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1
            Introduction

         

         I won my first krautrock record in a competition. All I had to do was call the radio station during a narrow window of time. I got through right away.

         Maybe I was lucky, or maybe I was the only caller. Whatever the case, the record arrived a week later: Holger Czukay’s Movies, complete with a biro autograph from the artist himself.

         Back then, in a dull suburb of Hamburg in 1979, the soundtrack of my youth was made up entirely of the Sex Pistols and the Stranglers. The name ‘Holger Czukay’ didn’t exactly sound exciting and his portrait on the cover didn’t improve matters. But I gave Movies a chance – and I was blown away. What I heard was far removed from anything I was used to, and seemed to match neither the name nor the packaging: an electrifying collage of strange sounds, the likes of which I’d only come across on John Peel’s adventurous radio shows. I’d never have thought German musicians were capable of anything like it. And I was immediately so captivated that I kept playing the wondrous tracks over and over, with mounting enthusiasm. Movies would definitely be in my desert-island record box.

         That lucky strike opened up a new world for me. I didn’t know much about Czukay, but I picked up that he’d once been the bassist in a band called Can. They had to be interesting as well, then. But record shops didn’t have much by Can, they didn’t get airplay, and there was nothing at all to read about them. At flea markets, I tracked down albums like Tago Mago, Future Days and Ege Bamyası. I was happy to get hold of solo albums by Irmin Schmidt and records featuring Michael 2Karoli or Jaki Liebezeit – and I was never disappointed. I soon started giving other German musicians a chance, people like Michael Rother, Guru Guru and La Düsseldorf. La Düsseldorf’s predecessors NEU! caught my eye through their debut album’s pop-art cover, which had to be worth a try. And then there was ‘Hallogallo’ right at the start, one of those tracks that blew my mind instantly and forever. It was all the harder for me to imagine that those ten absurd minutes could possibly come from Germany. I wouldn’t have touched the krautrock section in record shops with a barge pole – that name was warning enough.

         So perhaps it’s no coincidence that it was a Brit, in the end, who helped me to overcome my inhibitions: Julian Cope, the singer of the Teardrop Explodes. My previous discovery of Scott Walker had been down to him, since he’d compiled a best-of from his solo records. Imagine my interest when his 1995 book with the strange title krautrocksampler came out, kicking up a fuss in the British music press I pored over every week. His euphoric declaration of love for German musicians like Amon Düül, NEU!, Faust, Tangerine Dream, Ash Ra Tempel, Popol Vuh, Cluster, Harmonia, Klaus Schulze, Witthüser & Westrupp and of course Can surprised me at first – how come people in the UK knew all these Germans? And where did Cope’s almost insane fascination for them come from? Whatever the case, his enthusiasm encouraged me to take a deeper dive into their music. The only thing was, most records by these bands were more of a rumour than a truth, because they were impossible to get hold of anywhere. That didn’t put a stop to my curiosity. If we’d once had such cool music in Germany, why was it such a secret right here?

         Shortly after that I started writing about music myself, and I soon had opportunities to meet Julian Cope’s legendary heroes in the flesh. I interviewed Holger Czukay, Irmin Schmidt and Jaki Liebezeit. Michael Rother often crossed my path in Hamburg anyway; I once even managed to tip a glass of red wine over his shirt when we were both watching a gig.

         In 2001 came the long-overdue NEU! re-releases. I arranged to talk to Rother and his musical partner Klaus Dinger in Köln, and was surprised 3to find that the record company had booked them in on two different floors of the EMI office building – allegedly so they wouldn’t run into each other and start fighting. As different as they were, they were both extremely interesting interview partners. What on earth had happened?

         One afternoon in London not much later, I saw the American hipster-bard Beck practically buying up the whole well-stocked krautrock section at Rough Trade off Portobello Road. Chatting in foreign record shops from Tokyo to Rome, I’d often been asked about ‘Kraut music’ – ‘What are Kraan up to these days?’ ‘Are Amon Düül still together?’ ‘Are Faust still playing gigs?’ ‘Who were the Kosmische Kuriere?’ People were all the more disappointed when I had no answers for them.

         When I involuntarily ended up at a Hamburg Red Hot Chili Peppers gig in 2008 and was about to head home, relieved, after their regular set, the Californians announced a surprise guest. As it turned out, it was their idol Michael Rother, with whom they performed a furioso version of ‘Hallogallo’. What amazed me just as much were the confused faces in the audience, apparently thinking: ‘Who the hell is Michael Rother?’ If I hadn’t realised it before, it was that evening that made me see that I absolutely had to talk to these musicians while I still could, to find out first-hand how their music came about. Once again, it all started with Can – when I revealed my plan, it was Irmin and Hildegard Schmidt who invited me to France, where they live, to tell me their story.

         Thankfully, I was also able to meet Holger Czukay one more time for this book. I sat with him in his studio in Weilerswist outside Köln, over hot chocolate and melting lebkuchen on a boiling-hot day. When I told him I’d won Movies in a radio phone-in all those years ago, he said it was the perfect way to discover his sound world.

         The best krautrock sounds came, in their time, like unheard radio waves from the future, and will go on radioing into the future. This book is about their present day and the past that came before them. And about the people who were part of it.

         
             

         

         Christoph Dallach, Hamburg, late 20204

      

   


   
      
         
5
            ‘Kraut’

         

         
            ‘You want krautrock? You’ll get krautrock!’

            FAUST

         

         MICHAEL ROTHER It all starts with the fact that I don’t really like the name.

         ULRICH RÜTZEL ‘Krautrock’ sounds better than ‘Deutschrock’, at least.

         JULIAN COPE A very brilliant term, something like punk insofar as it both takes the piss AND shows tremendous self-awareness.

         JAKI LIEBEZEIT I don’t mind ‘Kraut’. ‘Rock’ is much worse! Rock doesn’t stand for anything at all. You get Nazis doing rock. If [the schlager singer] Heino sings Rammstein, is that rock? Rock is a problematic term, and Can never made typical rock music. That’s why we never got really famous in Germany. They wanted rock here, and rock comes from blues, but we had nothing in common with blues. I’d call Can more of a pop group than a rock band.

         NIGEL HOUSE As a record dealer, I’m very grateful for the word ‘krautrock’, because I can put all the interesting German music from back then in one section. I know Tangerine Dream don’t have much to do with Can, but from the seller’s point of view, the krautrock label is useful. All that these German bands really have in common is the point in time when most of the records were made. It’s the same with the so-called ‘Manchester bands’. But the pigeonholes help. 6

         SIMON DRAPER I’d even say we invented the term ‘krautrock’ at Virgin, though some people see that differently. When I started there in the early seventies, I was in charge of purchasing for the mail-order department. We used to get loads of letters from customers and there was huge demand for records from Germany. It was usually bands we’d never heard of. We were aware of Can, Kraftwerk and Faust, but people kept asking for things we had no idea about. One name that kept cropping up was Tangerine Dream. So I got in touch with Rolf-Ulrich Kaiser, the head of their record label Ohr. He sent us everything they’d ever released: Tangerine Dream, Popol Vuh, etc., about thirty albums. I took them home for the weekend to my flat in Ladbroke Grove, listened to them all with my younger brother and a friend, made notes and thought about how to sell them. What genre should I put them in, for our newspaper ads? If I’d just listed them alphabetically, no one would have noticed most of them. So we thought up this new name: ‘krautrock’. Maybe someone else had the same idea at the same time, but we did too! And it worked: all thirty krautrock records sold like hot cakes.

         GERHARD AUGUSTIN John Peel established the name ‘krautrock’ for this strange music. But it’s completely wrong for bands like Can or Kraftwerk.

         WINFRID TRENKLER The term came from one of those arrogant British music journos; there were plenty of them around in those days.

         BRIAN ENO I never liked the word because for me it has associations with the war: British soldiers called their German counterparts ‘Krauts’, and it sounds quite offensive to me. I had been aware of German avantgarde music from the late sixties, although my preference was for the stuff that was coming out of America – the minimalists. But I knew there was a unique music scene and sensibility in Germany and I was paying attention to it. 7

         HARALD GROSSKOPF ‘Krautrock’ is a wonderful name. Sure, it threw a lot of things together that don’t go together: from random German bands that were just copying British and American acts to the craziest electronic musicians. The only thing that really ties them all together is the fact that they all deny having anything to do with krautrock. And it was definitely a term of abuse, originally. I remember an article in the British press when Kraftwerk were first getting successful. They’d printed above it in runic letters: ‘MUZAK FROM GERMANY’, with the Brandenburg Gate and flaming SA torches, really pretty bad. And the Brits didn’t even know that sauerkraut is really healthy food. Whenever I heard the word ‘Kraut’ in England, I’d think: you come over to Germany, I’ll treat you to a bratwurst and sauerkraut. And that’s only fair when you’ve been subjected to an English breakfast.

         HELLMUT HATTLER I grew up in Ulm. There were lots of US Army barracks there, and whenever you passed one of them, you’d hear the word ‘Kraut’. We were still the enemy.

         MANI NEUMEIER I quite like the name actually. It doesn’t come from sauerkraut, the food; it’s from the word Kraut – weed, for smoking.

         DANIEL MILLER I didn’t like the name at the time. The whole idea of lumping all these completely different musicians into one genre made no sense to me. I can hardly imagine two bands more different than NEU! and Amon Düül. And neither of them had anything in common with Kraftwerk. The name ‘krautrock’ didn’t even sound like music to me, more like geography and politics. It was typical quick-fire British nonsense. These days it’s an established term, of course, but I still don’t feel comfortable saying it.

         THOMAS KESSLER If I’d known back then that I’d fall under the term later, I’d have been very surprised. 8

         IGGY POP It’s a loathsome, stupid term but like my own first name it has eventually become a kind of affectionate positive, because the music is so good.

         JÜRGEN DOLLASE Krautrock was never a particular style, the field was far too broad for that. There was exciting new music coming out almost every week at the end of the sixties. No one knew where the journey was heading.

         SIGGI LOCH Everything that came out of Germany was labelled ‘Kraut’. For the Brits, we’ve been the Krauts for more than two generations, and it’s not a term of endearment.

         STEVEN WILSON For me, krautrock was always a particular serious artform, with a precise ideology and philosophy, not something staged by the media. I presume none of the bands themselves see themselves as krautrock. The fact that the Faust track is called that is pure irony.

         JEAN-HERVÉ PERON Our ‘Krautrock’ song came about by coincidence. We thought: ‘You want krautrock? You’ll get krautrock!’ These days, the press and young audiences think the name is cool. And we even got to play in a museum. But still, it’s annoying that everything that’s somehow German and hip got filed under ‘krautrock’. The word’s history is about as complicated as our band’s. At the time, we called what we were doing ‘multimedia music’ or ‘progressive music’. But the Brits are known for their sense of humour, sometimes brilliant and sometimes rock-bottom, just like the word ‘krautrock’: a little bit Nazi, a little bit icky.

         HOLGER CZUKAY The name is nonsense. But I never thought it referred to me anyway. Presumably like everyone they’ve ever lumped together under it. Whenever we went to the UK with Can, I always felt like we were respected as one of their bands. 9

         IRMIN SCHMIDT It’s not a term of abuse, for me. We were just the Krauts, for the Brits. You can’t take it as an insult. The French have two names for the Germans: Les Boches, that’s from the war and it’s not that nice, and Les Chleus, which is much nicer. ‘Chleurock’ would be a great name.

         STEPHEN MORRIS An ugly name that probably came about something like: ‘From Germany? Just put that it’s bloody krautrock, innit?’ These days they’d have a whole marketing concept for it.

         KLAUS SCHULZE I thought ‘krautrock’ was a horrible name, but it didn’t matter in the end. We made electronic music – neither kraut nor rock.

         PAUL WELLER I feel the term ‘krautrock’ doesn’t do the music justice. A lot of it isn’t ‘rock’ for a start and certainly not rock ’n’ roll. It has a different groove of its own and no swing as such. It is absolutely Northern European and couldn’t have come from anywhere else. There’s a detachment and feeling of isolation to the music. The feeling of a new generation working outside of what was expected and finding their own path. As someone who was brought up on soul, pop and rock ’n’ roll, the German music from this time has a very different form of expression and body to it, to my ears.

         CHRISTIAN BURCHARD The Sun once wrote about Embryo: ‘Some low-flying Messerschmidts.’ Maybe it was meant to be funny, but it was also a bit mean. We played with Ginger Baker’s Air Force in the Grugahalle in Essen, once. He wouldn’t even look at us backstage, just threw his drumsticks at us, really disdainful, and said to his bandmates: ‘I’ve had enough of these damn Bluts.’ He called his German audience ‘fucking Bluts’. 10

         CHRIS KARRER We don’t call English music ‘tommyrock’, do we? But I don’t really give a shit, at the end of the day.

         DIETER MOEBIUS For me, krautrock was more bands like Guru Guru or Kraan. They were at least doing rock in a classic line-up, with drums and guitars. Cluster now being classed as krautrock, retrospectively, and me being called a ‘godfather of krautrock’, that’s a misunderstanding.

         GABI DELGADO-LÓPEZ For us punks back then, krautrock was more like Grobschnitt, Jane or Birth Control, all music we weren’t much into. We didn’t include bands like NEU! or Kraftwerk. The problem was actually the word ‘rock’. We liked everything that was a bit less ‘rocky’, stuff like NEU! or Tangerine Dream and Klaus Schulze. It was just newer and more interesting. Guru Guru or Grobschnitt were boring by comparison. Hippy music. The Brits meant krautrock as a term of abuse, and I wish the German bands they labelled with it had found a more confident musical response. I wish they’d said: we’re the Krauts! Like African Americans in hip-hop did with the N-word: just annex the term of abuse and turn it around.

         LÜÜL Everyone involved at the time had a kind of love–hate relationship with the word. But over the years it became more like a seal of approval, partly through accolades from people like Brian Eno and David Bowie. In France they called it ‘cosmic music’, which I liked a lot better.

         LUTZ LUDWIG KRAMER I love my food, but we stood for something new and not for the sauerkraut our grannies used to make. We broke with structures – how could they give us such a backward-looking name?

         JEAN-MICHEL JARRE There’s something symbolic inherent to it too, though: the sense of affront because the Anglophones weren’t involved 11in the phenomenon. Then again, they’re distancing themselves, making it clear that their music is different. A lot of Americans and Brits didn’t have the imagination for this kind of music. Of course there are interesting rock groups in France or Germany, but ultimately we only ever produce copies based on American and British templates. After World War Two, rock colonised the whole world. Krautrock was its own thing, with European roots, and that wasn’t to everyone’s taste.

         LIMPE FUCHS I still make my own sauerkraut. 12
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            The Fifties
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            Post-War Youth

         

         
            ‘As a teenager, I daydreamed about shooting up my school with a tank. But I couldn’t afford it so I ditched the plan.’

            HOLGER CZUKAY

         

         ALEXANDER VON SCHLIPPENBACH When I started school we still had to say ‘Heil Hitler’ for two days – and all of a sudden it turned into ‘Guten Morgen’.

         HANS-JOACHIM ROEDELIUS I lived through the tough air-raid nights and then the whole evacuation, escaping the bombs; it was crazy. Now, looking back, none of it seems as grim as it felt to me at the time. I can’t even remember if I was really scared when bombs were dropping on me, for example. My sister says I was scared shitless. She sometimes had to take me down to the air-raid shelter because our parents were in a different one.

         ALEXANDER VON SCHLIPPENBACH We saw the Russian invasion. I remember the Americans came to our village first, but unfortunately, they left again a fortnight later. Then we had to move from comfortable lodgings to a bomb-damaged house with cracks in the walls. It was pretty special in the winter. It’s hard to say whether that childhood has anything to do with the way I perceive music and express myself musically. My father hadn’t fought in the war because he had a lung injury. I heard stories, of course, from friends’ parents. I knew about the destruction in the big cities and the massive air raids and I remember the drone of the engines when the American planes flew their attacks at night. People didn’t talk about the war much, especially at school. They were all just too busy surviving, in those post-war years. 16

         HANS-JOACHIM ROEDELIUS After the war ended in 1945 we were near Berlin, in the Spreewald area, which was Russian-occupied. My mother tried to get me piano lessons but the piano was out of tune. I didn’t feel like reading notes and the out-of-tune piano annoyed me as well. Then when my father died of TB in 1948, my mother couldn’t afford the lessons any more anyway. My father had been a medical orderly in World War One, had breathed in mustard gas and was left with damaged lungs. That’s why he didn’t have to go to war later on. No one fired a single bullet in my family, thank God!

         JAKI LIEBEZEIT I’m ancient, born in 1938, old enough to have experienced the Third Reich. I didn’t understand it at the time, though. Just that my father wasn’t there, that puzzled me. And then when I got shot at, I thought it was normal. There were bullets flying around me a few times and I saw bombs hit. As a child, you don’t think you might die at that moment. I was very lucky but the Nazis still damaged me – and plenty, at that. I first started asking questions during my school-days. Up to the end of the sixties, there were a lot of Nazi ideas still going around in Germany. People acted accordingly, that authoritarian master-race behaviour. Most of the teachers in my schooldays had a Nazi past. They weren’t really bad Nazis, but they were Nazis. You come across it even now, sometimes. By 1968 the war was only twenty years ago, and plenty of Third Reich mud had stuck. What we did then with Can had a lot to do with clearing away that past.

         HOLGER CZUKAY I came to Germany from Poland in 1945, to Beetzendorf near Salzwedel, in the East. I was very young at the time, about six. There were five of us children. When the Russians started closing in, we fled to Limburg. My brother’s a philosopher, he went to England and ended up as a philosopher with the Royal Air Force in the early sixties, he really did. Czukay wasn’t a good name in the war. So my grandfather made a fake family tree and just claimed we were really called Schüring, to get round the whole Polish thing. Later, I played in 17a pub with two Polish women on vocals, and they asked me if I knew what czukay means. No, I didn’t know. It means ‘search’. That name suits me better than any other, I thought. Stockhausen advised me to re-adopt the name as well.

         IRMIN SCHMIDT My school was a viper’s nest of old Nazis. We had a history teacher, for example, who’d been head of training for the Nazis’ Reich Labour Service. I found that out because I was reading more and more at the time. The teacher was actually all right as a person, but his past was still an issue for me. I started writing for the school magazine at fifteen, and I went public with every teacher’s Nazi biography that I could prove. A man helped me, he was the director of the Amerika-haus. I’d met him at concerts there. He was Jewish, so I thought he was bound to know a lot about what happened back then. Anyway, this man got hold of documents for me; he must have been fascinated by this fifteen-year-old coming along and bombarding him with questions about those days. It must have been around 1952, a bloody long time before 1968. That was when my struggle with German history began.

         BERND WITTHÜSER I was born in 1944 in Mülheim on the Ruhr, practically down a mine, the Rosenbogen Mine. The pregnant women and the women who’d just had babies, they were exported to the Sauerland for a while, back then. But after that they all had to go back to the mine, and that’s where we got bombed by the Brits. My mother used to chuck me in a bag and run to the nearest bunker. Deep down, I still have that feeling that I only ever wanted to get away; I’ve always been on the run in my mind. But actually, as children, we liked playing on the bombsites. We had plenty of space; everything was flattened. I didn’t know my father and my mother was far too busy to talk to me. So we never spoke about Hitler and the lost war or anything. But my family were miners, salt of the earth, they weren’t interested in all that. They had enough on their plate just getting their kids through, there was no scope for deep thoughts. 18

         HARALD GROSSKOPF My schooldays were pretty bad. Apart from a few young teachers, we were taught entirely by Nazi-infiltrated, authoritarian old men. We argued a lot, but less about the Nazi days than about their authoritarian ways. When we got bored we’d just ask the teachers what it was like in the war, and then they’d bluster on about their heroic adventures for hours on end. Later on I saw a few of them on my old school’s website, three of them in photos from the late thirties, and if you looked carefully you could clearly see the Nazi party badges on their lapels. The teachers punished us with beatings and bad marks. I once saw a teacher break a boy’s finger when he raised his arms in self-defence, and even that had no consequences. Or the school caretaker would come into our classroom if we were too noisy, put his hands on his hips and yell: ‘It’s like a Jews’ school in here!’ They got away with that kind of racist crap. No one got upset about it back then.

         BERND WITTHÜSER We never talked about the war at school, either. The only thing that happened was more and more teachers came back from POW camps, and they were always crying. But we weren’t easy kids, we used to torment them. We were young and we wanted to live – and all they ever did was weep. But you don’t pick up on that as a child. When we started to understand it all, later, it was pretty terrible. One more reason for me to want out of there, away from that grey coal-mining country.

         IRMIN SCHMIDT In the end I got thrown out of school for my Nazi research. There was our Latin teacher, for example, who I actually liked a lot and he liked me, but unfortunately, he’d been a major in Rommel’s army and he didn’t exactly stand out for acts of resistance. Another teacher, some Baron von something, had even been head of a Nazi party school in Hungary. I got on well with them but I still went public about their past, which didn’t exactly endear me to them, of course. And they came to me and said: ‘Schmidt, can’t you just stop this?’ And I said: ‘No! I’m not going to stop. What I find out has to 19come out, has to be said, and I’ll do the same with my father.’ The fight with my father was especially painful, naturally, very painful. I asked him how he could live with guilt like that. With something like that on his conscience. And no surprise, he fought back against my accusations.

         BERND WITTHÜSER My mother wanted two things: first, for me to get confirmed, as a Protestant – so I had to trudge through that. And secondly, for me to learn a trade, best of all mining. I thought of my grandad and my uncle and their sad black eyes and I knew: I’ll do anything, but I’ll never go down the pit! So then I trained as an electrician at Krupps. That wasn’t all that bad, but I still thought it was shit. Where they’d been making cannons, now they were making little bells. Factory work was not for me, either. I started playing music back then, and soon got out.

         GÜNTER SCHICKERT There weren’t enough teachers after the war; lots of them had been wiped out. They took the survivors and asked them a quick couple of questions, and Bob’s your uncle, they were de-Nazified and they could go back to work. It was exactly the same in the justice system, where the judges and prosecutors were often old Nazis as well. They’d all been officially de-Nazified, but they were pretty authoritarian and stiff. We had a teacher for Heimatkunde, which was like local history, Herr Brandt, and everyone had to stand up when he came into the classroom, stand to attention and chant: ‘Guten Morgen, Herr Brandt!’ If anyone didn’t do it, he’d throw his keys at him. Then one day Ronald, the oldest boy in the class, went to the front, slapped Herr Brandt in the face and said: ‘If you throw things at me, I’ll hit you.’ He got sent to the headmaster and expelled.

         JAKI LIEBEZEIT I remember a geography teacher who proudly proclaimed he’d been a U-boat captain. I thought that was interesting and didn’t think any more about it. He was a good teacher too. There was 20no arguing with the teachers. My school was completely conservative and authoritarian. If you said anything bad about a teacher you had to go to the headmaster and you got a warning, and if it happened again they threw you out. I got expelled because I didn’t meet their expectations of subservience. So I had to move from the small town of Hannoversch Münden to Kassel, and I soon met the trumpeter Manfred Schoof there – free jazz, no more subservience.

         MICHAEL HOENIG The school I went to was a totally reactionary place, Schiller Grammar School, the second school in Berlin to teach French as the first foreign language. All the teachers were men from the Third Reich who’d managed to get back into their old jobs, with a few rare exceptions, of course. In 1967 the headmaster called me in front of all the teaching staff. They wanted to make an example of me, after the [right-wing] Springer press had published a picture of me at a demonstration. It was to be made clear to me that something like that was not allowed, and they wanted to bully some sense into me with bad marks. Luckily, my father was clever enough to go to the school and make a complaint about my treatment. Him doing that for me made me very proud and gave me a lot of strength and emotional protection, but it didn’t achieve anything else. I went on arguing with my parents every day. They both worked, worked their fingers to the bone; there was nothing left of their wealthy background after the war. How many women worked back in 1967? My mother went out to work every morning.

         IRMIN SCHMIDT At seventeen, I met the photographer for the Dortmund Opera House, a Jewish man who’d come back to Germany. He’d got out of the country by hook or by crook at the last moment, before the war. He was a wonderful person, to whom I owe my love of literature. He was a kind of intellectual father figure for me, and one day he said: ‘Everything you’ve done is good, but it’s time to stop now. You have to think of yourself as well.’ There’s a story that says a lot 21about what he was like. We were once invited, he and I, to some rich people’s house where I’d played chamber music as a student. There was a dinner, and there was this brash man there, perhaps forty at the time, but he didn’t know my friend Kirchberg was Jewish. He felt the need to bring the topic up, which none of us really wanted. But this guy just couldn’t stop talking, and he said no one could imagine the thing with the six million dead Jews, how was that supposed to work? And then Kirchberg gave him this kind look and said: ‘No, I can’t imagine it either, all I can imagine is sixteen dead Jews: my father, my mother, my two sisters …’ – and he reeled off all his murdered relatives. Perfectly calm, listing every one of them by name. You could have heard a pin drop at the table. The man who couldn’t stop talking left the room immediately.

         HARALD GROSSKOPF We were far too young to stand up to all that, and we hadn’t even had it explained to us what it meant to be a Nazi. I was twelve when we went to Bergen-Belsen, and I was shocked. We went along perfectly happily, completely clueless, but when we entered the camp we went quiet. We stood there facing long mass graves with gravestones saying 2,500, 5,000 or 15,000. And then the photos. That was the first time I was really shocked. After that I started asking my parents questions. But our parents wanted to suppress it all, there was suppression everywhere: in the justice system, the police, at school – and at home. The Third Reich cast a huge shadow over West Germany.

         MANI NEUMEIER They didn’t tell us what Uncle Adolf had done, at school in München. We’d hear stories from parents, friends and acquaintances about what had gone on, but we never covered it at school, neither in writing nor out loud.

         GÜNTER SCHICKERT My mother walked out when I was twelve. But she came back, because of me and my sister. My father was severely disabled, often in terrible pain and on tablets. He’d sometimes lose his 22temper when he drank. At some point it got too much for my mother once and for all, and then she was gone. After that I was alone with my father. So at the time when I asked those kinds of questions, my mother wasn’t there any more, and my father refused to talk about the war. When I asked, all he’d say was that he’d been a motorcycle marksman, with a gun in his hand in a sidecar, and always had to give reports. That was in France; I presume he killed a few people there as well, but he didn’t like talking about it. But he’d only been there at the beginning, and then his illness meant he was soon unfit to fight. He spent the rest of the war in Berlin. That was bad enough. My mother told me how tough that was. But I didn’t see how bad it really was until later, in pictures and films. At school, I was shown a film with footage from the concentration camps, twice. At primary school we all went to the school hall, lights down, roll the film. It was really the hardest things you can imagine, piling up the dead with bulldozers, horrific … The looks on their faces. Terrible. It’s stayed with me all my life. That horror is still lodged deep inside me.

         HOLGER CZUKAY I never really knew my father; he was definitely a Nazi. He used to tell people little things about the Russian campaign, but he never actually said anything. And my mother held back completely on the subject. She felt it was tasteless.

         HELLMUT HATTLER They were all just programmed that way. My father always said he did have to go to Russia but he never shot at anyone, because he thought the war was shit. That’s not necessarily the truth, but I still thought it was great. My father experienced bad things, of course, but he tried to keep out of it as best he could. I believed him as well. In retrospect it’s clear they were traumatised and just wanted to be left in peace. All our parents cared about was owning a home and eating regular meals. I couldn’t understand it at the time; I found it unbearable and I just wanted to do everything differently. Through the post-war economic boom, though, and with the new sexual liberation, 23my generation was in a comfortable position; it was an era of experiments. That freedom we young people had scared the older generations; they’d never known anything like it.

         HARALD GROSSKOPF My father was a Nazi party member. There’s a photo from 1944, not long before the war ended, where he’s wearing his uniform with a blue mark on the lapel. And when we looked carefully, it turned out to be a party badge. So my father stuck with the party to the bitter end. My fight with him became the major conflict of my life. He thought war was terrible, and he even supported me to do community rather than military service, but he claimed the Nazis weren’t all that bad. He said he’d had a good time in the Hitler Youth and my mother in the League of German Girls, but it was all long gone and why did we have to talk about politics so much? When I was doing my community service and went home for the weekend, it wasn’t ten minutes before the two of us were at each other’s throats, always on the same subject. My big brother hadn’t asked those questions, but I was the rebel, which was probably what ended up taking me to krautrock.

         KARL BARTOS The street where I grew up was full of late returners from POW camps and wounded old soldiers. Someone would knock on our door every day and ask if we could spare anything to eat. They weren’t beggars; they’d lost their roots, they didn’t know where to go. There were a lot of layers to post-war Germany. There were old Nazis who were now judges or policemen and had just slipped into the next system unnoticed. And there were the broken working people who had nothing, like my parents. My father wouldn’t talk about the war; it was taboo. He’d been a Russian prisoner of war at the age of twenty, for more than two years, and he still had frostbite on his feet and severe malaria attacks – hard to imagine. I can even understand, in a way, that he didn’t want to talk about all that; he’d handed over his future and his emotions in Russia. These days, Bundeswehr soldiers get a medical release for PTSD after three months in Afghanistan. That’s 24a good thing, but back then a whole generation had post-traumatic stress disorder and psychoses, and never got any treatment. My father suffered from it all his life. I didn’t understand his hostile reactions to my questions until much later. In my younger days, it ended up in absolute non-communication. My parents simply weren’t capable of having these conversations with me. My father had been brainwashed in the Third Reich. He still functioned after the war, took good care of his family, but his emotions were shot. He thought Marlene Dietrich was a traitor. And then my sister married an occupying British soldier.

         LUTZ LUDWIG KRAMER From the age of six to ten, I was at a convent school in the Allgäu, surrounded by nuns who maltreated us. You’d be forced to eat your own vomit for a day and a night, for example. I didn’t do it. You’d sit there with your plate, everyone had gone to bed, they wouldn’t even let me go to the toilet, I wet myself and was caned on my bare arse and my fingers. I was sent there at six and a half and they let me go home again four years later. After the war, my parents were more interested in their careers than in me. My father was in the film business and my mother was a soprano, worked with the opera singer Rudolf Schock and lots of others. I think they just wanted to get me out of the way. They sold it to me by saying they’d been advised to send me there, but I never believed them. My time with the nuns was traumatic, still is to this day. If you’re beaten and maltreated like that at six and a half, you never get it out of your head.

         PETER BRÖTZMANN My childhood was fine, actually. My father didn’t come back from his Russian POW camp until late; that was in 1949. My mother, my sister and I were evacuated to Pomerania in the last years of the war. And then my mother got us out to the West somehow. For me, that meant I grew up relatively unattended. We spent a lot of time playing in the streets, and that wasn’t a bad thing. I learned how to feel independent from a young age. We ran around in street gangs, stealing whatever we could get our hands on: fruit, coal and wood, 25turnips out of fields, and so on. Pretty much everyone was doing it. We were well organised, but the police would still pay us a visit now and then. At the end of the day, though, our youth was a good time, an adventure. My father had only been a private and he came back from the war at the same rank. His older brother was a high-ranking Wehrmacht officer, though, who’d come and see us once in a while. My father hated talking about his war experiences, but his brother loved telling us about the Wehrmacht’s heroic achievements. Listening to him was interesting, at least. But my real conflicts with the Nazi era happened elsewhere. I remember them showing Alain Resnais’ film Night and Fog at my grammar school one day. I must have been about fourteen. That was the experience that changed everything for me; my parents both came from what’s now Poland. And then I read up about the Warsaw ghetto and stories like that, read everything I could find on the subject.

         MICHAEL ROTHER The past wasn’t talked about at home. My father suffered a lot during World War Two. He was desperately unhappy to be called up for military service, he said, and I believed him. He spent five years as a prisoner of war in Russia, didn’t get back until 1949. I played in München recently, and before the gig I went for a walk around the neighbourhood where I first grew up. I took photos, went to the building where we used to live, stood in the doorway and looked out at the world, to compare my memories of the past with the present. From a child’s perspective, all the war damage was exciting; a good deal was burned down and bombed out. We got to play in the ruins of the bombed houses. Secretly exploring blocked-off stairwells was an adventure. My parents created a perfect world for me. I was well looked-after and loved, shielded from anything that might have been upsetting. Painful war memories and things like that weren’t discussed when I was around. So it was an advantage that I was still so young after the war. When I came back to Düsseldorf with my parents in 1963, after our years abroad, every trace of the war was gone and 26the economy was up and running again. But my father wouldn’t have been willing to talk about it. Then again, I never thought of raising the subject either. After his time in Pakistan, and before that in London, the nice schoolboy Michael had four years of school to catch up on. That’s a lot; you can imagine how many sleepless nights I had. I was even tutored in German for a year and a half. It was hard work. My father died before any tension could have come up between us. After that I took care of my mother. It never occurred to me to make trouble. And I never had to argue; I was even allowed to bring girlfriends home. My mother even put up with me practising guitar for six hours a day.

         CHRISTIAN BURCHARD I saw hardly any war damage. There wasn’t much bombing in Hof or Bayreuth, or not compared to München, at least. As a child, I was incredibly impressed to see tanks driven by Black soldiers. I have very clear memories of that. The soldiers would smile and wave at us kids. That was a big experience for me. I thought: cool, Black men are in charge of the world! I must have been about three or something. The Black soldiers were very friendly, but everyone ran away from them. We had a teacher at primary school who kept talking about how he’d shot Russians. He loved reminiscing and revelling in having wiped out piles of Russians with his machine gun, which ones he’d shot in the head and where he’d shot them all. That was part of our primary education. And it went on the same way at grammar school. On the day commemorating Stauffenberg’s attempt on Hitler’s life, the teacher came into the classroom and stared out of the window and then said he had to do this commemoration with us, but that the men we were commemorating were actually traitors. The headmaster was an SPD member by then, but he’d been a high-ranking Nazi party functionary before. We were well aware of that old Nazi stench. A lot of teachers still revelled in their acts of heroism, called the resistance in Germany a terrible disaster. Said we’d only lost the war because of all those traitors. Debates weren’t possible; they could ruin your life if they wanted to – you didn’t stand a chance as a schoolboy. We had to 27write an essay once about how we imagined German reunification. I suggested leaving NATO and joining the Warsaw Pact, and that would get reunification done pretty quickly. Of course, that got me an F and a whole lot of trouble. I even had to sign something saying that that had never been taught in class. No teacher I had was ever brought to justice for what he’d done in the Third Reich.

         PETER BRÖTZMANN At grammar school, there were teachers with personal ‘background issues’, if you will, but I was lucky enough only to be taught by sensible people. We read Brecht, Kafka and [the humanist writer] Wolfgang Borchert at school. I had no reason to complain. I set up a jazz club at school when I was fourteen. I’d play the dozen records I owned in the music room in the afternoon. There was a school band with a good clarinettist. He finished school and his spot was free, so I picked up the clarinet and started playing along with my records. And that was how the entire drama started.

         LUTZ LUDWIG KRAMER I never tried to fit in at school. Maybe that’s why they picked me as class representative. All I did in the job was propaganda for the Beatles and the Stones, and I made sure all the important Merseybeat news made it to our noticeboard. I was constantly arguing with the teachers, who were really tough on the less well-off kids. And then I’d complain to the headmistress about that kind of thing, because it was so unjust. One of my school reports said I had an ‘exaggerated sense of justice’ – word for word. They claimed I was incapable of fitting in, so they decided to send me to the school psychiatrist. His name was Kaschinsky; he said I was ‘not pliable’ and recommended they take me out of grammar school and send me to a secondary modern, and then they wanted me to train as a bricklayer later on. So I got sent to a new school. The headmaster was an early Nazi party member who hadn’t been allowed to work in the fifties, for that reason, but then got a job at this secondary modern school. The day I turned up, he tore the ‘Make Love Not War’ badge off my 28parka. West Berlin was still fascist in spirit, all over the place physically and mentally. My class teacher advised me to leave as soon as possible, persuaded me I was intelligent enough for grammar school. And later I did go back.

         GÜNTER SCHICKERT I was conceived during the Soviet blockade. I didn’t think post-war Berlin was that bad. My mother used to say: ‘You were born when the first bananas came.’ After the blockade, West Berlin was a great place to be, nice and quiet, hardly any cars, plenty of space everywhere, like one big adventure playground. There were bombsites on every street. We’d play in old garages where the concrete ceilings were slanting in, but we still went in there, of course. We’d go down to the cellars in the embassy district in Tiergarten; one of us got buried under rubble down there once.

         PETER BAUMANN My first memories of Berlin start around ten years after the war. What’s stuck with me is that there wasn’t any fruit. When things were going well, my parents would get us an orange once a week, which we shared between the four of us. As a child, I thought it was normal that so much was destroyed. We didn’t even notice all the bullet holes left in the walls. I only became aware of the political circumstances in 1961, when the Berlin Wall was built. I was away with my mother and brother, and my mother suddenly said we had to go straight back to Berlin because they were building a wall there. That didn’t scare me much, but I was a bit shaken by how nervous my mother was.

         LÜÜL I was born seven years after the war, in Berlin. But there were still ruins everywhere and lots of bombed-out buildings when I was little. I lived in Charlottenburg, though, where everything had been fixed up nicely again; we’d just discover an old bunker now and then. We were perhaps the first generation who didn’t experience the war first-hand. My father had been a soldier, and my sister, who was on the far left, always started arguments with him. I was less interested in 29politics. It was much more important to me that my parents were loving and open. At some point, though, I did wonder how it had all been possible. Later on, I drove through East Germany a few times and got regularly stopped and searched, with my long hair. I felt kind of sorry for the guys who did it, because they were all just taking orders. But the intimidation still worked. For later generations, it’s always easy to say: how could you let it happen? But when push comes to shove, only a few people are really brave.

         MICHAEL HOENIG I was born in Hamburg, although both my parents were from Berlin. They had to get out of Berlin for a while, there was no other way to escape. We moved back in 1954, but the city was still in a state of destruction. We moved into social housing by the Lietzensee, a beautiful lake. My parents got a flat in a new building that belonged to [film director and mountain climber] Luis Trenker, who lived right at the top in a penthouse with a roof garden. I had an idyllic childhood in that neighbourhood: church and kindergarten, a perfect world. The war ruins were far away in other parts of town. But my father would take me walking around them and explain to me what had happened during the war and why. It was a really clever thing to do, sometimes taking me around town on a bus on the weekend and telling me about his younger days. Only I didn’t understand how it was all connected for a long time. That didn’t happen until I was twelve or thirteen.

         LUTZ LUDWIG KRAMER We lived in this amazing flat in Berlin’s Neu-Westend area. Every third mansion had been bombed because the Nazi generals used to live there during the war. And we’d play Cowboys and Indians in the ruins of these old Nazis’ mansions. I remember the swimming pools full of shrapnel. That was the atmosphere I grew up in. My father had been classified as half Jewish by the Nazis and persecuted. He was in the Reich Theatre Chamber but he got hardly any acting jobs. He’d always black out his Jewish name on forms because our real name was Lazerus, which would be my name as 30well, in theory. But my parents took my grandmother’s name instead, and that’s what saved them, because she was from this elite Rhineland family, heritage white as snow. My mother was a singer. She went to the front in the war and sang there. My father tried to get acting jobs and set up a concert agency in Potsdam. I’ve got boxes and boxes of correspondence that proves my father was persecuted not just by the Nazis, but by the East German Socialist Unity Party as well, later on. My parents tried not to talk about the war. And they had very bad memories of it because they’d been bombed out twice and lost everything. In the GDR, they lost their land as well, by appropriation. All my father ever said was that there could never be anything like the Nazis ever again. He was left-leaning, while my mother was pretty conservative. She was pals with [the Bavarian arch-conservative] Franz Josef Strauss; she met him and got his autograph. I’ve got letters from [the conservative politicians] Ludwig Erhard, Strauss, Helmut Kohl and Edmund Stoiber to my mother. A very strange story.

         LIMPE FUCHS My mother was a zither player from Innsbruck, and my father was a violinist in a silent-movie theatre in München. During the war they had to sell their instruments to buy food. Then they never went back to playing after the war, and the only music we heard was on the radio or, later, the TV. I grew up in München, and my father only ever wanted to listen to the Bayern 1 station, but I always loved the whistles and trills of shortwave radio. My father thought that was odd, of course, because the only music you get in München is German folk music and classical stuff. But we never argued over it; actually, we barely talked to each other. My father was a convinced communist. He was denounced, locked up in Stadelheim prison for three months, and then emigrated to South America. He really wanted to go to the US, but they wouldn’t let Germans in.

         RENATE KNAUP The war hadn’t made a mark on the Allgäu region [in the mountainous deep south of Germany]. Here and there a town 31centre had been shot up, but I never saw any of that as a child. There’d been hardly any air raids, either. The British Army was stationed in our town, Sonthofen. It’s a garrison town with three military barracks, and it’s where Hitler had his horrific Ordensburg cadre school. As an attractive young woman, I’ll just say it was a terrible place to live because there were always about forty pairs of eyes on you wherever you went. My best friend and I swore an oath never to go out with a soldier. We talked about the war at home, of course. My father was a pilot and a mechanic and got sent to Tunis and I don’t know where else. He probably only survived because he’d behaved badly and they wouldn’t let him fly any more. Everyone else from his squadron died. My father was a Nazi too, but not the really rigid kind, more like: ‘We were men!’ My grandfather, though, completely condemned National Socialism and often argued with my father about it. But I never talked to either of them much about the war. When my father got the blues, he’d cry. A lot of men came back from the war with their nerves shot. And they were never looked after. No one ever asked them how it had been for them. My father drowned his blues in alcohol, if he had to.

         MANI NEUMEIER I didn’t pick up on much of the war. Luckily, we didn’t live in München; we were out by Lake Starnberg. But I did see the night sky light up above München from there. The droning of hundreds of American planes flying over us – I still have that sound in my head. The surrender was very liberating; the feeling of constant fear fell away.

         RENATE KNAUP My father was a musician, played swing and that kind of thing. He did it professionally until I was six. Then he was in an American prisoner-of-war camp. He was an agile, worldly man, so he started a band in the camp, and that meant he got into the officers’ mess and got hold of great things for trading and fabric my mother could make clothes out of. There was a lot of wheeling and dealing. I
32only knew my father as a nice-smelling man in a black tuxedo, going out and coming back home with friends at four in the morning, and then my mother would conjure something up in the kitchen and we kids would sit on the musicians’ laps. I thought that was great, even if my mother didn’t. But we were a bit out of things because we weren’t an average family. I’ve got three siblings, and we were always singing at home, four or five of us. We didn’t get our presents at Christmas until we’d sung the whole litany, in six parts. My father was a very good singer, and so was my mother.

         CHRISTIAN BURCHARD First there was nothing but football, and then music came along. No idea why. I had piano lessons as a kid and had to play Bach and that kind of thing. If I played a wrong note, the teacher would whack me so hard on the fingers that it hurt for a week. The first music I was into was on the radio; I can’t remember exactly what it was. All I know is that my parents switched it off. Some sort of jazz, presumably. Then we went on a school trip for a week, and there was a piano, which they let you play. I plunked the keys a bit and my friend Dieter drummed along on saucepans. We were surprised to find people liked it. And it was so much fun that we got more and more into music.

         RENATE KNAUP I liked learning things, but my parents didn’t give us much support. When it came to school, we were on our own. Then when I did my O-levels [mittlere Reife in Germany] there was a teacher who didn’t like me, and she failed me. They’d punish us at school by slamming our elbows on the edge of the desk. One girl who came from a difficult social background got washed with the blackboard sponge every morning, in front of the whole class. Pretty scary stuff. It was women who were mean to us like that. Because I had a good singing voice, I got sent to other classes to demonstrate: ‘This is Renate, listen to her, this is how to do it!’ That was a bit of a privilege. After I left school I did a commercial apprenticeship. I had to get out from 33under my parents’ feet and earn my own money. I had no idea what I wanted to do, so my mother said: ‘Come on, you’ve got to do something sensible, do an apprenticeship in a shop.’ I just looked at her and said: ‘Mum, I’ll do it for three years, but afterwards I’ll do something completely different.’ And then I stuck it out for three years in an optician’s, jewellery and china shop in the Allgäu. The boss wanted to keep me on and make me a department manager, but I said: ‘No, thanks – I’ve got to go to England.’ That was a big decision, obviously.

         ASMUS TIETCHENS I grew up in Eimsbüttel in the north of Hamburg. At Hellkamp station and across the road, there were bombsites where we still played as little kids in the late forties and early fifties. There were no unexploded bombs left, though; they’d all been cleared. I have very clear memories of it. But we never asked what had happened there – we were kids. The rubble was just there. It’s not like kids these days would ask: ‘Where do the nice trees and pavements come from?’ If the adults didn’t explain of their own accord why the rubble was there, and as long as our building was all in one piece, we didn’t ask. Of course, once I got older I did start asking questions at some point. I went to a conservative grammar school, so those questions were answered in a very particular way. Looking back, I have to say that some teachers misrepresented the facts. They taught us a hair-raising version of history, but hardly anyone questioned it. A few of my schoolmates knew more than me, reflected more on the matter and dug deeper. For a long time, I didn’t understand their protests, and I was very late to start wondering: why are they arguing so hard with our history teacher?

         JEAN-MICHEL JARRE There were discussions in France too. My mother fought in the French Resistance. Through her, I grew up with the attitude that we had to make a new start after World War Two – on all levels. My mother was also clear from an early age that you must never equate ideologies with people, and that a German isn’t necessarily a Nazi. That was a rare standpoint in France at the time. Her 34message was: cast off all the ballast and seek your own path. That was how she pushed me into the future.

         JEAN-HERVÉ PERON My mother came from the Basque country. She worked for a Spanish countess, and she loved singing. My father was from Brittany. He played the violin and built ships. I was born in 1949 in Casablanca, and my sister was born there too; it had something to do with the war. We played a lot of music together at home. My mother was always singing. She sang while I was still in the womb: Spanish, French and Basque. It must have influenced me, for sure. To this day, I have folk songs in my mind that my mother used to sing and schlager tunes by Gilbert Bécaud and that kind of thing. My sister and I were forced to go to music school. I was young and didn’t want to make music. And music lessons at school were awful. But I still played the trumpet.

         JEAN-MICHEL JARRE I always had a special relationship with Germany; that goes back to my mother. A cousin of mine was in charge of feeding the French troops in Berlin, and I spent a few summer holidays with him at the end of the fifties. That was a Berlin still scarred by the destruction of World War Two, a dark, unruly city where you’d see a lot of suffering. But, for me, the chaotic atmosphere was really exciting. You got the feeling anything you could possibly imagine might happen there, because nothing really worked properly any more. Berlin back then was full of people who wanted to try things out and experiment. There was this ludicrously creative atmosphere. I remember you could physically feel the city’s huge energy. And that was reflected in new German film and in music like krautrock. It all has its roots in the time before the Wall was built.

         MICHAEL HOENIG I never got any musical training and I wasn’t interested in it either. Music was something my grandmother listened to, when I had lunch in her apartment on Richard-Wagner-Strasse twice a 35week, opposite the ruined German Opera House in Berlin. Once they rebuilt it, she immediately dragged me along to all the performances. All my friends and I tried things out back then, experimented with various forms of expression: I was doing photography, light projections, which were always fun and inspiring. I was sixteen or seventeen at the time. I started making music at eighteen. Not that people would call it music; it was more on a metaphysical level. My parents had always offered to get me piano or guitar lessons. All my friends had learned some instrument or other. I tried it for a while, but I couldn’t stand being taught something in such strict arrangements. Music lessons seemed to me like some Nazi trying to force me to do things. So I never learned an instrument. It was just too boring. Luckily my parents were wise enough to say: ‘If you don’t want to, you don’t have to.’ So music wasn’t on the agenda for me at all.

         RENATE KNAUP I stayed in London for a year and a half. My parents didn’t have a telephone back then, so I just used to write occasional letters home. My boyfriend was working at Ronnie Scott’s, where I saw a lot of big acts. And then I’d often walk around Soho on my own at night – pretty dangerous. I lived on Wardour Street and used to take a short cut down Dean Street late at night. It was scary, but very exciting.

         ALEXANDER VON SCHLIPPENBACH There wasn’t a lot of music at home. There’d be Bavarian folk music and marches on the radio sometimes. My father wasn’t bad on the accordion, and after the war people in Upper Bavaria would sometimes play music for food. The first strong, direct musical influence I remember was the Upper Bavarian Jakob Roider, known as ‘Roider Jackl’. He was a very popular man, almost an icon of Bavarian folk. He played the guitar and sang. His performances were impressive experiences because it was clear he was at one with his music. I still remember that very well, to this day. I must have been seven or eight when I saw him; I was still at primary school in Törwang near Rosenheim. A village in the middle of nowhere. 36

         JAKI LIEBEZEIT I wanted to be a musician even as a child, and I started young. I had accordion lessons at the age of seven. My mother sent me to an old man who taught me a good few things, simple folk songs and chords, basic musical knowledge. But I didn’t like the accordion. Music was always important in my family. My father was a musician, but I didn’t know him. Still, he cast a long shadow, a respected man as a musician; he played the organ and violin. Other than that, I know very little about him. Except perhaps at least that music wasn’t a bad thing. My mother still tried to persuade me to learn a decent trade, but I always wanted to make music. I could have been a sound engineer, there was a job going on the radio. That’s why I moved to Köln when I was twenty. Before that I’d ended up in Kassel, where Manfred Schoof introduced me to jazz. And then he went to Köln to study orchestral music at the conservatory.

         HANS-JOACHIM ROEDELIUS I was born in the west of Berlin, and after the war and our evacuation, I stayed in the Russian zone. I went to school there until I was sixteen, and then I had to do military service in the East German army. One year in, I made an escape attempt, and it worked. Then I was in the West.

         IRMIN SCHMIDT Even as a child, I had these moments when I felt totally out of place. I was sent to a home on the North Sea for a while when I was twelve. Lying in bed with the other twenty boys in the dorm, I heard the sniffling of homesickness. But even though I was very close to my sisters and parents, I could easily imagine never going back home. Thinking about it, I felt so heartless myself that it made me cry. My mother was very musical, with a ruthlessly good ear. When I was doing my piano practice, she’d come in after a while and say: ‘You’ve just made the same mistake for the fourth time over.’

         HOLGER CZUKAY I never rebelled against my parents; it didn’t even occur to me. Partly because I never really got to know my father, 37because he got very ill quite early on – multiple sclerosis – and I had no reason to stand up to him. I was more likely to launch into teachers or the headmaster. And then I was a real rebel. I made sure I got made class representative. I was in all the newspapers, even when I was at school. My sister was the only one in our family who had a strong interest in music, and it was she who first discovered my musical talent. I’d started playing little things on the piano back in kindergarten. Our first radio, during the war, knocked me for six: the first time I heard Mozart’s Eine kleine Nachtmusik I was transfixed. After the war, I discovered my love of electronics in a radio workshop, where I had a job repairing old radios.

         JÜRGEN DOLLASE I grew up without any media. My father was a headmaster, there were five of us children, and we saw our first TV in 1962, when I was fourteen. Back then, not all the Nazis’ pipelines had been capped. My father had trained as a teacher in the thirties. He was on the left, and directly after the war he had something to do with the communists. Laurel and Hardy and that kind of thing was too American for us. We didn’t watch Hollywood movies in the cinema as kids. That was trashy American culture – my parents still had that attitude from before the war. My father didn’t see my older brother for the first time until he was four years old. But I got a really good education from my father. Because we didn’t watch or listen to any media, I barely experienced 1950s phenomena like schlager or rock ’n’ roll. Oddly enough, my father did buy himself Bill Haley’s ‘Rock Around the Clock’.

         GÜNTER SCHICKERT Schlager was so popular because there was no other German music left. A lot of people didn’t like English stuff, called it ‘Hottentot’ music. My sister had to fight with my parents to listen to rock ’n’ roll. And I only ever listened to Elvis secretly, when no one else was at home. I’d stand in front of the mirror and sing along. 38

         HOLGER CZUKAY My father was a lawyer, so that meant I never wanted to be one. The job had a stench to it that I didn’t like. I always knew I wanted to do something to do with music. When I discovered my passion for electronics, I thought for a while I’d be a radio engineer. But then I turned eighteen and had an awakening. I thought I was too late for a music career, I’d missed my chance for a career as a wunderkind. So I said to myself: ‘You’re not going to be a wunderkind now!’ I joined a Dixieland band at school. I picked up a guitar; at first I only played one string, but then I learned a new string every week until I could play all six. I worked my way in slowly.

         JÜRGEN DOLLASE One thing my father talked about more than the war was his time as a prisoner of war. He’d been deployed doing harvesting work in the French countryside for a while. I went to the place later, Chappes-sur-Allier, to compare what he’d told me with what I found there. I’ll put it like this: he’d described everything a bit bigger than it really was. The chateau where he’d worked was a pretty measly place. It was strange: when I walked along the village streets, a couple of old women gave me some odd looks. I look quite a lot like my father. Anyway, my father always raved about French food, which made a lasting impression on me. The only thing he said about the war was that he’d once been demoted and interned after making rude remarks about the Führer when he was drunk. He was lucky they didn’t put him up against a wall.

         IRMIN SCHMIDT It wasn’t a problem being German in New York in 1966. No one in the art scene cared where you came from. Steve Reich is Jewish, and he never made any comment on the subject. We only talked about music. John Cage and the others were all extremely tolerant. Our Can records came out on United Artists in the early seventies. A lot of the staff there were Jewish, and I never heard a bad word from them, either. Even though I made a big fuss on my first visit there – when I listened to the newly distributed pressing of our 39first album released in the US, Ege Bamyası, I noticed they’d mixed a whole load of reverb over the top. Our original was too awkward for them. I flipped out; it sounded terrible. They’d have had good reason to say: ‘This German idiot’s annoying! Not only does he make unsellable music, he’s really hard work as well.’ But they were still always really friendly.

         ACHIM REICHEL What interests me is the cultural fracture that arose from the war. I never understood why we put a stop to our entire culture because of thirteen years of the Third Reich. All of a sudden, everything risky was suspicious, dangerous, because it might lead to fascism. But if you went on that basis, you might as well have just stopped straight away. What I wanted was to go to sea, like my father and grandfather, but then the guitar got in the way. It wasn’t a conscious decision. That was just what you did. My father died when I was little, and my mother thought I’d be better off learning a trade.

         IRMIN SCHMIDT Someone said the other day that there’s always a certain darkness and melancholy to my sound worlds. I grew up in a time when Germany had been destroyed, and its entire culture along with it. I had to deal with a lot of unpleasant things, growing up. A lot of sadness came out of that. The centre of all my grief was my conflict with my father. At some point, though, we made a kind of peace with each other. In the end we found harmony, partly thanks to my mother. My parents lived very long lives, and from a certain point there were things we just stopped talking about. Making music has helped me to cope with a fair amount of anger and grief.
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            ‘We jazz men were as rejected back then as rock musicians.’

            PETER BRÖTZMANN

         

         SIEGFRIED SCHMIDT-JOOS The Nazis had left a cultural vacuum in their wake after World War Two. Left-wing and liberal artists and intellectuals had either emigrated or died in concentration camps. The lost Jewish creatives left a gap in popular and entertainment music as well. As ecstatic non-European music not rooted in English and Viennese operetta, jazz was more or less banned. But there were a lot of jazz men among the musicians, of course. They started right back again in May 1945 with improvised, swinging sounds – and faced a lot of resistance in the early post-war years from cultural bodies and local authorities.

         JAKI LIEBEZEIT German jazz musicians were a protest movement to begin with. Jazz was the music of freedom; it had been banned by the Nazis. That’s one reason why it got so big in Germany after the war.

         PETER BRÖTZMANN We had to start over from zero. And my colleagues in rock were in the same boat. Jaki Liebezeit and I are the same generation and we both had quite a struggle with our unwanted ‘heritage’. The feeling that I had to live with a sense of shame set in pretty early for me. Presumably back in my schooldays, the first time I came across it. I kept being confronted by German history, through talking to people in Holland, England, Scotland and wherever my music took me later on. Being German was a pretty strange thing at the time, and sometimes it wasn’t easy. 41

         MANI NEUMEIER At home, all we listened to was endless schlager and oompah marches.

         PETER BRÖTZMANN At home, my parents only listened to European classical music, which used to wind me up. Whenever my father came home, he was in charge of our listening. We only had a record player and one radio. I’d listen to my jazz programme on the Voice of America, at midnight. I had to tiptoe downstairs and put my ear to the radio, ‘Take the “A” Train’ and that kind of thing.

         MANI NEUMEIER The first music I liked was a Louis Armstrong record I heard at fourteen. It was ‘Skokiaan’, a great track – it was so different, so effervescent, exotic and alive, just hotter than anything I’d heard before! From then on, I was a jazz fan, and I knew I wanted to do something in that direction myself.

         PETER BRÖTZMANN I was fourteen when I saw Sidney Bechet in Wuppertal. The first time with an American band, and then a year later with a French one. There was this saxophonist on stage, he really let loose, even on ballads. A few years later I saw Coleman Hawkins, Bud Powell, Kenny Clarke and Oscar Pettiford in Essen, all milestones. Jazz offered me unique emotions.

         MANI NEUMEIER Then I saw Louis Armstrong a few years later, live in Zürich, which knocked me right out. He came out on stage, and five thousand people went crazy! It was totally full on, from the very first note. You don’t get that kind of thing in jazz these days. Back then, all the great jazz masters came to Zürich: Art Blakey, Duke Ellington, Miles Davis, Thelonious Monk, Charles Mingus and John Coltrane. Stockhausen played there later too. I learned my trade from those musicians, if you like, or at least I started to drum on anything and everything at the age of sixteen, and at seventeen I had my own Dixieland combo. I’d never heard a note of rock up till then. I had to 42learn another trade, though, as a plumber, because I was supposed to take over my uncle’s business, but then I made it clear pretty quickly that that wasn’t going to happen.

         ALEXANDER VON SCHLIPPENBACH I went to boarding school at ten and started playing piano there. What attracted me to the piano was that you could play so many notes at the same time. And it was easy to make the sounds – you didn’t have to make a huge effort to get a passable sound out in the first place, like with a wind instrument. Plus, there were pianos just standing around there for anyone to use. Then this kid from Berlin came to the school who could play boogie-woogie and motivated me to copy him. That’s how I discovered jazz.

         PETER BRÖTZMANN At some point I found this group of students from the Folkwang School, all a bit older than me, but I just went along with my clarinet and joined in. And they didn’t send me home; they told me I could come back again. We played swing and that kind of thing. Later it got a bit more modern and they said I’d need a saxophone. So I sold my bike, my electric train set and all sorts of stuff to pay for my first saxophone. I was about sixteen at the time. Then I dropped out of grammar school and went to what they called a school of applied arts in Wuppertal, which also offered sculpture classes and those kinds of things. My parents were horrified that I didn’t want to do A-levels [Abitur in Germany], of course, and they insisted I study advertising graphic design. But I was already taking painting classes on the side.

         IRMIN SCHMIDT Jazz has been with me since I was fourteen. I’ve always had jazz records and really loved jazz. One crucial thing was certainly also that my parents called it ‘Negro music’ and thought it was ‘terrible’, ‘horrific’, especially my father. He was constantly trying to put me off jazz. He never forbade anything, mind you, even though we’d sometimes scream and shout at each other about it. So I had a 43close relationship to jazz early on, without ever making any myself. I first heard jazz on the radio and at friends’ places, people who had less to do with classical music. There was a jazz club in Dortmund back then, and I think that was its name: Jazzclub. It was run by this guy who’d been horribly disfigured in the war. He had only half a jaw left, but he had incredible charisma and terrific energy to run this jazz club. He played piano and sang vocals. Things like Bessie Smith or Big Bill Broonzy just made me melt. I listened to an incredible amount of that kind of thing; I internalised it alongside my classical stuff and took both equally seriously.

         GÜNTER SCHICKERT I started playing the trumpet in church, at thirteen. And then when I finished school at fifteen, I said: ‘Dad, I’m going to study the trumpet!’ ‘Good idea,’ my father said, ‘but you can forget it; we can’t afford it. You’ll have to learn a proper trade first.’ So I applied to a music shop, Musikhaus Simonowski near Zoo Station. And around that time, a friend of my sister’s played me jazz records by Donald Byrd and people like that. I noticed it was pretty good stuff, if you played it fast enough. I soon got really into free jazz; you didn’t need to learn any notes, just go for it, move your fingers quick and blow well. And I could do that! I carried on playing hymns in church, but only on the side. All that was just about the sheet music. It made me love the free-jazz sessions all the more – you were free, without notes. And that freedom fascinated me.

         ALEXANDER VON SCHLIPPENBACH Jazz on the radio was very important. The Voice of America Jazz Hour was on the American Forces Network (AFN) every night from midnight until one, presented by Mr Willis Conover [now semi-forgotten, but a legendary name as a DJ in his time, especially in Eastern Europe]. It was a very good, informative show where they played all the new stuff: cool jazz, bebop and so on. I had to listen to it secretly, of course, on my little transistor radio. I’d set my alarm at boarding school, get up at night 44and sneak into the shower room to listen to jazz. I got my bearings by what was on the radio, and after the show I’d spend all my money in record shops. I’d take a train from my school to München, where they had the latest records from America, but I’d go to gigs there as well. My first live jazz was Jazz at the Philharmonic with Dizzy Gillespie and Oscar Peterson, the great masters. Impressions to last a lifetime.

         JEAN-HERVÉ PERON I listened to jazz on the radio to begin with, and when I was twelve I joined a group that met regularly at a youth club to listen to records. First trad jazz, then cool jazz and Miles Davis, but always Louis Armstrong. They were my first heroes.

         LUTZ LUDWIG KRAMER As a thirteen-year-old, I was really into Richard Wagner. That was the music my parents played. My father even once produced Stravinsky. I actually come from a bit of a culture-vulture background. From the age of thirteen, I practically grew up with John Coltrane, through my older brother – he was constantly playing Coltrane records. I’d listen to them secretly myself, because he was such an elitist that no one else was allowed to lay a finger on his holy relics.

         HOLGER CZUKAY I entered a jazz competition when I was still at school. I was a complete amateur, but the jazz I played with a band I was in was really modern. Before my slot, a radio editor from WDR – his name was Schulz-Köhn – came into the dressing room and told me: ‘Holger, the judges can’t deal with you, they don’t know what pigeonhole to put you in. But let me make a suggestion: you play here but don’t enter the competition, and then later you come to me at Westdeutscher Rundfunk and I’ll do some recordings with you where Kurt Edelhagen did his.’ I’d just turned twenty and I didn’t care about the competition, but that editor’s offer – that was a big deal! The day before my appointment at WDR was my A-level music exam, and I failed. The music teacher came to see my mother and said: ‘Your son’s 45not mentally mature enough!’ That made my mother go out and buy me a piano, thinking she had to give me some kind of encouragement and support. What I played at WDR was recorded; I’ve still got the tape. I listened to it recently and was surprised by how good I was at twenty. I’d already finished composing my first piece. After a few people heard it, it made the Duisburg newspapers. My teachers didn’t like that one bit.

         CHRISTIAN BURCHARD I started out studying in Erlangen, with digs in Nuremberg, but I soon realised uni wasn’t the place for me. My choice was: either I throw myself into music or I find a place for myself in normal life. I picked music. My first stop along the way was Heidelberg; they had a jazz club there with sessions every night. A lot of musicians came along from the Eastern Bloc – they could still travel back then – and a lot of Black musicians as well. I met Jimmy Jackson there, the amazing organist who played on our first few Embryo records. People like Jan Hammer played at the club; later on, he moved to America and made it big there. But the Black musicians in particular were of a different school – when they kicked off it had groove and soul, people would stand on their chairs and scream and shout. Next up was München. There were two jazz clubs there just for Black people and three for white people, where they played more Dixieland stuff, which was in at the time. Bebop had a reputation as druggy music, and free-jazz players were seen as charlatans, but there were key things happening in modern jazz at that time. When world music came in later, I already knew the jazz pioneers, people like Yusef Lateef, who’d been working with Oriental scales and instruments like nose flutes since the mid-fifties.

         IRMIN SCHMIDT There weren’t any German jazz bands in our area to begin with. If jazz did come our way, it would be like in the Dortmund jazz club, where there was someone booking the British and American bands who were on tour. He usually brought them over from the Paris 46jazz clubs; it wasn’t far away. But all the interesting stuff had to be imported, because there was nothing interesting left after the war. That was one of the reasons why I took such a vehement interest in Neue Musik and later staged John Cage and things like that – I wanted to be part of re-establishing German culture, to do my bit personally.

         ALEXANDER VON SCHLIPPENBACH I’d played in amateur jazz bands before. Then my first proper job was when Gunter Hampel and I got an offer to accompany George Gershwin’s musical Girl Crazy in a theatre for two months. After that we carried on independently, and I was in a quintet with Manfred Schoof. We were heavily featured on the radio by Joachim-Ernst Berendt, and that was how I started earning money out of music. Before that, I’d done a short stint studying composition in Köln in my early twenties, and I’d been interested in Neue Musik before that, specifically in the Schönberg school. In my composition degree, they taught us strict rules and basic music theory, which are very valuable if you want to make music. I never felt restricted by those rules, but I stuck with jazz in the end. At first, we made desperate attempts to play bebop and learn everything that came from jazz. Then I got hold of lots of free-jazz records and listened to them with friends. The idea, even then, was whether we could combine the atonal sound of Neue Musik, which had nothing in common with the pretty traditional bebop chord progressions, with the attitude of jazz – to invent our own new language. And at some point, what arose was a mental outline of that music, which we then filled in together. But not as a manifesto or out of wanting to do something absolutely different, more out of musical necessity, out of playing together.

         PETER BRÖTZMANN The mid-sixties were the heyday of hard bop: Art Blakey, Horace Silver – wonderful music, but it wasn’t enough. It was too formalistic for me, always theme–improvisation–theme, and all the instruments in a set order; I wanted to get away from that. I wanted to liberate the saxophone! And that liberation has always been 47a driving force for me. Others also wanted to liberate jazz back then, in Europe as well, but German free jazz always sounded different from the Dutch or British stuff, for example, because we had something to work through. The Brits focused on aesthetic and formal problems, and the Dutch had different resources, especially their links to folk. But we Germans had our gruesome history to deal with, which made our music sound much more aggressive than that of our neighbours. And they noticed it too. There were a lot of free-jazz fans who’d say: ‘I’ll listen to anything, except Brötzmann!’ I was too aggressive for them, too wild, too lawless. That died down over the decades, but that’s how it was back then.

         ALEXANDER VON SCHLIPPENBACH Free jazz was in the air. My colleagues and I might have been among the first in Germany, but the music was developed in parallel in Holland, Scandinavia and Britain as well. In Germany, it wasn’t freer than in the rest of the world, but it did have a different character. The Brits were all very abstract, and the Dutch had a good sense of humour and could work with traditional songs unselfconsciously. We soon had contacts with the Dutch and played with them, but free jazz was still something different for us, in our minds. For me and my friends, it was less out of protest or as an expression of some kind of dissatisfaction; we just had a different foundation, or none at all, at least at the very beginning.

         PETER BRÖTZMANN I play my Wuppertal blues my own way. Copying American blues without understanding where it comes from and what it was about, and still is, that’s a bit of a hot potato for us white Western Europeans. We have to be careful about it. In any case, I never really saw the point in recreating American music. I had to find my own voice, develop it, take it further. As much as I’ve learned from Americans – and I’m still learning from them – you just have to find your own path. Doing our own thing was the only right option back then. The same goes for the innovative German rock musicians as well. 48

         WINFRID TRENKLER Brötzmann and the other free-jazz people blew up everything that had come before with their music. Brötzmann and other jazz men played gigs with the krautrock bands for a while too, because they were all counted as part of underground culture at the time. But at some point, they parted ways.

         PETER BRÖTZMANN I was lucky enough to be invited to the Essener Songtage [Essen Song Days] festival. I remember drinking myself stupid with the Fugs. It was an interesting time because there were no pigeonholes; culture was completely open, and not just music. Thinking of the theatre in Wuppertal back then, that was very avantgarde too. Lots of directors who went on to make it big worked there. As a musician, you’d hang out in pubs with theatre and ballet people, and sometimes you’d work together. There was certainly a constant dialogue going on. It was a good experience. Starting in 1967, I had a lot to do with Brits like Evan Parker and Paul Rutherford. Whenever we met, the Germans were rioting like hell – in Frankfurt or Berlin, wherever. Things were tough in London too, though, with water cannons firing at demos and that kind of thing. Those experiences brought us together, even if lots of people took different musical routes later on. It was an incredibly important time.

         ALEXANDER VON SCHLIPPENBACH At some point, it turned out you could make your own records; it was Brötzmann who set the ball rolling. That was what helped the movement to get established, even though it’s still an underground movement these days; we’re absolutely invisible in the media, on the radio and TV.

         PETER BRÖTZMANN In 1968 I recorded the album Machine Gun – music with a different background to rock, but it still fitted like a glove.

         MANI NEUMEIER I started in free jazz with Irène Schweizer and Uli Trepte. What we were doing back then was revolutionary. Then at 49twenty-four, I went on tour with Schweizer and Trepte. We all quit our day jobs before we left – the best and most important decision I’ve ever made! When I came back to Switzerland a few months later, I felt as free as a bird. We soon met Brötzmann, Gunter Hampel and Manfred Schoof, all the German free-jazz guys. But it was still a struggle, because naturally everyone said it wasn’t the right thing for me and I’d never make a living out of it and I’d die of starvation. But I knew it was right for me, I knew I had talent, and I was completely addicted to the music. Without that addiction, you don’t make it.

         CHRISTIAN BURCHARD Free jazz was the real thing. The old jazz men didn’t like it; apparently Thelonious Monk had heard Ornette Coleman and decided it was bullshit, which was printed in all the jazz papers. That was in the mid-sixties, and of course it was a crushing critique. The German jazz scene followed its idols. I went to see Dizzy Gillespie and John Coltrane play around then; the audience went crazy for Gillespie, but after that Coltrane emptied the auditorium in a couple of minutes. People were saying it was nothing but noise! Elvin Jones played the drums incredibly loud, as well; you could only hear Jones and Coltrane, and the pianist McCoy Tyner and poor Jimmy Garrison on bass got completely lost. But that gig was also an uprising against bar jazz, which was far removed from real jazz development. It’s just that no one wants to admit it these days.

         LIMPE FUCHS I was sixteen the first time I went to a jazz cellar, with a friend, in München. But we didn’t just dance to jazz as teenagers, we’d also go for rock music like Bill Haley. You could hear it in München on AFN, because Bavaria was American-occupied.

         MANI NEUMEIER I was the first free-jazz drummer in Germany. Free jazz came at just the right time for some, and shocked others because it was really new. From there to Guru Guru was another fracture, but even that was ultimately part of my path towards liberating music. The kick 50towards rock came from the experience of listening to Jimi Hendrix, because it showed me there were great musicians in rock as well. Apart from that, I wanted to play that electric rock sound, with amps. By some point we’d taken everything apart in jazz and there was no way forward. So I started the Guru Guru Groove Band with Uli Trepte, which became Guru Guru. The idea was not to do just free jazz, but free music – anything goes. We had two Marshall amps for the big sounds, and we knew that made us avant-garde; we wanted to expand music and break it wide open. And we were good; people wrote a lot about us.

         CHRISTIAN BURCHARD The bookers always wanted us to play standards; that was the done thing. If you refused, you just didn’t get the job. It must have been 1967 when I was invited to play a gig in Erlangen with the Mal Waldron Quartet. Waldron was one of my idols, and his band was one man short. He’d made records with Billie Holiday, John Coltrane, Eric Dolphy, Max Roach and other famous jazz people. Waldron must have written five or six hundred songs, including a good few standards. Anyway, they booked me for three days, and afterwards Waldron said to me: ‘It’s OK, what you’re doing. Come along for the whole tour.’ So I stayed in the band and shot straight from the third league to the first, if you like. Waldron’s band was great training; I learned so much.

         PETER BRÖTZMANN I started going abroad early on. For me, it was a whole different, free world, where I could breathe freely and get out of the dusty German backwater under Chancellor Adenauer at last. I had a Dutch girlfriend in Amsterdam, whose family owned a house in the Jewish quarter there. I lived in their attic for a while, but I had a few difficulties as a German in Amsterdam. My girlfriend had to come along with me when I went shopping to the baker or the greengrocer, as if to say: ‘OK, he’s German, but he’s a good German!’ I hardly spoke a word of English, and the Dutch noticed I was German the minute I opened my mouth. There were lots of shops that wouldn’t serve me. That’s how it was back then, and it was a bit of a struggle for me. 51

         JÜRGEN DOLLASE Beat music was too hedonistic for me. The jazz faction was more into politics.

         PETER BRÖTZMANN Now and then, I’d go to demonstrations in Berlin or talks by people like Angela Davis and Eldridge Cleaver. We put on gigs at the Free University there, but the funny thing was, none of them wanted to hear our music – the communards would throw beer cans at us. Sometimes there were even proper physical fights. They were happier dreaming of Bob Dylan.

         ALEXANDER VON SCHLIPPENBACH For the Wuppertal people like Brötzmann, the political movement aspect played a much larger role. Just down the road, in our Köln circle – Manfred Schoof, Jaki Liebezeit, Gerd Dudek, Buschi Niebergall and me – it started out as a purely musical venture. As a group, we worked at the forefront, but then later we got together with the Wuppertal guys in the Globe Unity Orchestra and got workshops off the ground in Wuppertal. There was a lot going on in free jazz, if you want to call it that.

         PETER BRÖTZMANN I noticed only sporadically what other musicians were doing. I had to earn money because I had a family with two kids. I was helping out my father-in-law in his forge, as well as my job as a musician. There wasn’t time for me to look around. But I still got an idea of what kind of music was coming up.

         ALEXANDER VON SCHLIPPENBACH When it comes to musical articulation, the krautrock movement picked up on a lot of things we’d been developing in free jazz since the early sixties.

         PETER BRÖTZMANN We Wuppertalers in particular were just as rejected back then as nonconformist rock musicians. It took a long time for us to be accepted in Germany. Even with great guys like Manfred Schoof or Alexander von Schlippenbach, I first had to take a detour 52by working with Carla Bley, Steve Lacy or Don Cherry to convince them my thing might be worth taking seriously. What was always a positive feeling was the reactions from American musicians. I remember a big festival appearance in Frankfurt early on, which the German press wrote about as usual – nothing to do with jazz, not proper music, etc. – but right after the gig, this older gentleman with an alto sax case came up to me and said: ‘Don’t get mad, just do your thing.’ And that was Lee Konitz! That did me a whole lot of good, obviously. And over the years, I kept noticing that the Americans were much more open-minded than a lot of European musicians.
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