Amis. Lucky Jm, (1953). Inthefirg, theartitic,
shy Hanno, last of the Buddenbrooks, haslittlein commonwith al but oneof his
crude, cheating classmates, who care nothing about learning. Ironicdly itisHanno
whoispunishedwhally unfairly, not by oneof thebrilliantly portrayed authoritarian
teachers, but by ayoung, weak teacher-in-training. | know of no better description
of classroom dynamics.
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Margaret Edson’s protagonist is a woman professor of poetry whose
domineering way of teaching John Donnewe seein aflashback. Sheknowsmore
about literature than she does about people, afact that shelearnspainfully while
hospitaized with termina cancer.

What turned out to be one of the funniest books| have ever read isLucky
Jm, by Kingdey Amis, asatireon British provincid universitiesinthelate 1940s.
HereisProfessor Wel ch, incompetent head of the history department, (tall and
weedy with whitening hair), trying to negotiate the revolving door of thelibrary:
pulling at the now-jammed door, changing his semblanceto that of an anchor
in alosing tug-o’-war team. Wth a sudden bursting click the door yielded
and Welch overbalanced backwards, hitting his head on the panel behind
him. Jim (the protagonist, lowly junior lecturer, seeking afull appointment) ...
felt that it wasthingslikethisthat kept himgoing. Welchisthe manwho will
decideJim’sacademicfate! No other professor in Great Britain, Jimthought,
set such storeon being called professor. | ill chuckleevery timel read of im's
ill-fated attempt to secure ateaching position. Kingsley Amishasmy sense of
humor.

Further intellectual stimulationwas provided by auditing classesat Bowdoin
College. Many of these Natalieand | attended together. Theprocesswassmple:
look in the course catal ogue, find out about the professor, ask permission, which
wasamost alwaysgranted. Our primeareawasHistory of Art. Wediscovered
that both the quality and the variety of dideshaveimproved considerably since
our collegedays! | learned and got toloveagreat deal of good art. Whilel know
| cannot di stinguish Florentinefrom Venetian painting with the refinement of my
UncleFritz, | learned enough to appreciate the Duerer engraving of Melanchthon
that gracesour livingroom aswell asour Rembrandt engraving of Christ driving
the money changers out of the temple. Other painters and scul ptors that we
unfortunately do not own that have become more meaningful, often because of
someadditional personal connectionwiththeir work:

Gustav Klimt, some of whose scenes have particular meaning through the
Audtrian scenery | know from summersin Rindbach inthe S zkammergut; Alberto
Giacometti, whose emaciated figures| associate with our frequent visitsto the
museum of hishometown of Stampainthe Bergell, aregular destination of trips
from the Engadin; the Engadin painter Giovanni Segantini, with hislandscapes,
farmersand cows, so characteristic of our favorite vacation spot; Corot, whose
trand ucent foliage worked its magic on usin Conshohocken, but whosewoodsy
landscapewe sold in 1989 when insurance became out of reach. Fortunately my
mind'seyeseesit asclearly asif it weretill gracing our wallstoday. Lastly, there
isGoya, whom Natalieand | got to know inthe Prado in 2002 and againin 2004
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and 2006. We own 30 engravings (from my parents’ library) with bullfightsas
their subject. Wea so found memorablethe not so-subtle exposure of thevulgarity
of thefamily of Charles1V, hismany drawingsillustrating the horrorsof war and
hissatirical drawingsof thefoiblesof mankind (The Caprichaos).

We have been bal ancing auditing coursesin theartswith coursesin literature.
| thought it washightimethat | joined Chaucer’spilgrimsonther way to Canterbury,
thistime under the inspiring guidance of Bowdoin Professor Frank Burroughs,
himself an accomplished writer. Hereflectson nature, animalsand peoplein our
immediate area of Mainein away that lets me seethingsthat | never noticed
before. Inasimilar way hemadethePilgrimsand their talescometolife. The
Nun'sPriest Tale of Chanticleer and Pertel ote and thefooled fox wasadgavu: |
had been brought up not only on Grimm'’sFairy Tales, but also on the adventures
of crafty Reineke Fuchs, whosetales areindeed among Chaucer’ssources. It
wasamemory that had lainfallow for at |east 60 years.

A classic newly visited was James Joyce' sUlysses. | struggledintwo Joyce
courseswithtwo different professorswith only partial success. | did enjoy the
challenge of seeing how Joyce had used history, music, philosophy, religion,
literature, etd., totdl his“ story.” Themuch eader fifteen short storiesin Dubliners
| have come to love for their sharply drawn characterizations of his Dublin
contemporaries. Superbly read cassette recordings have shortened many acar
ride. 1 don’'tthink Il ever get tired of hearing or reading thelast story, The Dead,
inwhich theremembrance of unanswered love of ayoung manlong deadrivasthe
loveof acaring husband.

Deep-seated memoriesarerevived when rereading Goethe' sFaust, Part
|. My sistersand | oncerecited parts of the Preludein the Theater aswell asthe
scene between M ephistophel es and the eager but naive Student. (It had to be
word-perfect snceour mother would havenoticed any departuresfromtheorigind.)
M ephistophel es, with humor and irony, pretendsto be endorsing conventional
wisdom about theimportance of taking meticulousnotesat lectures, towhichthe
Student readily agrees.

Don't say that twice - | understood:

| see how useful it'sto write,

For what we possess black on white

We can take home and keep for good.

(Thetrandator, Walter Kaufmann, and | werein the same 5th-grade classinthe
Berlin Gymnasiumin 1931; abrilliant student, he skipped grade 6, emigrated to
the States, graduated from Williamsin 1941, and wasteaching at Princeton by
1947.) For me, thisscene haslost none of itsmagic over the many yearsthat |
havebeenreadingit.
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Herein Mainel was, at last, able to take care of one piece of unfinished
business: to complete Paradise L ost, begun in Marlborough, but never finished.
InaBowdoin coursel findly reached theconcluding lines:

The world was all before them, where to choose

Their place of rest, and Providence their guide.

They hand in hand with wandering steps and slow

Through Eden took their solitary way.
Despitewhat Adam and Eve have been through and havel o, they seem determined
tomakethemost of what liesahead. Thesearelinesthat srikemeasextraordinarily
optimisticand encouraging. | call them to the attention of succeeding generations.

Aretheridersgoing to racewith torchesand hand themon to one another?
(Plato’'sRepublic)

M arra(age3) an er grandfather at Greek Peak, NY,in 1991. (Photoby LindaKent; it
won aprizeof aweekend accommodation!)

A good meal needsagood dessert totopit off. Tiramisufillsthat rolefor me:
it spreadstheglow of pleasure over theentiremeal. Thetripsthat Natalieand |
havetakenwithvariousyounger family membershaveleft that sort of fedingwith
me. Startingin 1998, wetraveled with Maria(who knew the Odyssey and Greek
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Natalieand Maria, age 10, in front of Parthenon, 1998.

mythsat age 10) to Greece and Holland and in another summer to Tuscany and
theFexta in Switzerland and morerecently to Berlin, Prague, Viennaand ending
againintheFextal. With Libby and Mariawevisited our friend IrisBrown from
the Norris Square Neighborhood Project in Puerto Rico, and with Katie and
Libby wewerein Rindbach (Austrid), for the 1999 M ende ssohn Family reunion,
followed by vigtstotheFextd, Berlinand Marlborough for Vicky Fraser’ swedding.
With Libby wevisted Moorish, Jewishand Christianstesin Spain'sAndadusia, as
well as Toledo and Madrid. In 2005, Peter, Megan and Dae were with usin
Berlinandinthe Fextal. Our most recent trip, in 2006, waswith Maria, againto
Spain, with specid attentionto Catalunya.

Many of these places contain much of my past. Itisasourceof profound
pleasure and satisfaction to know that “the torch has been passed.”

How fortunate | have been to spend thelast part of my life here, onthebanks
of the Kennebec, in natura beauty, together with Natalie, my partner for 35 years.
Her children and grandchildren, for whom she cares so deeply, areawaysinmy
mind, anditistothem, aswell asto Mappa, Fran, Max and Paigethat | dedicate
these concluding thoughts.



160 LookingBack

Travelingwith grandson Joe
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Al e

Homesteading in
Sagadahoc Countyin
Maine.

QUOD PETISHICEST: From Peter on my 80th birthday, a
very special bird bath in front of our house. AsHoraceput it
in23BC: “what you'relookingfor isright here.”

L ooking south from our
front door down the
K ennebec River, with our
retriever Zuke.



Looking Back 163

APPENDIX A

WALKING THE CAMINO TO SANTIAGO DE COMPOSTELA
September 11 - October 24, 2004

With thanksto Natalie, whose project thiswasand who never had any doubts

Intrying totell about walking the Camino, | find myself facing adilemma:
what was most memorable and meaningful to mewasnot what we saw and did,
but rather the experienceitsalf. Whilel amgoingtotry to describe- aswell asl
can - what wesaw and did, | feel that what was most significant wasthe process.
If I succeed in giving somesort of indication of what thisprocesswaslike, I' [l be
well satisfied.

It all began when one of the apostles, Jamesthe son of Zebedee, was put to
death by King Herod Agrippain Romein 44 AD (Acts12:2). Thelegend then
developed that sinceit was believed that James had tried to spread thegospd in
Spain, someof hisfollowerstook hisbody to Spaininastone boat and buried him
there. Early inthe 9th century ahermit (Pelayo) wasguided by abright star toa
field (hence” Compostela,” from Latin campus stellae = field of the star) where
the Saint’sbody wasdiscovered, miraculoudy intact. Hewas soon seen, mounted
onawhite horse, hel ping the Spaniards defeat the enemy of the Christians, the
Modems. It wasthenthat in Spain Jamesreceived thetitle Matamoros, Spanish
for Slayer of Moors. Theimage of the Saint on awhite horse, drawn swordin
hand, with headlessMoorsat thisfeet, isstill very muchin evidencein Spaintoday
in paintingsand scul pture, along with hisimage asapilgrim, staff in hand, with
water gourd and scallop shell.

| wonder how St. Jameswould have reacted to thelabel of “Matamoros:”
would hehavefounditin conflict with his 1st Century Chrigtianfaith, or would he
have accepted it asan appropriate way to propagate thisfaith?

Withthe gradual defeat of the Moors (their final defeat did not come until
1492), there devel oped within medieva Europeamovement with double purpose:
oneof honoring Saint Jamesintheform of pilgrimagesto histombin Santiagoin
Gdlicia, innorthwestern Spain, and oneof seeking absolutionfor one'ssins. These
pilgrimages, beginning invarious pointsinwestern Europe, traversed Franceand
entered Spain chiefly at Roncesvalles, some 30 miles east of Pamplona, (of
Hemingway famein The SunAlso Rises) in thefoothillsof the Pyrenees. From
therearoute soon becamewel | established as pilgrimsby thethousands|abored
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along the450-mile stretch to Santiago. A 12th century “travel guide,” part of the
Liber Sancti Jacobi, written by a French priest Aymery de Picaud, gives
picturesquedetails. pilgrimsarereadily recognized by their huge cape-like cloak
(which served asblanket at night), sandals, long staff with water gourd attached
and abroad-brimmed hat, decorated with ascallop shell. Thelatter had become
asymbol for thepilgrimage, andissotothisday. All dongtheroute churchesas
well ashostels sprang up to take care of the spiritual and physical needs of the
pilgrims.

Many of these churches, someasearly asthe 11th century, survivetoday and
were very much part of our own pilgrimage. | loved the simplicity of the
Romanesquestyle, preferring it to the elaborately decorated later Baroque. The
hostels, known asal bergues, werefortunately of somewhat more modernvintage.
With the steady increasein the number of pilgrimsinthe courseof thelast 100
years(after asharp declineinthe previouscentury), technology hashaditsbeneficia
impact: most albergues, in addition to anything from ten to fifty double-decker
bunks, have up-to-date shower and toilet facilities, usually with hot water, places
for washing and drying clothes, aswell asfor cooking. Thesehostelsarebuilt with
fundsfrom state, provincial, church or private sources.

Proceduresinthese hogtel s, which must number well over 100, areremarkably
uniform: lightsout by 10 PM; everyoneleavesby 8AM, to dlow timefor cleaning
by staff. Thelatter aremostly volunteers, al very devoted, and in our experience
without exception sympathetic with pilgrim needs. When Natalie had abad cold,
wewere allowed to stay over for two days; when | had blisters, | wastreated -
expertly - by hospitaleros, sort of paramedics. Inmy caseonewasafiery woman,
perhaps 60, whose fierce and demanding nature were matched only by her
empathetic concernfor her patients. Thistook theform of agood-night kissafter
| had already dozed off. We named her Nurse Ratchet. On alater day, another
hospital ero spent agood bit of time correcting my pronunciation of the Spanish
word for blisters (ampollas), beforetelling methat he was ahospitalero from
another albergue, who wasjust visiting... We had agood talk, but he was not
going to interferewith thework of hiscolleague, who at that moment was busy
elsawhere. Inthesmaller hostel sthe head staff personwould occasiondly prepare
anevening med for the 15-20 pilgrims*inresidence,” chargingaminimal amount.
A night’sstay wasaround 4 Euros.

Thehostelsareat about 5to 10 mileintervals, thusproviding thepilgrimsa
great dedl of latitudeon how far towalk each day. Natadieand | deprived ourselves
of that choiceby opting to send our packs (together with several other smilarly
minded pilgrims) on ahead by taxi to aprevioudy sel ected stopping place. After
thethird day we had discovered that a 20-pound pack gets heavier asthe day
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progresses, (weweretold by thosein the know that apack should not exceed
10% of your body weight) and we decided to avail ourselvesof thisautomotive
possibility. Wedid not regret it. What we didn’t realize right away was that
severa alberguesare open only to thosewho walk and carry their packs. This
became anissuejust once, when the personin charge of one albergue accepted
usinview of our ages, but turned back our younger fellow-travelers. Fortunately
that proved no hardship for them because, aselsewhere, therewas an alternate
alberguenearby. Weweretold that in July and August alberguestend tofill upin
the course of an afternoon; beginning our walk September 12, we alwaysfound
spaceat our first try.

Welearned that there was one requirement for staff membersat albergues:
you had to havewal ked the entire Camino. (Theword Caminorefersnot only to
path, but also echoes Christ’s: “1 amtheway.” Thewidely used greeting Buen
camino! wasandl-inclusivegood wish for asuccessful pilgrimage.) | believethat
it wasthisrequirement that wascrucia inhelping to bring about an amazing sense
of community and togethernessamong usersof anabergue. Sincethestaff (rarely
more than two) had experienced the great variety of pilgrimsfirsthand, they seta
toneof cooperation and friendlinesssuch asl don't recall ever withessingamong
somany individuasfor solongaperiod. | amthinking of theconsderation everyone
had for everyone el se: getting up quietly inthe morning and climbingintoone's
deeping bag quietly at night; sharing one' sfood and drink suppliesinthe (mostly)
excellent kitchenfacilities; sharing one' sexperiencesor respecting someonedse's
privacy, aswell asinal sortsof smal ways. Differencesin nationality, language,
religiousbeliefs, dietary practices, age and sex were of no consequencewhen it
cameto spending timetogether. Beer and wineweremuchin evidence, but dways
inmoderation. After all, everyonewanted to feel ready for an early departurethe
next morning.

Wedid not spend every night inan abergue. Astheweather declinedinthe
last ten days of thetrip, wetended to head for the greater comfort of pensionesor
hotels. After all, Officia Certificatesof Arrival in Santiago Cathedrd (inLatin!)
weregiven out to anyonewho had walked at |east 100 km, 200 km if on horseback
or bike, regardless of where nights had been spent.

Somuchfor lifein an albergue, but what did thingslook like on the Camino
itself? In oneword: random. People would walk at all speeds, in groups or
alone, stopping by theroadside (weather permitting) or in cafés, bars, cafeterias,
cervecerias, restaurantset a ., (with aseparate brochure badly needed to help
foreignersdistinguish between them) for long or for short rests. Inthesameway,
distancescovered varied: anathletically oriented young Frenchman said hewas
covering 25 milesaday. By contrast, weaveraged about 12. Thisdaily walking
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caledtomy mind avery smpletruth, atruth that | have needed to be reminded of:
large tasks are accomplished intiny steps. | have always been impressed by
ThomasMann’swriting schedule: apageand ahaf aday, no matter what. (Of
course hiswifedid thecooking.) Onthe Camino this*“Principleof Regularity”
becamevery evident. Unlessevery morning you took thefirst step, you were
never going to get anywhere. Thetotal distance had to be covered astep, aday,
at atime. Therewasabsolutely no magic! | hear you muitter, “ There needsno
ghost, comefromthegravetotell usthis!” Tome, it wasan eye-opener.

Thevariety of speedsresulted ingenera unpredictability onwhomyouwould
meet, remeet, or never seeagain, often with regrets. | recall striking up agreat
conversationwith ayoung Spanish couple, who suggested that Natalieand | visit
themintheir homenear Madrid, but - alas- wenever saw them again to exchange
namesand addresses. Thingsturned out morefortunately with NicolefromAudrdia,
who gaveusthenameof her cousinin Onati, asmall townin Basgue Country, with
whom we had agreat visit on theway home. At onetime| got to talk to four
Germans, recent retirees, about the nature of Hitler’sriseto power. Thediscusson
was continued off and on, aswemet and remet . (A dismal topic, to besure.)

Asinthedaysof old, most pilgrimswerefrom Spain, then Franceand therest
of Western Europe. But today therewerea so agood many Canadians, Audtrdians
and Americans, aswell asafew Latin Americansand Eastern Europeans. | have
no exact numbers. Socia class? Hard to estimate; probably at |east half with the
equivalent of acollege education. A good many were holding jobsand were
taking afew weeks off, covering the entirelength of the Camino intwo or more
years. Judging by the Liber Sancti Jacobi, thingsweredifferent 1,000 yearsago:
accordingtoWilliam Mel czer, trandator of thePilgrims Guide, “truants, smulaors,
jesters, fools, and vagrantswere asmuch anintegral part of the scenario asthe
topography and theweather, the pilgrims’ constant fellow-travelers.” For better
or for worse, such “pilgrims’ werenot in evidencein 2004.

What motivated these many pilgrims? Whileit isprobably safeto assume
that therewasaspiritual element present with most, itismy impressionthat the
natureof thisspiritual éement took on many different forms, bothamongindividuas
aswell aswithinthesameperson. To besure, therewere someorthodox Catholics
who attended and participated in Masswhen therewas an opportunity. But there
werea so those of uswho attended Massfrom timeto time, without participating
formally, and yet feeling strong spiritual involvement. | find thishard to describe
for myself, and even more so for anyoneelse. Call it what youwill: therewasa
universalizing quality in the experience brought about by thelong history of the
Camino and the contempl ati ve atmosphere accompanying many hoursof steady
walking through beautiful scenery. The Christian story, asrevea ed inthe many
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churchesand cathedra sen routewasamplereminder of thereligiousand historica
dimension prominent in the experience of 12th Century pilgrims. It waseasy to
imagineilliterate pilgrimsin earlier daysstudying and restudying the Biblica story
by looking at the el aborate scul pturesand paintingsal aong their pilgrimageroute.
For methemost noteworthy examplewasthe 12th Century Romanesque Portico
delaGloriaof the Santiago Cathedral: there Old and New Testament figuresare
shown inremarkable portrait-like detail, with St. James appearing twice, with
facia featuresthat set him apart from the Old Testament prophetsM oses, Isaiah,
Daniel and Jeremiah and the four evangelists of the New Testament. What a
wonderfully concreteway to teach and learn the Christian story. What got inthe
way for me wasthe Matamoros aspect referred to above: againand again St.
Jameswasa so shownintheact of killing and decapitating Moors. Theimplied
celebration of forceand violence used by the Chrigtian Church wasagrim reminder
of force and violence - past and present - committed in the name of religion
everywhere.

Itismuch easier to describethepilgrims physical motivation: it wasto cover
thedistancein good health. | founditimmensely pleasing and enjoyabletowalk
from4to 7 hoursdaily through varied, but waysbeautiful countryside. Thereis
the sati faction that comesthrough unassisted lengthy physical achievement. (This
enjoyment is, needlessto say, diminished to theextent that oneexperiencesphysica
painintheformof blisters. Inmy casethat wasfortunately only apassing nuisance.
Apart fromatwo-day cold, Nataie seemed to have beenimmuneto such mundane
distress.) “Unassisted” achievement? Pilgrimsof 1,000 yearsago might differ.
Today’spilgrimswere significantly assisted by footwear and clothing of thevery
latest technology and top quality. To say nothing of amyriad of ointments,
medications, energy foods, bandages, etc. | saw no pilgrimwhowasn’t superbly
equipped. Ourselvesincluded.

The countryside deserves more than a passing reference. It was atreat
throughout. First camethefoothillsof the Pyreneesat Roncesvallesof theprovince
of Navarrawithitsgently rolling hills. Thenthevineyardsof Rioja: grapesnever
tasted better than right off thevine, in 80 degree (dry) heat. Figtrees, olivetrees,
fields of vegetables, including artichoke and sugar beet, occasional streams.
Gradually theland leveled out, and for some 60 mileswe crossed the meseta,
Spain’sKansas. Friendswho know Spainwell had recommended wetakeabus
over that stretch. | wasall set to suggest to Natalie that we do just that, until |
actudly experienced theflatiness, extending al theway to thehorizon, in magnificent
light. | decidedtowalk it,and | amglad | did. (Nataliewould havewalked it
without me.) Then cametwo large cities, Burgosand L eon, with magnificent
cathedrals, wherewe “took abreak” and stayed acoupleof nightsin hotels. In
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L eon Cathedral we attended aconcert of Schoenberg’sorchestral piano piece
“Transfiguration,” an unusua experience. Theweather continued perfect up until
thelast ten dayswhenit wasaready past the middle of October in Galicia, which
has the reputation of “rain all thetime.” Well, it wasn't quite that bad. The
countryside, withitslush, green hills, reminded many of Ireland. Therewasan
abundance of horse-chestnut and eucalyptustrees. Upsand downswere never
precipitous. no Alpine need for work on handsand knees.

Much could be said about the many memorableindividual sthat we got to
know inthe course of our walk, but not being either Chaucer or Dickens, | shall
check myself. Sufficeit to say that there wasavariety of old and young that
proved aconstant source of stimulationand fun. It wasthe* peopleelement” that
linked together the many elementsof the Camino.

| seethemwalkinginspirit now, just asl still find mysdlf striding along onthe
pathto Santiago.

Footnote: For those who know the geography, or - better yet - who are planning
todothewak themselves, hereisalist of thevillagesand townswherewe stopped
overnight. (*) =rest-stop of morethan onenight.

(1) Roncesvales (2) Zubiri  (3)Arre  (4)* Pamplona

(5) PuenteLaReina (6)Lorca (7)Estella (8) LosArcos (9)Viana
(10) Ngera (11) Santo DomingodelaCalzada (12) Villamayor del Rio
(13) Villafranca (14)* Burgos (15) Hornillosdel Camino

(16) Castrojeritz (17 Fromista (18) Carrion delosCondes

(19) Terradillosde Templarios  (20) Bercianos  (21) MansilladelasMulas
(22)* Leon  (23) Villadangosdel Paramo  (24) * Astorga

(25) Raband del Camino  (26) Acebo (27) Cacabelos

(28) Vegade Vacarce
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APPENDIX B

What isan article on theteaching of grammar doing here, albeit in Appendix
B?

Reason#1: | have spent agreat deal of timeonwhat it’sall about, and can
therefore clamthat it hasbeen animportant part of my life.

Reason#2: | amproud of what it says. Again and againteachersof English
haveagreedwithit - inprivate. AND YET - - - in practicemy conclusonshave
been generally disregarded by both textbooksand teachers.

| feel likethe captain of asinking ship, as| raisemy flag on highinthe hope
that these thoughts may not vanish unseen.

Herethenisashort articlel wrotein 1990.
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Frustrations in the Teaching and Learning of Grammar

-- Frederick F. Kempner
William Penn Charter School,

Philadelphia,

During forty vears of teaching, much of it centered
on the teaching of grammar, nothing irritated me quite
as much as the recurrent complaint, voiced by stu-
dents and teachers alike, that grammar classes are
dull.

Why should the analysis of one’s mother tongue be
considered  dull?

At the risk of being charged with oversimplifying
something obviously complex, I would like to suggest
that the chief reason for this state of affairs is that
much English class time is spent in having students
memorize definitions that trn out to be useless -
useless in the scnse that they fail to identify the
entities that they are supposed to define.

Students don’t usually become conscious of this
uselessncss; instcad thcy arrive at correct identifica-
tions of grammatical entities in ways that are below
the level of consciousness, ways that have never been
set forth explicitly in class or textbook. What they do
works, but only in a covert sort of way. They are not
aware of the criteria they are in fact using. As a result,
it is really not surprising that, instead of feeling
stimulatcd and challenged, students develop a sense of
futility and irrelevance of the entire subject of gram-
mar.

To be specific: picking up on a tradition going back
to Plato, most of our students today learn that a noun
is “the namc of a person, place or thing” and a verb is
“a word expressing action or a state of being” (or words
to that effect). But to apply these definitions the user
has to know the mecaning of the word in question.
These definitions would be appropriate if

1) meaning were indced a useful criterion for
defining a noun or a verb; and

2) students were actually putting these definitions
10 use in identifying nouns and verbs.

Unforwunately, neither is the casc.
Many nouns describe actions: e.g., the
wave. the fire, revolution, movement.

To cncompass these words in a
semantic  definition of a noun,
v the concept of action would
have to be included. But
the concept of action
cannot possibly be

s omitted from a
semantic  defi-

nition of a
verb. We

PA (Retired)

cannot use the same criterion to define both noun and
verb or our students will have good reason to complain!

Many will argue that, based on their experience,
traditional semantic definitions such as those cited
above have worked well; after all, students working
with them have indeed learned to identify nouns and
verbs correctly. I would counter that it has not been the
rule, but rather the illustration of nouns and verbs in
context given by both teacher and textbook, that have
cnabled students to figure out for themselves what
nouns and verbs are. Unfortunately, however, stu-
dents are rarely aware of the criteria they have used.
This claim is at the core of my argument. Let me
attempt to provide proof.

Over the years, I have given all of my beginning
Latin classes (grades 6-9) the following “test” on the
very first day of the school year, when they could have
no knowledge of what their teacher expected.

“Test”
Read this four-line verse; then answer the questions.

"Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe.
All mimsy were the borogoves,
And the mome raths outgrabe.

1. What gyred and gimbled?

2. What did the toves do?

3. What kind of toves were they?

4. Where did the toves gyre?

5. Did the toves gimble?

6. What kind of raths were they?

7. What do mome raths do?

8. Encircle all nouns in the poem.

9. Underline all verbs in the poem.

10. How were you able to answer question 8? Give
details!

11. How were you able to answer question 9? Give
details!

12. What is a noun in English?

13. What is a verb in English?

Virtually all swdcnts considered toves, wabe and
borogoves to be nouns, and gyre and gimble to be verbs.
With cqual consistency, questions 12 and 13 produced
the traditional, obviously well-memorized definitions:
A noun is the namc of a person, place or thing, and A
verb is a word that shows action or a state of being (or
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words 1o that cffcct).

What revealed unambiguously the students’
thinking were their answers to questions 10 and 11.
Only a tiny fraction indicated any awareness of what
had in fact enabled them to identify with near unanim-
ity these five nonsense words as nouns and verbs
respectively. Their auempts to “give details™ clearly
indicated their unawareness. Their answers were “I
guessed,” “Becausc 1 know English,” “It is hard to
describe,” and a host of similar “details,” all indicating
various levels of frustration. Clearly their frustration
did not stem from stupidity or laziness. The definitions
they had memorized were not usable because the
words in question were nonsense: they lacked seman-
tic content and thus rcfused to be classified by seman-
tic criteria. And yct the vast majority of students did
classify the words correctly as nouns and verbs. Only
a small minority werc able to point to those features
that had enabled them to identify

loves, wabe, and borogoves as nouns
and gyre and gimblc as verbs: position
after the, after did, ctc. These formal
features that provide unambiguous
clues are, of course, revealed not only in
the four lincs of Jabberwocky, but in
questions 1-7 as well.

From the above data, the following

secms o mc to be clear: students are

taught and subscquently memorize
semantic definitions of nouns and verbs, but they don’t
apply them. Instcad, by having been exposed to a vast
number of examples of each, they have learned for
themselves the features that set nouns and verbs
apart. Unforwnately, they have never been made
awarc just what these fcatures are. I have found that
references o formal fcatures, such as “position after
the”, appcar 10 many swdents (as well as teachers')
somcwhat illegitimate - after all, the student wonders,
“Isn’t a noun thc name of a person, place or thing? Why
worry about position after the?”

At this point, some readers may well point out that
structural grammars, calling upon the work first for-
mulated by C. C. Frics in the early 50’s, have “infil-
tratcd” textbooks 1o some extent, and in some lexls
have even been implemented extensively. (e.g., Dash-
wood-Joncs, D. 1966. Patierns for Writing. Toronto:
W. J. Gage, and Myers, Doris F. 1984. Understanding
Language. Upper Montclair, CF: Boynton/Cook). To
be surc, these and similar texts have been used in some
junior and scnior high schools. But, as far as I know,
such approachcs have hardly ever been used system-
atically in the crucial carly exposures to formal gram-
mar, usually in grades 3 and 4. It is at that level that
semantic dcfinitions of verb and noun are as firmly
rooled as if therc never had been any structural or
transformational grammar analysis. There can be no
doubt that what students lcarn first in a new subject,
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especially if it is taught thoroughly, tends to stick with
them, and grammatical definitions are no exception.

Other readers may argue that the traditional noun
and verb definitions, important as they are, constitute
only a part of grammar teaching and therefore do not
justify my generalizations. However, other central
grammatical categories, such as sentence, subject and
predicate, have traditionally been defined semanti-
cally with equal ineffectiveness.

I therefore conclude:

1. The vast majority of students are unaware of the
complicated grammatical analysis they are perform-
ing on their own.

2. They learn definitions that make no reference to
their analysis.

3. They find such definitions irrelevant.

4. This perception of irrelevance is not likely to
instill an interest in the study of grammar.

Syntax in the Schools, Vol. 7, No.1 Sept., 90. p.3
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