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To my daughters Anja and Katharina




Preface

This book contains two stories. They belong together. The first deals with the lives lived by two brothers who grew up in Germany between the world wars, who were forced to leave their home during the Nazi era, who forged great careers for themselves in America, and yet still return time and again to their home in Franconia.

The second story deals with the stages of my unusual route to finding the two men. Never before have Henry and Walter Kissinger talked about their private life. By doing so now, by telling their life story to me, the journalist from their Franconian home town of Fürth, they opened up a new chapter in my own life.

Many people, in many different ways, helped this book to come into being - librarians and archivists, relations, friends, colleagues and travelling companions of the two brothers, but the brothers themselves more than anyone. Without the conversations that I was able to have with them, and without the documents that they put at my disposal, their story could never have been written. And my own story would be that much the poorer. So my very special, personal thanks go out to Henry and Walter Kissinger.

 



Evi Kurz 
Fürth, March 2007




How I looked for Henry and Walter

Then I do it I write the letter. I’ve been hesitating for a long time - days, weeks, months. It’s been a time of doubt - in me, my subject, the brothers. Because I’ve never met them. One of them, of course, I know from a distance, from television. For as long as I can remember, Henry Kissinger has been on the screen, as statesman, Nobel laureate, adviser. Once I was quite close to him in reality, in May 1998, when he was made an honorary citizen of the city of Fürth.

Sometimes it seems to me as if that event happened only yesterday, the memory is so vivid. I was deeply moved, by his speech and by the letter that Henry Kissinger read out on that occasion. It had been written by his mother, when she was almost a hundred years old. Its lines spoke of her deep connection with the city, where she had married and given birth to her two sons, even though she and her family had been expelled from Fürth by the Nazis.

Since then, I haven’t been able to get that scene out of my mind. And over time it has turned into the idea of getting to the bottom of that story. I want to capture it, record it in a television documentary while it is still possible to do so. While Henry Kissinger is still able to tell the story. He is now approaching eighty, and sprightly and quick-witted though he still is, the time will come when he is no longer able to talk about what happened back then.

But he isn’t just any old eye-witness. Internationally, Henry Kissinger is one of the most in-demand and best-paid figures in public life. And until now he has strictly refused to talk to the camera about his private life. What have I got to offer? Of course, Henry Kissinger has never heard of me before. But mightn’t that be an advantage? A stroke of luck? And besides, we have one  thing in common: the place we come from. We both grew up in Fürth.

The months pass and the whole business gradually fades from my mind. But not from my heart. And then chance comes to my aid. Early in 2003, when I am researching a local story, I discover that Henry has a brother: Walter Kissinger, a good year younger than Henry. Strange that he is completely unknown, at least hereabouts. Whoever I speak to over the next few months, almost everyone, even Helmut Schmidt, an old friend of Henry Kissinger’s, says, ‘What? Henry has a brother?’

And Walter Kissinger has a great career behind him in America; among other things he spent almost twenty years at the head of the Allen Group, a major technological concern. So he is a heavyweight as well. Will I get to talk to him? He doesn’t have such a complex and complicated relationship with the media as his brother Henry does. Perhaps he would be willing to let me have a few memories from his old home town in Germany. And his brother Henry will be turning eighty at the end of May. A film about the family history would be a lovely gift.

 



 



So I write the letter. I am sure of my subject, or at least of the idea of it. Everything else stops me sleeping at night. The people I tell about my idea all think it is a mistake. My family thinks I have gone completely crazy; however, my two daughters are past the difficult stage, they are more or less grown-up, so my hands are free.

At first, what I have in mind is a six- to seven-minute film for Bayerisches Fernsehen, for the Frankenschau programme. But my boss says no; he says he is sure that ‘no one’s interested in Kissinger’. If he has a different view of things three years later, that’s his problem. The head of television in Munich isn’t interested either. Bayerischer Rundfunk made a film about Henry  Kissinger only five years ago. OK, I think, then I’ll do it on my own. For the first time in my life, I won’t just be filming a ninety-minute documentary on my own, I’ll produce the film myself. In short, I’ll be looking to new professional horizons.

Above all, I’ve decided to put the Kissinger brothers on camera. I want to get them talking. I want the two of them to look back on their lives. Will they play along? It’s quite amazing that no one’s ever had the idea of telling the story. I know, of course, that it’s too late for the occasion itself: Henry turns eighty in six weeks. But it’s now or never. That birthday could be the opportunity to make the film.

On 15 April 2003 I write a long letter to Walter Kissinger, introducing myself and my project. I write in German. I don’t feel confident enough in English to get the tone right, and I am also working on the basis that Walter is bound not to have forgotten his mother tongue, or will at least still understand it.

‘My name is Evi Kurz, I’ve lived in Fürth since I was born there in 1955, I trained as a teacher, and for twenty-four years I’ve worked as a television journalist for Bayerisches Fernsehen, in particular for the magazine series Franconiaschau, which deals with the region and its people . . . Our Franconiaschau  programme reaches a million viewers a week and, with a market share of 24 per cent, we are one of the highest-rating programmes on Bavarian television . . . I would like to take your brother’s eightieth birthday as an opportunity to make a personal portrait of your family, which has had its roots in Franconia for centuries . . . May I dare to hope that you will accompany me on part of my quest?’

Will Walter reply? He does, in English. Just two lines, an email. But it’s a reaction. He wants to think about my letter, and he will let me know. And then, early in May, a letter arrives from America. In it I find photocopied pages from Who’s Who in America, giving details about the Kissinger brothers, a slightly more complete CV for Walter, some childhood photographs of  Henry and Walter, the text of a speech that his father gave in Fürth in 1975, and a letter. It’s a reply to my request.

In it Walter mentions the village of Leutershausen, his mother’s birthplace, and he speaks of her closest friends, Karl and Babby Hezner. They alone had kept alive the connection with a time when everyone else had severed their friendships with the Kissingers’ mother: ‘It’s a miracle that Karl Hezner survived the Nazi period.’ Even now, he, Walter Kissinger, and his brother Henry are in close contact with the Hezners’ two daughters, their childhood playmates. He also gives me their addresses, and suggests the possibility of a personal conversation should I come to New York.

Is this the breakthrough? Will I get the chance to talk to Walter, and also with his brother Henry? If I’d had any idea what a long journey I had ahead of me, that in Walter’s case it wouldn’t be until August 2004, and in Henry’s case April 2005, that they would be willing to talk in front of a camera about themselves and their lives, I’d have given up long ago. But I stick at it, because I am still in correspondence with Walter, because I’ve made contact with Henry, and because over the next few months I will be able to meet both of them.

In retrospect, I wonder where I found the strength and the patience. Even Walter’s attempt to talk to Henry about the project, and then to put me in the picture, became an endurance test, because the famous brother was constantly on the move. Where did he get the energy? At any rate we had that in common - that and our home in Franconia.

Eventually I get Walter ready with emails and news from Fürth and the surrounding area. He then suggests a meeting in London and, by way of preparation, a phone call, and I am as excited as a child at Christmas. Our first telephone conversation happens on 26 May, in which he surprises me with his calm and pleasant manner and, as far as I can judge, his elegant, unaccented English. Quite unlike his brother Henry, who never  shook off his underlying Franconian melody, perhaps because he never wanted to.

In passing, Walter mentions that his brother will be spending his eightieth birthday ‘very close by’. It’s as if I am electrified: does that mean Henry has grown sentimental about the old days, that this important birthday is drawing him back to his homeland in Franconia? And if that’s the case, where will he go? To his beloved grandfather’s grave? It’s worth a try. I know that Henry would go there every time he visited the city. Perhaps that would be a chance for an interview? So I keep a cameraman ready, just in case, set off for Fürth’s Jewish cemetery, the ‘new’ one on Erlanger Strasse, and wait for Henry Kissinger and my opportunity. Eight hours, in vain. Henry was indeed ‘very close by’ - but close to his brother Walter, in New York.

I am down, but not out. On the contrary. It was a big, intense experience inspired by the very best intentions, and I get home to an email from Walter. In it he confirms our meeting in London: Monday, 2 June, 11.30 a.m., in the Harrington Hall Hotel, South Kensington. I travel the evening before and book myself in just round the corner.

Fifteen minutes before the agreed time I am waiting in the Harrington Hall, watching an elderly lady walking twice across the lobby and back to the lift. No sign of Walter. I start getting nervous. After I ask for Mr Kissinger at reception, the same lady appears for a third time and is surprised to learn that I am Evi Kurz, the one with whom the meeting has been arranged. They’d been expecting someone older.

Eugenie Kissinger, known as Genie - I’ve met her now, and liked her immediately - leads me up to the fourth floor. It’s one of those typical English hotels, with long, narrow corridors, twisting and turning round lots of corners, decorated with those familiar shaggy, brightly coloured, tasteless carpets. Walter isn’t at the door to welcome us. He is waiting in a wing chair that forms part of a suite at the very back of the room.

First impressions are surprising, not to say disappointing. I’d imagined Walter differently, as a wiry, elegantly dressed, tall, senior-management type. But the man sitting there in his chair, wearing casual trousers and a checked shirt, looks small, almost weedy. His narrow face is dominated by an unusually large pair of glasses. His posture looks strained, not least because Walter is crouching in his chair, as if lying in wait for something. Throughout our conversation he grips tightly the arms of his chair.

Today I know that that first impression was wrong, that Walter was nervous and tense, and that he was tense because of the subject of our conversation. The better I got to know him, the more open, warm and easy I found him to be. About five foot eight inches tall, the eighty-year-old isn’t a small man. He holds himself upright, looks almost athletic, his speech is plain and his words well chosen, and he unobtrusively reveals himself to be a very intelligent person. Walter is confident and at the same time remarkably lacking in vanity. He knows about his successes, and he also knows how they came about. And his brother Henry had nothing to do with it. He is self-contained and authentic, and that in itself creates an effect.

The fine facial features, the alert eyes, the winning, always reticent smile, do the rest. Walter has charm. I soon sense that he is prudent, considerate and attentive. Genie confirms as much - later, in front of the camera - and tells me that for that reason her whole life has been a very happy one. And you also sense that Walter knows what a wonderful wife he has, when you see the two of them together. She always makes sure he has plenty of space; and Genie is there the first time Walter talks to me about himself and his brother.

The atmosphere is tense. Walter knows that he has taken the first step along a particular path, and that he doesn’t know where it will lead. Just as he doesn’t know exactly who this person is, sitting opposite him in a London hotel room. Why did I write to  him and not his brother, the one I am actually interested in? ‘Because I don’t think Henry ever read my letter, I think he threw it straight in the waste-paper basket.’ Did that mean I wanted to get to Henry through him?

I do my best to convince Walter of my true intentions, and to make it plain that I want to paint a portrait of the whole family, not just of Henry, that I also want to give an account of him, Walter, and not least of their parents, Louis and Paula Kissinger. Of course, a conversation with Henry would be part of that as well. At last, he says I should write a letter to Henry and send it to him. He will meet his brother and make sure he reads my letter. Then we go out for lunch.

Things remain strained - he is nervous, and so am I. He brought me a few newspaper cuttings about himself and his career. I give him a book of pictures of old Fürth and a little book containing the childhood memories of Robert Schopflocher. He is the same age as the Kissinger brothers, he too grew up in Fürth, and he and his family were also driven from the city. The three of them never really met, but Walter is visibly delighted by this message from long ago.

Then, when I give him copies from the police files documenting his family’s expulsion from Fürth, Walter turns as white as chalk, begins to shake and prepares to say goodbye: he is sorry that he hasn’t more time to spare, but he has a very full schedule. The goodbye itself is very warm, and in spite of all the tension and his rather abrupt departure, I am sure we’ll be seeing each other again. I’ve got a good feeling about it.

But I am irritated, of course, and I don’t like my hotel. After I’ve swapped it for one where I feel more at ease, and after I’ve left Walter a message to that effect, I go out, first to the Holocaust exhibition at the Imperial War Museum, then to the home of an Orthodox Jew whose family also came from Fürth, and last of all to the theatre. But I can’t concentrate. My thoughts are still with Walter.

Because my mobile phone is switched off, I don’t get his request to call him back until late that evening: he wants me to join him and his Harvard friends on an outing to Churchill’s home at Chartwell, and I’ll need my passport to get through security. When we speak the next morning, as he says goodbye he adds, ‘From now on, you don’t just have a place in my mind, you’re in my heart as well.’

 



 



So I take the next step. I write to Henry, a lot of closely written pages - about me, my work, my plans: ‘I want it to be a sympathetic, warm-hearted portrait that starts in Franconia, where your family has had its roots for centuries . . . I am not one of those famous, award-winning journalists from all over the world . . . People in Franconia know me. For them, for twenty-four years I’ve been a face that they like to look at, a face they trust . . . I am not a political journalist. I don’t want to uncover any so-called scandals, I don’t want to convict anybody . . . Let me, as a lifelong resident of Fürth, tell the story of your family. Give me, as your brother did, the chance for us to get to know each other.’

My letter is despatched on 13 July, to Walter, who, as promised, puts it into Henry’s hand. Then the long wait begins all over again. I use the time to develop my story, I conduct interviews at home, I work in archives and visit the villages where the family has its roots, and where their ancestors are buried. But, of course, I keep my eye on America as well: in a dozen emails and letters to Walter I try to find out whether and when I might expect his brother to agree to an interview. He probes as best he can, but by late July he is ‘no longer optimistic’, and in mid-August he is trying to keep me happy with pictures of his wife, his sons, daughters-in-law and grandchildren.

Then, in late August 2003, Henry’s reply suddenly arrives. It’s a yes, although only to a short interview in October. With  the best will in the world, there’s no more than that - he has engagements, as I must know: in Russia, China, and who knows where else in the world. Besides, he ‘never gives interviews’ about his ‘private life’. But he is touched by the fact that I’ve devoted so much energy and devotion to the project. He is also astonished at the amount of material I’ve managed to collect. Could I give any insights to a German historian he wanted to employ to research his family tree?

In retrospect, I am surprised at my naivety. As if the film was in the bag just because he’d said yes! Certainly, there’s a date for a double interview with the brothers: at the end of the first weekend in October, in Henry Kissinger’s New York office. What’s missing is a film team and a production company. I have to make my mind up, and I have to act, quickly and consistently. Where the team is concerned, it’s important to find the right people for the job and to get hold of work visas for the USA.

Considerably more time-consuming is the decision to set up my own company, TLF-TimeLineFilm GmbH. I’d made that step dependent on Henry’s agreement to participate, and I’ve got that now. It doesn’t help that we are about to go on a family holiday to Sardinia which I booked ages ago. The atmosphere is as you might imagine: I stake a claim to one of the rooms and use it as an office, I only ever show my face at mealtimes. By the end of the holiday I am absolutely exhausted, but it’s done: the company has been set up, the German film crew is booked, the visas are on the way, flights and hotels are booked.

I’ve even found a lovely present for the two men - two Fürth caskets, specially made from the wood of a 150-year-old Fürth beech tree. The engraved dedications are dated October 2003, the time scheduled for the planned double interview with Henry and Walter Kissinger. They are both visibly touched, and say so, when I hand over their little presents - to Walter in June 2004, to Henry in April 2005.

That’s because our appointment in October 2003 comes to  nothing. At the end of September, Henry tells me he has to move the date because of an unforeseen change in his plans, and could I please get in touch with his office to make a new one. I am not alone in being irritated, Walter is too. Plainly, the two brothers are at loggerheads. At least, that’s what I hear from a telephone conversation with a very cross Walter Kissinger. It looks very much as if his brother has backed out - because he doesn’t trust me, because he has been bitten by journalists before, and because he has come to suspect that his highly cooperative brother might play a bigger part in my film than Henry himself.

I am completely worn out. But I am also determined not to leave things there. I’ve never given up. So I start filming, in Germany. I’ve scheduled interviews with former pupils of Louis Kissinger, Henry and Walter’s father, and also with the long-standing German ambassador to Washington, Berndt von Staden, who knows Henry very well and is also acquainted with Walter. I keep the brothers up to date about all that. So the weeks and months pass, with the occasional misunderstandings that inevitably arise out of transatlantic conversations and correspondence.

 



 



With the winter break, the dialogue freezes up. Walter’s in California and can only be contacted again from the middle of March 2004. The new round begins as the old one stopped, with emails, letters, phone calls, and with a fresh misunderstanding: at the beginning of May, when the mayor of Fürth talks to me about Henry Kissinger’s visit to the city, planned for 7 June - which I knew about, didn’t I? - I am dumbstruck. I ask Walter about it. He says he doesn’t know anything. Henry had mentioned that he was going to Germany at the beginning of June, and travelling on from there to China, but that was the usual routine.

Don’t let it show, but it’s getting difficult. The next blow  comes two weeks later, once again from the busy mayor, who has, of course, no idea what effect his news will have: Henry isn’t coming to Fürth on his own, but with his brother Walter. This time I really can’t believe it, and I know one thing: either I win on 7 June, or I’ve lost everything.

The weeks until then are an emotional roller coaster. First, Walter calls to tell me that he and Henry are coming to Germany. He is surprised that I know. He says it’s a ‘sentimental journey’, a trip by the brothers to explore the traces of their childhood on the occasion of Henry’s eightieth birthday. I like the idea.

Then Mayor Thomas Jung bestirs himself again and tells me that Dr Kissinger’s office has been in touch with him again: ‘Evi Kurz’ should only attend the press conference that’s been organized, and not, as originally planned, lunch in the Kartoffel restaurant. I am bitterly disappointed, feel I’ve been snubbed, and wonder whether that was his intention - whether Henry K. wants to hurt me. I also say that to Walter on the phone, before going to bed at five in the afternoon and pulling the covers over my head. The next day the emotional journey continues, and once again the mayor is, unwittingly, in the driving seat of the ghost train: the Kissinger office expressly asks the city of Fürth to invite me, and me alone, to dinner with the brothers.

And along comes 7 June. I go first to the hairdresser, then to my wardrobe, choose the bright-pink box dress and set off for the Kartoffel. They are already sitting round the table - in the middle, with their backs to the door: Henry and Walter, framed by bodyguards. The mayor - who else? - comes up to me, leads me over to Henry, and introduces me. He gives me a friendly hello, and studies me keenly. Walter beams from ear to ear. It’s all very cordial, but we are still reticent: Henry sees and hears everything. Of course I know that without Walter’s massive intervention I would never have met his brother. Clearly he didn’t want Henry to snub me - and him - again.

 [image: 001]

So I meet Henry for the first time. I know him, of course. Everyone knows Henry. Henry’s a star. At least since his meteoric rise to become Richard Nixon’s security adviser in the late sixties, he has been a constant presence all over the world, and on German television screens as well. Fame and power have their price. In that respect Henry Kissinger is no different from any other VIP. He is under permanent observation, above all in America. For almost four decades, legions of journalists have lain in wait for him, waiting for ill-considered comments at unobserved moments, hoped for signs of weakness, searched for clues to his personality - always in search of the ‘real’ Henry.

I know all of that when I meet him for the first time. In that respect, my image of Henry is much more precise than the one I had of Walter before I met him. And here, too, I find I am surprised. Above all, he is more of a physical presence than I had imagined. About five foot eight inches tall, like his brother, Henry is clearly stouter, more massive than Walter. His slightly hunched shoulders give him a rather bullish appearance. His full face, with its snow-white hair and high forehead, is, as ever, dominated by the horn-rimmed glasses without which Henry Kissinger would be unimaginable. And today, as always, he is wearing them slightly crooked. Clearly that is one of his trademarks. Seeing them resting at a slight angle on his nose, it would be easy to underestimate him. And perhaps that’s exactly what he wants.

Seeing him standing there, you wouldn’t take him for an American. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say a German Jew. And at least the way he talks, and also the cadence of his voice, reveal his German, Fränkisch origins. Henry’s English is precise, nuanced and deliberate; even today he speaks with a slight accent. What is interesting is that the English accent in Henry’s German is wearing off the older he becomes. Along with his  sonorous voice, language is another of his unmistakable trademarks. You know who’s talking, even if you don’t see the man.

Of course, anyone who’s been in the business for so long, anyone who has stood in the spotlight as long as this man, knows and controls the part he plays. So I assume quite naturally that the side of him that I meet first is the staged one. But I very soon see that Henry is actually just as he seems - charming, winning and incidentally, very humorous. From that point of view he is, like his brother, authentic. That goes for the public Henry at least, the professional.

But of course you don’t see everything, because Henry doesn’t show everything. The people he allows near him sense what he doesn’t show. In this way I get to know a man who can be very emotional and very sentimental, not least where his origins, his family and his German homeland are concerned. Then one discovers how soft and sensitive he is, and one becomes aware of the energies he has mobilized to cover it up, as a matter of routine, all through his life. No wonder the shutters come down so often when Henry’s origins are discussed: to talk about them would be to reveal his cover, and for such a man that would be a risky business.

 



 



On that memorable day, 7 June 2004, when I first meet him, I start to understand that. In the Kartoffel in Fürth I am seated opposite Henry, and after we have sat over asparagus, bratwurst and fried potatoes, talking about this and that, and about Fürth and its history, Henry first pays me a compliment: he thinks I know more about his family than he does himself. Then says he is sorry about the difficulties I encountered when trying to arrange a time to talk to him, but he is going to give me an interview. Not here and now, but later, in America. But he is going to let me have it. Full stop.

Then, when we talk about his father and family, his neighbours  and friends, Henry asks me if I have any pictures. ‘Yes.’ Have I got them with me? ‘Yes.’ Can he look at them? ‘Yes.’ Now? ‘Yes.’ I rummage in my bag, which I packed that morning with this in mind, and show him some things from my collection, not just pictures, of which I don’t yet have very many. It’s amazing that Henry mixes up some of his father’s pupils with relatives, and stoutly insists that this one is one aunt, that one another.

When the time has come for the press conference, he says I can ask my questions now. ‘No.’ When he insists, and I stick to my guns, he looks at me in bafflement, but doesn’t say anything. Walter, to whom I can speak briefly on his own, is happy and contented: the miracle has happened, he says, and I am the one who brought it about.

After the press conference there’s a tour of the city, with a big entourage. I stay in the background. Not until they are about to leave do I go to the car to say goodbye. Henry, who sees me coming over, gets out, smiles at me and says, ‘I am glad we have met. You will have the interview. Not here in Fürth, but in New York, perhaps in Berlin. But you’ll have it.’ I am happy. I like Henry.

And I am getting closer and closer to Walter. The next day we meet in Bamberg, four days later in Leutershausen, at the home of Erika Bickert, the daughter of the Hezners, who were the only ones to stay in touch with the Kissingers after 1933. For the first and only time I hear Walter speaking a bit of German. Then, when he mentions Henry, he calls him ‘Heinz’. That was his brother’s name before they left Germany. I am very moved by that.

 



 



Have I reached my goal? Or am I about to get there? Admittedly, there’s no news from Henry, or at least I haven’t been given a date. I have, on the other hand, had an invitation from Walter and his wife Genie to their ranch in Colorado. That’s where the  first interview with the younger of the two brothers is to take place. I set off on 26 August 2004, with a camera crew, full of hope, but also with the anxious question of whether the interview will be a good one. At the same time it becomes clear to me that Henry’s refusal has its good side: both men together in front of the camera, in Henry’s office, and in two thirty-minute takes - it wouldn’t have worked. So, to Walter.

[image: 002]

The promise: Fürth, 7 June 2004.

At about three o’clock we are in Denver, from there by hire car to Colorado Springs. I am staying at the Broadmoor, a recommendation of Walter’s. Next morning Genie comes to collect me. The ranch is at an altitude of 9,000 feet. They spent three years looking for this place. When they first came to Colorado they fell in love with the landscape. In 1994 they found what they were looking for. The Lazy K Ranch abuts a national park, and that gives Walter the chance to ride as far as sixty miles to the west or north without encountering any traces of modern civilization.

Because rain is bucketing down and mist is rolling up as I get there, at first there isn’t much to be seen. Walter is waiting at the top of the hill, dressed like a cowboy. His greeting is warm and personal; on the way there Genie had warned me that they were expecting guests, and because no one here understands the form of address normally used in Germany, ‘Herr So-and-So’, ‘Frau So-and-So’, we are immediately on first-name terms. Now I am no longer Frau Kurz. I am Evi now.

When the guests arrive for the aforementioned party - an agreeable, informal gathering in the late afternoon - the interview is already behind us. I am allowed to stay at the ranch, in a big apartment in the basement, which has a shelf full of photograph albums. Walter has told me I can look through them. Since I’d like to do that with him, but the opportunity never presents itself, nothing comes of it: I resist the temptation of doing it alone. Later I regret my shyness.

Naturally, I get to know them quite well during our time  together, including Genie, who is of Dutch extraction. I’ve rarely met a woman who can be as winning from the very first moment as Walter’s wife. The natural, sincere way in which she approaches me makes me feel quite at home. There’s nothing artificial, no tactics, not a trace of obsequiousness. Genie wears hardly any make-up, she usually dresses casually, discreetly, and prefers blue, the colour of her eyes. Her open face, intelligent eyes and warm smile invite me to get to know her better.

When I do, I meet an intelligent, cultivated and, above all, consistent woman, who knew very early on what sort of life she was going to follow. Although she doesn’t seem the maternal type, she corresponds to that traditional cliché. She knows that, and it’s what she wants. Her self-image as housewife and mother includes a pronounced level of social commitment. It wasn’t until the early nineties that she gave up some of her voluntary positions: for example, with the American Red Cross, the Suffolk County Child Development Agency, which deals with seriously disabled children, and United Way, one of the leading American charity organizations.

There was no room left for the pursuit of a profession. Her social commitment was a task in itself, and her family was, and remains, the centre of her life: above all Walter, whom she loves and for whom she would walk through fire, but also their children, Bill, Tom, Dana and John. The sons, incidentally, have a rather conflictual relationship with their famous uncle. Like many of their generation they have a critical outlook on many things associated with his name - Vietnam, Cambodia or Chile, for example. In this regard, their father keeps his own counsel, but when necessary defends his brother in debates at home. That’s his principle within the family, just as it is in public.

Genie not only describes him as charming, polite and obliging, she also says that he is extremely correct and a man of great integrity. I can only confirm this. The quality accords with his elegantly reticent manner. The grand public appearances that  his brother Henry likes to stage are not Walter’s thing, although he still has various offices and, among other things, runs the family foundation, along with Genie. He doesn’t make use of his honorary doctorate.
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The woman at Walter’s side: Genie Kissinger during the interview at the Colorado ranch, August 2004.

OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

 
	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	    		 
	   		 
	    		 
		
	



 
	 






OEBPS/evik_9780297856924_oeb_003_r1.jpg





OEBPS/evik_9780297856924_oeb_002_r1.jpg





OEBPS/evik_9780297856924_oeb_001_r1.jpg





OEBPS/evik_9780297856924_msr_cvi_r1.jpg
THE
KISSINGER
SAGA

Kurz, Evi





