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‘What continues to make his diary compulsive reading is the insight it offers into the reasons why a man who was otherwise so perceptive and principled falls in with one of the most venal regimes imposed on Eastern Europe by the victorious Soviet Union . . . Klemperer’s diary also offers a superb window on life in Soviet-occupied Germany in 1945–9 and the early years of the German Democratic Republic’


David Cesarani, Literary Review


‘Klemperer’s acute eye for the corruption of his contemporaries and his sharp ear for the corruption of language make these diaries an inexhaustible mine of information and insight for anybody interested in the German catastrophe . . . In the hands of a master, the ephemeral is perennial’


Daniel Johnson, Daily Telegraph


‘The diary juxtaposes the profound and the mundane, rather like life itself. That is what makes it such a vivid and powerful account of a remarkable life’


Scotland on Sunday


‘Deeply engrossing reading . . . he has the supreme gifts of honesty and scepticism . . . He doesn’t exaggerate, he doesn’t fantasise – and that quality of dogged sobriety in the face of societies run on lies and ideological insanities makes him one of the supreme chroniclers of the 20th century’


Spectator


‘No other testimony remotely as truthful exists of the locked-in half of Germany. The voice of Victor Klemperer is simply indispensable’


Evening Standard


‘Puts tears and blood into a political era that is otherwise difficult to dramatise and so to imagine’


Michael Pye, Scotsman


‘They enhance Victor Klemperer’s rare standing as a truth-teller’


Irish Times


‘The third and final volume of the diaries of this Jew from Dresden which have been hailed as one of the most important chronicles of the 20th century’


History Today


‘The triumph of these diaries – now, with the third volume, complete – is precisely this: not for one moment does Klemperer lose his essential humanity. The diaries testify to the integrity of private space and truth to self . . . Klemperer’s veneration of and sensitivity to languages is his core ethic . . . This is the epic of a self-confessedly commonplace mortal with extraordinary qualities of intellect, wit, and self-knowledge – recording his insights with unswerving fidelity to the truth’


Stevie Davies, Guardian


Martin Chalmers’ translation of the 1933–1945 Klemperer Diaries has been widely acclaimed. His other translations include works by H. M. Enzensberger, Elfriede Jelinek, Erich Fried and Bertolt Brecht.
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INTRODUCTION



But Job answered and said, ‘Hear diligently my speech and let this be your consolations. Suffer me that I may speak; and after that I have spoken, mock on.’


BOOK OF JOB, 21: 1–3


Now here comes the next new age.


ERICH KÄSTNER, 15 MAY 19451


In the concluding paragraph of To the Bitter End, his diaries of the years 1942–45, Victor Klemperer writes of the fairy-tale turnabout in his and his wife’s circumstances.2 It is a phrase varied and repeated in subsequent weeks (‘a fairy-tale world’). The war is over, Hitler is dead and Victor and Eva Klemperer have survived, their house in Dölzschen, outside Dresden, has been returned to them and the overgrown garden is full of ripe fruit. Even if otherwise there is little food, they are constantly afflicted by illnesses and ailments and the future is quite uncertain, they have come home. The formerly persecuted Jew is now besieged by neighbours and friends, acquaintances and strangers all wanting, justifiably or not, attestations confirming their innocence during the Third Reich. Victor Klemperer is in part repelled by the lack of dignity and mendacity of some of these requests. At the same time he’s flattered, he’s somebody again – ‘patriarch of Dölzschen’ as he, not quite ironically, puts it – he has a provisional authority while he waits for clarification of his own position, of the future of the universities, of the Soviet Zone of Occupation – of Germany.


Even when, on 11 July 1945, he writes: ‘Yesterday the definitive awakening from the all-too-beautiful fairy tale’, his spirits are only temporarily dampened. (At one of the first cultural events organised in the ruined city, a performance of Lessing’s play Nathan the Wise, he encounters colleagues from the Technical High School who behave as if nothing has happened since they last spoke ten years previously, when Klemperer lost his professorship because he was Jewish.) Summing up at the end of the year he writes: ‘Still: this year! After all probably the most fairy-tale-like of my life.’ If anything he is more determined than ever to catch up on the life and career of which he had been robbed by the twelve years of Hitler’s dictatorship – and before that, when he remembers his disappointments in not being appointed to a chair at a ‘proper’ university before 1933. He is ‘despite nausea and shaky ground under my feet . . . brimful of plans and a desire to work’ and, he continues, ‘No 20-year-old can be half as hungry for life’ (23 June 1945). Victor Klemperer is 63 when the war ends. He is an old man in a hurry.


To outward appearances his remaining years are a success. His subsequent ascent has even been described as ‘comet-like’:3 restoration of his Romance Languages and Literatures chair at Dresden Technical High School (although he never teaches there again), Director of Adult Education in Dresden, an office-holder, committee member and much-in-demand lecturer for the Kulturbund4 and other organisations in the Soviet Zone and then East Germany, a professorship at the University of Greifswald, which he soon gives up for more prestigious chairs at Halle and Berlin; LTI, his study of Nazi language, is acclaimed and reprinted several times, older books are revised and republished; he produces a stream of academic papers and reviews and articles for the press; he is elected to the Volkskammer, the representative chamber of the young German Democratic Republic, and to the Academy of Sciences; he receives many of the awards the new state has to offer, including the National Prize – Third Class, but that was fairly usual for academics in the humanities – and the Fatherland Order of Merit in Silver; he is honoured with a substantial Festschrift on his 75th birthday. His wife Eva, who has stood by him so loyally during the Nazi years, dies in 1951, but within a year he marries Hadwig Kirchner, one of his students, whom he loves deeply, and is loved in return. In GDR terms he becomes a wealthy man, can afford a ‘bourgeois’ lifestyle, has a car, a chauffeur, a housekeeper; he travels, usually with his young wife, to Austria, to Poland, Romania, Bulgaria, Italy, France, China, goes on a Black Sea cruise and to West Germany a number of times.


Yet, for Victor Klemperer, these achievements increasingly ring hollow. The life that the 1945–59 diaries reveal is one more of tragi-comedy than of triumph. Nevertheless, the first years after the war are still dominated by elation at a reversal of fortune experienced as little short of miraculous. Recording a trip to Falkenstein and Pirna in southern Saxony, accompanied by his wife Eva, to give lectures and visit friends, he observes: ‘With my great success and the completely transformed situation I felt moments of the purest happiness. E. felt the same.’ And he quotes her as saying: ‘On Sunday morning at the Scherners I lay awake in bed and was happy.’


In counterpoint to that profound feeling of satisfaction, the phrases, the leitmotifs, which will recur in the diaries as a whole are also present. Klemperer repeatedly writes that he finds himself ‘falling between stools’ – a term which had already often been used in the diaries from 1919–32.5 He also frequently describes himself as having chosen the lesser, the least evil: in deciding to join the Communist Party, in preferring East to West Germany, in putting up with the restrictions of cultural policy in the East and with its economic shortcomings. It is a phrase whose implicit tone shifts from an expression of necessity, to defiance, resignation, and barely disguised desperation.


Victor and Eva Klemperer joined the KPD, the German Communist Party, one of the parties then licensed in the Soviet Zone, in November 1945. At first sight the decision seems surprising.6 In earlier life he had not been left-wing, being, rather, fairly consistently liberal and nationalist in his views, and often fiercely critical of more radical friends. Furthermore, during and after the return to Dresden the totalitarian manifestations of Soviet occupation had given rise to unpleasant associations. (A large picture of Stalin in the city centre reminds him of the Nazi leader Hermann Goering – 5 October 1945.) Not only that, within a few weeks of returning home he is beginning to make notes on the language of Communism under the heading LQI (Lingua quarti imperii – language of the Fourth Reich), just as he previously kept notes on Nazi language, which he called LTI (Lingua tertii imperii – Language of the Third Reich), paying attention to continuities and shared features.


So why did he (and Eva) join the Communist Party? On 26 July he had argued:


I do not want to make a decision according to my – vacillating – emotions, not out of pure idealism, but coolly and calculatedly in accordance with what is best for my situation, my freedom, the work I still have to do, and yet nevertheless serving my ideal task, back the right horse. Which is the right horse? [. . .] Russia? USA? Democracy? Communism? [. . .] Unpolitical? Politically committed? Question upon question.


This sounds as if a degree of opportunism was involved. But, then, what apparently purely political decision in Germany in the early postwar months and years might not seem in part and in retrospect opportunist? Every such decision was simultaneously about how and where best to obtain food, to get or keep a roof over one’s head, to find some way of earning a living. In a letter accompanying his application for KPD membership, included in the entry of 23 November 1945, Klemperer asserts: ‘I believe that we can only get out of the present calamity and prevent its return through a most resolute left-wing movement.’ He was by no means trying to ingratiate himself with the Communists. This, too, is a theme varied and repeated during preceding months. On 8 August he writes: ‘I want to be on the furthest left wing of the KPD, I want to be for Russia.’ Typically such statements are accompanied by doubts and criticisms of the effects of Soviet or Communist policies, sometimes even in the same paragraph, even the same sentence.


Victor Klemperer was never very convincing as a Marxist(–Leninist). When he deploys the names of Lenin and Stalin and refers to their lives or works it is usually to defend a traditional humanist academic or scholarly agenda (although he does, for example, record an adulatory speech to students on Stalin, when the latter dies.) However, because of what he had gone through under Nazism and because of his determination to have those professors, not least certain of his former colleagues, who had collaborated with or accommodated to Nazism, removed from their posts,7 Klemperer had become something of a Bolshevik. Or, perhaps more accurately and given his lifelong work on the writers of the French Enlightenment, a belated Jacobin.8


Seen in this light, it was essentially the absence of a truly radical democratic party that led him to make a commitment to Communism. It should also be borne in mind that in November 1945, not least for someone as politically inexperienced as Klemperer, it was not evident that the Soviet Zone would end up as an oppressive Stalinist or post-Stalinist state sealed off from the West by a fortified internal German frontier. (Klemperer died before the erection of the Berlin Wall in August 1961.) It was not even evident that divisions between the powers which defeated Germany would produce two German states. Victor Klemperer wanted the most decisive break possible with the Nazi past and with those German traditions of thought which, as he saw it, had contributed to the acceptability and popularity of National Socialism, particularly in the ‘Bildungs-bürgertum’, the educated middle class to which he had belonged.9 He was hardly the only intellectual at the time to believe in the possibility of a model Socialist alternative to Fascism and capitalism. A considerable number of distinguished German-speaking scholars and artists returned from exile to the Russian-occupied zone or went there from the western zones – even as many ‘bourgeois’ academics at educational institutions in the East were decamping to the West. It was a project which seemed to hold out some prospect of a realisation of those rational, Enlightenment ideals which Klemperer so much admired.


Many of these writers and scholars were to be disappointed and disillusioned by the shifting restrictions, the censorship, repression and party dictatorship of what, on 7 October 1949, became the German Democratic Republic. Some died before their growing ambivalence became public (the poet and playwright Bertolt Brecht), others suffered harassment and house arrest before being allowed to leave for the West (the poet Peter Huchel), some (the philosopher Ernst Bloch, the critic and literary scholar Hans Mayer) succeeded in maintaining their stature as intellectuals in the West – partly thanks to the revival of Marxist thought associated with the rise of the New Left. Still others (like Victor Klemperer’s friend Alfred Kantorowicz, who fled to West Germany to avoid arrest) were marginal figures there, unable to make a new career for themselves.


Victor Klemperer’s own disenchantment grew more acute in the course of the 1950s, but he was too old to think of making a new start, was in any case too suspicious of capitalist, Americanised West Germany with its ex-Nazi civil servants and politicians. If the Nazis had failed to force Eva and himself out of Germany and permanently dislodge them from the house they had built after Hitler came to power, then there was little likelihood that anyone else would. He had, in any case, become a big fish, albeit in a small pond, and it was hardly to be expected that he would give up the privileges to which he felt entitled after the persecution and privations suffered under the Third Reich. The diaries, however, reveal a keen awareness of the conditions of his position. As early as 28 August 1947 Klemperer is reminding himself:


Always remember: 1) You are a war profiteer, you owe your successes solely to the emptiness of the Eastern Zone. 2) These are provisional successes, at no moment are you certain, today powerful, tomorrow impotent. 3) Vanitas vanitatum – one foot in the grave, when will the other follow, and what will survive, and what is the value of this survival?


In his résumé of the year 1949, Klemperer concludes: ‘And while I should be indifferent to everything, I was nevertheless tormented by the defeats of the past year: the failure to get the National Prize, to get the seat in the Academy, to get the Berlin chair.’ Professional setbacks come on top of the ambivalence – schizophrenia – of his judgement of politics, and if he was in fact to achieve the goals mentioned in the course of the next couple of years, it hardly felt like smooth progress. And in the entry for 16 December 1949, his dissatisfactions with politics merge with a feeling of isolation, even from his wife:


We are so utterly isolated, the people of our world are dead. [. . .] And sometimes the most tormenting thought of all: What am I still to E., and how far does she share my thoughts? I am often so tired now, physically and mentally. I have a horror of the nothingness and nevertheless wish everything were over. I try to persuade myself to believe in the Soviet cause, and in my heart of hearts I don’t believe in anything and everything appears to me equally trivial and equally false. The ghastly similarity to Nazi methods in propaganda [. . .], in the hullabaloo around Stalin’s birthday cannot be denied.


Klemperer did indeed become increasingly estranged from his wife Eva. She was disheartened by the loss of her pictures and scores (in her youth she had ambitions both as painter and as musician), by the unpleasantness of the months in Griefswald, and was more and more tied to the house in Dölzschen by ill health. Victor meanwhile was rushing from one meeting to the next, commuting between Berlin, Halle and Dresden. His ambitions, his obsessive drive for recognition, could no longer be shared, when previously they had shared everything good and often bad. There is a telling, almost brusque, aside in an enthusiastic description of a May Day Rally in Halle (7 May 1949): ‘Eva at the back in the disabled van – she was unable to see and hear anything.’ As Victor Klemperer’s absences became more frequent, owing to his academic and political commitments, so he becomes more easily irritated by conditions at home, even as he continues to be concerned about Eva:


Ever more depressing conditions. I feel I am an intruder here. Eva lives her little woman life here [. . .] with Frau Richter [the housekeeper], the [builders], the tomcat, the flowers. I introduce disturbance, ill humour. I arrive exhausted, dejected, my desk is in a muddle (‘tidied up’) [. . .]. Then immediately there’s an exchange of words, a sharp expression, offence taken, E.’s breathlessness accusing me. [. . .] I feel so bitter. And she feels like a prisoner up here.


When Eva Klemperer died of a heart attack (8 July 1951) her husband inevitably felt guilty. Yet within a year he and his 25-year-old student Hadwig Kirchner had fallen in love with one another, courted (in Klemperer’s description, the affair is at once touching and at times farcical) and married (23 May 1952). He was very happy with Hadwig, yet this happiness was overshadowed both by what he felt was his ‘betrayal’ of Eva and because he fears he is robbing Hadwig of the rights of youth and of the chance to start a family.


Matters are made more complicated still by the fact that Hadwig is a devout, if left-wing Catholic with a much greater sense of distance from the East German state. Klemperer finds himself increasingly unable to answer her criticisms of Communism in action, and so domestic contentment is clouded not only by thoughts of his first wife but by an ever stronger, ultimately unambiguous revulsion towards the GDR regime. The claim of the lesser evil drops away – though Victor and Hadwig Klemperer both continue to dismiss West Germany as a possible alternative.


On 24 May 1950 he could still write: ‘Perhaps more bitter than this defeat [failure to be awarded a Communist youth movement honour!] is my great divergence from the SED on all intellectual matters. But I cannot just move over to the West – it is even more repugnant to me. In the SED it is only scholarship, only the temporary hysteria, the 150%ers, that I loathe, but over there it is everything.’


By 8 March 1954 he concludes in resignation, ‘in the very final analysis people like us are liberal’.10 And by 19 January 1957, commenting on the contradiction between constitutional form and hard political reality in the GDR, he asks (and the questions are in part a mark of his political naivety):


if ‘the people’ themselves really are the rulers, if the Volkskammer really is the supreme authority – what is the Party, what the Central Committee, what the Politburo, what Staliniculus Ulbricht?? And why the game with parties, when only one rules? I do not understand it, I am an old liberal, and my temporarily suppressed liberalism is showing ever more strongly through the layer of red make-up.


Visiting one of the remaining independent publishers, Klemperer notes that the former is afraid of an open door, in case their conversation may be overheard. ‘We sat there over coffee, cakes, whipped cream, and the atmosphere was as if we were threatened by the Gestapo again’ (2 August 1958). The final collapse of any kind of belief in Communism comes during a tour of China:


It became clear to me, that Communism is equally suited to pulling primitive peoples out of the primeval mud and pushing civilised peoples back into the primeval mud. In the second case it sets to work more mendaciously and is not only stultifying, but debasing as well, in that in every way it trains people to be hypocrites. Thanks to my China trip and fully acknowledging the prodigious achievements here I have finally become an anti-Communist. This cannot have been Marx’s ideal condition.


Klemperer’s final years are clouded, too, by his failure to produce (after LTI in 1947) any major new book and by criticisms, often political in nature, of new editions of his older work and of shorter pieces he publishes. He had always felt looked down upon by his academic colleagues, the serious philologists of the discipline. In the GDR this sense of inferiority was compounded by his rivalry with the younger, brilliant but unstable scholar Werner Krauss. In his own field, as in politics, Klemperer began to be overcome by a mood of resignation. On seeing the register of his publications, which is to open his Festschrift, he comments: ‘It begins with Aus fremden Zungen [From Foreign Tongues], 1906, 5 pfennigs a line. I began as a journalist, have been one all my life and have remained between stools’ (17 October 1956).11 And then even more bleakly, after the beginning of his final illness: ‘I have lost all belief that I might have an effect. All belief in right or left. I live and die as a lonely literary journalist’ (29 April 1959).


Perhaps what gave him the greatest pleasure, professionally, in his last years was his role as a teacher, even if he complained that it took up too much time, did not contribute to his writing, that he was merely tolerated as a harmless old man, even a clown. Nevertheless on 20 February 1952, still gripped by that state of schizophrenia which is so characteristic of his postwar diaries, he writes: ‘All my lectures and seminars, in Berlin as in Halle, are a desperate struggle for the freedom of the intellect.’ And he must have been a brilliant teacher, plain-speaking, knowledgeable, for all his self-doubt a breath of fresh air from another world. In a travel book on France published in East Germany in 1975, the writer Rolf Schneider devoted a chapter to the influence of Victor Klemperer, from which I shall quote:


If I reflect on where my particular curiosity about France comes from, I immediately find myself thinking about my encounter with a man called Victor Klemperer.


Is he still remembered? I don’t know. I only know that I owe him a great deal, that he shaped me in ways which are curious and difficult to explain. They had to do with France, but not only with France. [. . .]


I myself was a student of German [in Halle], of that discipline, therefore, that had produced so many crypto-Fascists and so many bad writers. There came the day, on which I longed for more nourishing academic bread, I went, with many others, who were also not students of Romance languages, to that ground floor lecture theatre, where Professor Victor Klemperer lectured every week on the history of French literature.


The lecture theatre was usually packed. Punctually at quarter past the hour a small elderly gentleman entered and was greeted with lively knocking [a German student custom, desks are tapped at the beginning and end of lectures]. He really was unusually small. His height and features were a little reminiscent of the painter Pablo Picasso. He bowed, a little sideways, rather more with his right shoulder than the left, in acknowledgement of the student applause, smiled and began [. . .] to speak. His voice was very clear and very melodious [. . .].


He spoke in a way which I had not heard an academic teacher speak before. He spoke with considerable digressions, he spoke wittily, entertainingly, but nevertheless always stuck closely to the topic, had titles and dates in his head, some in French, some in German. Only for the exact bibliographical details of secondary literature did he occasionally need [his] matchbox label-sized scraps of paper. In his hands literature, French literature, the literature of the Romance languages, world literature became a dense and gracefully entwined plant, unceasingly sending out new sprigs like an old ivy.


The longer-serving of his students sometimes made fun of his pronunciation in which there was more than a touch of Paris slang. [. . .]


Across his figure and his work there lies like a shadow the gentle danger of being forgotten. But anyone who has ever read one of his texts, or even experienced him in person, will find this danger absurd and the shadow barely perceptible.


I know, that I loved him very much.12


The picture drawn here may come almost as a surprise to the reader of the diaries, which do not always give a very flattering self-portrait of Klemperer. But then a diarist who was consistently uncritical and uncontradictory in his judgement of himself would not be much worth reading. At the very least, however, Schneider’s generous characterisation should remind us that a diary, too, no matter how merciless and seemingly unmediated, is a document among other documents, and has no more claim to ultimate truth.


So, who was Victor Klemperer? Hans-Joachim Petsche has tried to sum up the impossibilities of this life, of Victor Klemperer’s twentieth century:


A German nationalist, a liberal, a cosmopolitan, an anti-Bolshevik, an anti-Communist, a Jew, a Communist even?


He was probably first of all a German Jew whom Germans made into a Jew, who never again wanted to be among the losers and nevertheless found himself on the losing side. Is it possible to make oneself more of an unperson than Klemperer? Not a proper German, not a proper Jew, not a proper liberal, not a proper Communist. No representative fate, no typical hero. He was timid and vain, called himself egotistical and unfeeling, had neither the common touch nor was he sympathetic to youth, technologically uneducated and plagued by self-doubts in his own ability as a scholar. With what mischievous and wise good-humour he smiles from his photos, while those who knew him, said how light-hearted he was.13


Each opposition in that summation could be the start of a separate essay on Victor Klemperer, which would also be an essay on his times. Here I want to conclude with a few remarks on the shifts in his attitudes to his Jewishness.14


Victor Klemperer, son of a very reform-minded rabbi, in the sense of accommodation to German Protestant norms and rituals, had from an early age resisted being defined as Jewish. Like two of his three brothers, he married a gentile wife.15 His conversion to Protestantism was a mark of adherence to enlightened secularism and a particularly Prussian notion of Germanness rather than a matter of belief. (Much later, to please his second wife, he even goes through with a secret Catholic church wedding, the preparations and event itself rich in comic detail. See diary entries for 20 April, 30 April, 15 May and 30 May 1957.)


Victor Klemperer stuck to his German identity (or it stuck to him) despite what had happened in Germany under the Third Reich and what he himself had experienced. Indeed, his commitment to Communism should also be seen as embodying his hope of working for a renewal of Germany within an untainted German tradition. On 2 January 1953 he notes his negative response to an article about him by his friend and colleague Rita Schober: ‘Rita had sent me a eulogy intended for publication, in which there was rather too much talk about the son of the rabbi, Jewish suffering etc. I wrote to her most unequivocally: I found philo-Semitism just as unpleasant as anti-Semitism. I am a German and a Communist, nothing else.’ In part this is the official Klemperer speaking, but it also reflects a deeply held view. This continued assertion of himself as German co-exists with the memories and fears of a Jew who narrowly escaped death, which finds expression in a very comprehensible overestimation of Nazism as a political force, whether among the population of East Germany or in West Germany. When he is with other Jews, he records the conversation as always returning to the fate of those who did not return from deportation or who were already murdered in Germany. He remains, however, hostile to Zionism, continuing to equate Nazism and Zionism as racist. The evidence of anti-Semitism in the Eastern bloc, notably when the so-called ‘Doctors’ Plot’ initiates an anti-Jewish campaign in the Soviet Union and the satellite states shortly before Stalin’s death, renders him incoherent.16


And yet, whether it’s old age, regret at missed opportunities, disenchantment with Communism and the GDR – and the interest and influence of his young wife should not be underestimated – Klemperer becomes less intransigent. He expresses a desire to visit Israel to see old friends, he writes sympathetically about the Jewish faith of Albert Konrad, one of his fellow forced labourers during the war. On his sickbed during his final illness Klemperer is several times visited by his nephew Peter (son of his brother Berthold and of Anny Klemperer) and his wife Inge, who is working on a historical dissertation about Jews at the medical faculty of Berlin University. It is a topic with close family associations: Victor’s other two brothers, Georg and Felix, had been distinguished doctors, medical researchers and teachers. She tells Victor that she is under pressure to play down the Jewish theme in her work. ‘Characteristic of the GDR’, he notes. ‘And characteristic of me: I would very much like to see the Jewish theme and have it dedicated to me.’


That was Victor Klemperer’s view more or less on his deathbed. (He did not get the quick end he longed for, the last diary entry is 29 October 1959; he did not die until 11 February the following year.) More typical of the ambivalences that marked Klemperer’s life is what he records of an incident during a visit to Prague (where as a young man he had often given lectures to Jewish associations) with Hadwig Klemperer. The couple had made a spring trip to a winter sports resort in Slovakia, Hadwig had skied, he had read. On the journey out they had arranged with a Jewish guide to see the Jewish sights on the return leg. ‘I did not tell the guide, at least not for the time being, that I am very closely connected to Prague [he means through his parents and their extended families]; he will in any case have got that from my name in the visitors’ book.’ Written, I think, not without a touch of pride.


In any case, they stop over in Prague on the way home to Dresden:


The next morning, Sunday, 7th April, to the Old Synagogue. We found it, but not the entrance. A young man, fabulous oriental eyes under the round kippa, observed us for a while. Then to me: Are you a Jew. No, but we were looking for the entrance. He showed, asked in jargon, naively importunate. Whether H. my daughter? No, my wife. ‘Such a young woman, such a beautiful young woman!’ He shook her hand. What beautiful warm hands! I did not know, whether to be outraged, or whether I should accept his behaviour as oriental courtesy. H. laughed, very amused. Meanwhile the tourist guide came out of the synagogue, recognised us immediately – [. . .] took charge of us, left the bocher standing, who looked at us in surprise [diary entry, 10 April 1957].


It is predictable that Klemperer, given what has been said and quoted above, would deny being Jewish. That is not simply a matter of politics, it also reflects the sense of superiority of the German Jew over the Eastern (‘oriental’) Jew, speaking in ‘jargon’, that is to say, Yiddish, which Klemperer no doubt regarded as no more than a debased form of German. (It hardly needs saying that only two generations back Klemperer’s family, too, were ‘Eastern’ Jews.) But in introducing the Yiddish word ‘bocher’ – fellow – he even reinforces that superiority. The ‘bocher’ is not going to put anything over on him. He, Klemperer, even understands the ‘jargon’.


A reflection on language, one linking language and Jewishness, is perhaps an appropriate point at which to conclude these notes on the complexities and contradictions of Victor Klemperer. Acute contradictions had been a part of Klemperer’s whole life, but they became even more intense and difficult in his final years in East Germany. As Hans-Joachim Petsche remarked, his was not, in many ways, ‘a representative fate’,17 but his life was remarkable nonetheless, for all that so much of it was lived in the scholar’s study, in the seminar room, behind the lectern. It’s a life, too, which would have remained in obscurity but for the twelve years of the Nazi Reich which dragged him out of the study, forcing him to turn his academic skills and his literary talents (the despised fluency of his journalism) to the observation and analysis of the society around him, which proved so unexpectedly capable of murder on a mass scale. Klemperer’s postwar diaries show him still trying to come to terms with that overwhelming fact and trying to catch up on the life and work of which he had been deprived; still, indeed, trying to make that name in the world which, as the youngest son of the family, he owed it to his father to achieve. He sometimes imagines his father looking down on him from above, and maybe there is a kind of progress in the fact that he no longer fears being overshadowed by his eldest brother Georg, the fiercely critical dominant family figure of Victor Klemperer’s early years.


A note on the translation


The diaries Victor Klemperer kept from 1945 to 1959 were very detailed. They were considerably longer than those for the period 1933–45 which, of course, were kept up under often very adverse conditions. The German editor, Walter Nowojski, made extensive cuts for the German published edition of 1999, on which the present English-language version is based. However, that still produced a two-volume German text of a rather greater length than that for the Nazi years. The English publisher felt, rightly I think, that there was too much material here, on Victor Klemperer’s activities in the Communist Party, in Communist Party cultural organisations, as an academic – an avalanche of names, meetings and abbreviations, indeed – to be of interest to the general reader. The decision was taken, therefore, to prepare a one-volume English edition, which, I hope, nevertheless faithfully represents Victor Klemperer’s view of his life in post-war East Germany, and of his fears and dilemmas, achievements and disappointments.


Finally, readers may notice that whereas in the earlier volumes the educational institution at which Klemperer taught until 1935, and to which he was reappointed in 1945, is referred to as Dresden Technical University, here I have used the more literal Dresden Technical High School. Technical University is in fact the standard English translation of the German ‘Technische Hochschule’. However, when I was translating the earlier diaries I did not realise that one theme, if a minor one, of the early part of the present diaries would be a debate on the advantages of changing the title ‘Dresden Technische Hochschule’ to ‘Universität’.
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17th June, Sunday. Dölzschen


Time


During every programme, dozens of times a day, Radio Berlin announces the time, and that is a blessing. But when Berlin says 8 p.m., it’s 7 p.m. here and 9 p.m. in Bremen: the Russians have Moscow Time in Berlin, Summer Time in Dresden, the English in their section Central European Time.


When I’m on my way somewhere, I’m forever asking: what’s the time? Usual answer: I don’t have a watch any more either. Once: I’m not going to wear it, am I?


[. . .]


Wolf relates how Russian soldiers conversed with him as a Communist and liberated prisoner in a really friendly way, but then in just as friendly a way gripped his wrist: Comrade – watch? But he didn’t have one any more.


Transport


The isolation of the individual and the group, the lack of means of transport and communication is in literally every respect, physical and mental, the basic problem, which draws all other afflictions in its train. [. . .] Mail – with Hitler’s head blacked out on the stamps! – only within the area of greater Dresden, but even here a letter from Neumark1 to me, from Reickerstr. to the Kirschberg, took three days, and Wolf thought that was quick . . . It is impossible to telephone local government departments because they don’t give out their numbers . . . Telegraphy appears to be still completely absent . . . Trams, as in Munich, only from the outlying districts to the edge of the city [. . .] The right hand does not know what the left hand is doing, the right middle finger does not know what the left ring finger is doing, etc. etc., in every field. There is now a state of Dresden, a state of Dölzschen [. . .] etc., each mayor rules, administers, organises, helps, confiscates etc. (so far as the Russians permit, who issue summary orders and don’t bother about details) on his own initiative, without contact with other mayors or knowledge of their instructions.


In many respects I am no less isolated here than I was in Unterbernbach,2 and here it is more upsetting for me than there. [. . .] I know nothing at all of many of our friends and acquaintances – there is no possibility whatsoever of making contact or inquiries, only by word of mouth, by chance does something turn up here and there, is a little ray of light cast here and there. [. . .]


My initial general and political impression.


Almost complete chaos, over which a very thin varnish of comfort is spread by news sheet and wireless. But perhaps that judgement is presumptuous and unjust. To Katz3 in Borsbergstr., to Neumark in Reickerstr. I walked endlessly along completely destroyed, completely desolate streets, at Plauen Station4 I saw the refugees with their belongings crouching just as wretchedly as a hundred times on the way here, but I also see really cheerful and calm people of every age, they have almost enough to eat, they do not fear bombs any more, and the looting etc. of the Russians has virtually ceased. The overriding impression is always that of the absolute precariousness and of the absolute isolation of every cell. [. . .]


A very clever general appeal by the KPD [Communist Party of Germany] has been published in the Berliner Volkszeitung, the first newspaper almost worthy of the name, it talks of a democratic bloc of the anti-Fascist parties and bases itself on ‘Order no. 2’ of the Russian High Command, which permits elections – but what will be the extent of this freedom and what decisions will an elected body be allowed to take?? Non-Socialist parties as far as the [Catholic] Zentrum are supposed to be included in this bloc. Explanatory articles repeatedly and vociferously deny that the aim is a Communist Party dictatorship, pure Bolshevism in Germany. But there is also the repeated warning, that first of all there will have to be a general clean-up, and that the liberation was thanks to Russia, and that the Russians’ natural trustee and liaison officer is the KPD. And so everything is uncertain. On the wireless, too, we hear only Russian news or news with a Russian bias [. . .]. In addition there are constantly appeals and incitements to root out the Nazis, reports about their atrocities, about the capture of hidden Nazi bosses, about interrogations. All of that is undoubtedly right, not exaggerated and necessary – but what will be the long-term effect? And what – this is most on my mind – will be the effect on the future position of the Jews in Germany? Very soon people will be saying: they’re jumping the queue, they’re taking their revenge, they’re the winners: Hitler and Goebbels were right.


19th June, Tuesday. Dölzschen


We got here on Sunday the 10th, the first night we spent with Kalau, a good man, by the second night we were already in our house, a still indescribable feeling, still like a waking dream, since then we’ve been living in a fairy-tale world, a comical, imaginary and yet very real but somewhat uncertain world, a comical, sometimes affecting, sometimes almost contemptible paradise, and still I haven’t managed to get any peace to work, I’m making hardly any progress with my diary, the skimpy headings of our days on the road have not yet been filled out, the great wealth of this week has not been set down, I have not yet attended to the fate of my mss in Pirna5 [. . .] every errand is a major enterprise taking up a whole day [. . .]: I am too tired to do anything at all, the day goes by with eating and eating again, with dozing and sleeping, with the numerous visits I receive and make, with chatting, with plans and scepticism, with tiredness, waiting, drifting along and with tiredness again. By turns in a state of astonished bliss and of sceptical amazement I float above this complete fairy-tale reversal of our fortune, and with the ominous fear, it may all have come too late, my heart, my mind growing senile, even the rustiness of my knowledge – I can hardly string ten words together in French any more – may all play an annihilating trick on me. But all of this, hope, dread, scepticism, fear, is deadened by tiredness and a state of sluggish, animal-like well-being: constantly eating, constantly sleeping, from time to time listening to the wireless a little.


Still: on one of the first days here I went to see Neumark, then Katz and yesterday [. . .] to Melanchthonstr. to see Grohmann.6


We had often imagined what it would be like, should we ever really return here. For me it was actually a disagreeable feeling to have anything to do with the people here again. E., whose relationship to the house is different from mine (and whose constant delight from morning to night, whose virtual blossoming gives me the greatest pleasure in this whole business), E. said we would not take the least notice of anyone and live in seclusion in our garden. Instead all this time and from the very first moment we have been a triumphal hub and constantly oscillate between being moved and feeling contempt for mankind. Some are undoubtedly honest, others?? It started just as we had made our way up here a week ago yesterday afternoon. A young woman came running after us: We talked about you so often, in fact only yesterday afternoon! Neither of us knew her, Frau Dr König, wife of a doctor of medicine and dentist. We had to have coffee with her, we were overwhelmed with cigarettes and other attentions, she has meanwhile paid us a visit, has brought us jam and other provisions, we have also got to know her husband. She does not make a bad impression – but, but. The mayor was not to be found, she herself had recommended Kalau to us as a powerful man, the husband of the midwife in Pesterwitzstr. We came upon the man in the field he has rented, ploughing behind two horses. I called to him, that I had come from Dr König, he replied curtly, that he couldn’t talk about official business now. But as soon as he heard my name, and what it was about, he not only became very courteous, but displayed a warmth, which has thus far proved to be lasting and genuine. The misunderstanding was cleared up: it is Kalau who allocates labour duty, i.e. navvying, to the [Nazi] Party members and he is inundated with objections and pleas. Everyone claims he was forced to be a pg [i.e. Parteigenosse = Party member]. Among those mustered for the first time that day was also Dr König, of which, naturally, I could have no idea and which, naturally, makes the great friendliness the family has demonstrated since then somewhat questionable. Yet the man really did give me the impression of someone who was politically uninvolved, who only joined the Party in order to go on practising his profession [. . .]. (But the millions of Dr Königs – are they not the guilty ones after all??)


20th June, Wednesday


We were exhausted and starved: Kalau immediately said we were now his guests and took us to his home. A small, spotlessly clean and not at all poorly furnished apartment. His wife, with her qualifications as a nurse and midwife, a person of some education as well as perfect manners, moreover no Mistress Midwife, but instead slim and youthful, nice children. We got supper, were forced, really forced to sleep in the couple’s bedroom. The next morning the fairy tale began, which still continues, if increasingly in an oppressive way – the inevitably reawakening anti-Semitism! – and has come to a very awkward climax at this very moment: Kalau has sent us four men, including a former local mayor, to remove the air-raid shelter in the garden, and they must now of course do dishonourable labour for the vengeful Jew.


We went to Mayor Scholz, who, since the day before yesterday, is already out of the post – Dölzschen has been incorporated into an enlarged Dresden district and is being administered from Dresden–Plauen, where Scholz is now an official in the housing office. But during my first week here he was the ruler. He greeted us with a solemn address: the wrong done to us must be made good immediately and in whole, the house was now our property, we alone were free to make decisions concerning it. Berger7 had fled from the Russians, we should inhabit his confiscated pieces of furniture until others had been procured for us, we should now, in our turn, feel no pity for the man, who had been a crook and had abused us. At the moment, a family, the Wolfs, were in the house, half-Jews, who had already been allocated other accommodation, and perhaps we could get on with them for a few days – but if we insisted on immediate vacation, then it would simply have to be vacated immediately. The decision on the fate of the shop installed by Berger in our music room was also entirely up to us. The local authority wanted to set up a co-operative store there. But naturally: if I insisted, the whole house would be vacated immediately [. . .]. I just as naturally gave permission for the shop premises to be used by the co-operative free of charge – it was to my benefit, because now my house gets a telephone, which is only permitted ‘essential enterprises’, to say nothing of the other advantages, to say nothing of the goodwill of the authorities. I have got on with the Wolfs, who will only move out in the course of this week – that was and is very much to my benefit, because we get free board from the Wolfs, they cook for us, keep the house tidy and provide us with many good things, so that we are almost a little afraid of their departure . . . We were then taken up to the Begerburg,8 the former Nazi headquarters, there to be fitted out with confiscated clothing. Very few items could be found for me, but it was touching, how everyone made such an effort to help and please us. We were virtually showered with cigarettes, we were slipped provisions and real coffee. This willingness to help, this desire to give, please, make good, continued and still continues, and much of it really does seem to come from the heart and out of a sense of justice. [. . .] At the Begerburg I was given a very decent waterproof summer coat, ‘to cover your shame’. Meanwhile the moth holes in an otherwise very passable pair of trousers have been mended for me and a jacket is being made out of a frock-coat – [. . .] for my sore feet (the right one is very swollen) I have been given a pair of very soft, new patent-leather dance shoes as slippers, and by Forbrig, the teacher, a pair of calf-skin boots, which are a perfect fit. I am granted other favours. In accordance with Soviet regulations (very characteristic!) I, as a scholar, get a heavy worker’s ration card (4 grades: heavy worker, worker, white-collar worker, non-worker, graduated from 1 lb down to 7 oz of bread, with corresponding amounts of meat and fat). E. has received the same card, because she shared hardships and dangers with me. Then, it is now extremely difficult to get hold of a typewriter [. . .]: I was given a permanent loan of an immaculate Continental portable from the confiscated property of a district judge.


Of course I am entirely surrounded by things which are borrowed, confiscated, which are not my own: everything, furniture, linen, crockery, every spoon, every glass belongs to Berger. The man must have been making black-market deals, he has nouveau riche furnishings – in quite good taste incidentally. Upholstered easy chairs with a smoking table in the hall, a sideboard of highly polished heavy wood, two couches, one of them a double bed, a good desk in what used to be my room, a (clumsy but genuine) oil painting, a billiard table, a big expensive wireless set, in addition a great deal of tasteful crockery. He came to see me, pleaded with me to let him have the things, he was now without home or work. But at the town hall and elsewhere, I have been told how B. feathered his nest, thanks to connections with the Nazis, how he cheated the populace, and further, what false rumours he spread about us, who were thought to be dead. He claimed to have been our protector, to have provided us with foodstuffs, to have procured a new mortgage for us. In truth, he did everything to get the house into his own hands [. . .], in truth I didn’t even get one cherry from him, instead he made out unverifiable and false bills for the removal of rubble. I have no reason, moreover hardly any possibility, to treat him very considerately. I just don’t want to appear the triumphant Jewish spirit of revenge. When he came to me, I told him: everything has been confiscated and I am, at my discretion, only permitted to hand over individual items to you. I shall do that, the rest I shall keep for the time being [. . .], a part will also serve as my security, since it is likely that I shall have claims to make against you. He departed in a very bitter mood, and I don’t feel very happy about the business – but what should I do?


Now the condition of the house. On the whole it is intact. Up here very few houses were hit, and in ours only a very few window panes broken. On the other hand Russian looters badly damaged the door to our former little dining room next to the kitchen, which Berger used as a cellar, and in which they probably expected to find wine. Also a little piece of the chimney is missing, and pointing and the protective coat on house and fence naturally have to be renewed. But as already said: the house as a whole is intact [. . .]. The blemish of the built-in shop will have to be removed later. Also, and that will be at Berger’s expense, there will have to be a flue pipe in the garage again, its ventilation was blocked by the steps Berger had built up to the terrace, i.e. up to the shop entrance. And apart from that the nasty air-raid shelter at the side window of the hall has got to be removed, it’s got dry rot, a serious danger to the wooden house! [. . .] Today four men have been muddling around this shelter fairly listlessly and unsuccessfully. Nevertheless it is yet another sign of what efforts are being made on our behalf, that without further ado I am allocated navvies from labour duty.


The garden affected and affects me more deeply than the house itself. It has become a fertile jungle, what were tiny trees now have big trunks, crowding one another. Chief attraction of the whole place, its finest adornment and our ready exchange, as it were, are nine cherry trees, which are indescribably loaded with fruit. [. . .] we are all eating cherries almost night and day, our friends have been showered with paper bags and baskets full of cherries (the Königs, Michel, Kalau), and so far only one of the nine has been polished off. Then the big, broad yew [. . .]. Then the once dainty olive, now a broad powerful tree. The birches, maples, plum trees, chestnuts – everything that was a sapling is now a handsome tree [. . .]. Redcurrant and gooseberry bushes are thick with green and red fruit, big strawberries growing between them. E. walks around the garden all day, planning, improving, also eating fruit, is beginning to clear the paths, has replanted tobacco and tomato plants, is at last in her element again, also supervises in tolerable harmony the bunker navvies, to whom I do not show my face.


The Wolfs, the family with whom we are sharing the house, are odd, somewhat mysterious people, matching the confusion of the times [. . .]. The man, early forties, both parents Jewish, nevertheless contrived to get by as a quarter Jew or an Aryan, remarried during the Hitler years, again to an Aryan, was pursued by the Gestapo, eluded them for a long time, but in between was in a labour camp for a while, was a hotel porter in various cities – we always had to scarper, says the wife – was in Königsberg, in Bromberg,9 knows every trick, always bobbed up again and here – how did he get here of all places? how did he come to power? how far did this power extend, how long did it last? puzzling questions all of them – and here, for a moment, when the Russians moved in, he played a dominant role [. . .] somehow as a negotiator with the Russians and in their good books, without being able to speak Russian, somehow leader of the radicals, house searcher etc. All of it is clear as mud. He talks with some rancour about Mayor Scholz, who is or was not radical enough for him, with some contempt about Bräuer, who is going to manage the co-operative shop, with good-natured condescension about Michel. In fact Scholz is a petrol-pump attendant, Bräuer a joiner, Michel is an invalid from the First World War and works at a knitting machine, Kalau is a precision-tool maker – none of them knows anything about administration and government, are merely decent and convinced KPD men, merely workers and nothing more, and Wolf is of course shrewder than they are. [. . .] He has a young second wife, a half-grown girl from his first, divorced marriage, an elderly mother-in-law. The wife gets her grammar all mixed up, the mother-in-law [. . .] makes no secret of the fact, that in her youth she was a maid to ‘persons of rank’. But the behaviour of all these people is altogether pleasant, obliging and sensible. Of course, I don’t believe that Wolf moved in here only to look after the place on my behalf, he undoubtedly also reckoned on my death and that he would be the permanent inheritor, but he immediately acknowledged my claim and made co-habitation so comfortable, that we benefit greatly from it. We are relieved of all the housekeeping, cooking and cleaning, we are excellently fed, and that to a great extent from the W. family’s supplies, whose contacts are very good [. . .]. It is not really clear to me, why the W.’s spoil us so greatly, because I do not know how I could be of help to him and I make no secret of this inability. Is there some calculation involved after all, or a bit of showing-off, or real warm-heartedness? Perhaps a bit of everything. W. says, we are the only Jews up here and should stick together. [. . .] I do not know on which day the W.’s will really leave us, and what our further relationship will be then, but until now we have fared well with them, and we really have some affection for them. Poor devils, adventurers, declassées, no harmless angels, for sure, but in many respects decent and open-hearted people [. . .].


21st June, Thursday


One, at most two typewritten pages, that is all I manage in the course of a day. Constant tiredness, but also constant distraction and nothing sorted out yet. The Wolfs still here and the navvies at the shelter and Bräuer in his shop. Yesterday evening young Schmidt from the house behind us called and stayed for a long time. The little boy has turned into a young man with excellent manners, he has just come back from the forces, was a medical orderly in the navy, wants to study medicine. His father, the tax official (compulsorily a pg), learned Russian when he was a POW for years in Siberia [during the First World War] and is now going to organise a Russian course here. (Of course every pg and every pg’s son is pleased if, officially or unofficially, I give him a good character reference.) The visit robbed me of at least an hour’s typing. [. . .]


Here in the village I have a somewhat closer relationship, almost of a professional nature, with Forbrig, who was fired and is now once again in his post as headmaster. He has lent me elementary school textbooks of the Third Reich, as well as Mein Kampf, but I also owe him pipe and tobacco and boots.


I first made contact with the lost Jewish world at Neumark’s. From him I learned, that the people from the Sporergasse [Jews’ house],10 the Riegers and the Feders, are dead (it is sinful, but I don’t mourn Feder very much), that from Zeughausstr.11 the almost crippled Kornblum died, that the rest are probably all alive but have not turned up yet. [. . .] (In every single respect the lack of contact, the impossibility of finding anything out.) Frau Kornblum and her daughter, very small and not very agreeable people, have meanwhile, likewise time-consuming, been up here. Sitting in Neumark’s waiting room was a young gentleman with a neat full beard, whom I did not recognise at first. He introduced himself: Adolf Bauer.12 He was working with Konrad;13 although not in the trade, he would like to publish my diaries. Afterwards Neumark firmly warned me against him, the man wasn’t serious, furthermore as an SS member rather suspect. Against that, Konrad, who paid us a long visit up here, related this: Bauer had in fact bought his Jews, who had been destined for deportation on 16 February, from the Gestapo for 500 marks each, and now Jewish signatures were being collected on his behalf. On his own account K. is pursuing, thus far without success, the resumption of his activity at the slaughterhouse: for the moment only workers and not businessmen are being approved. He spoke very gloomily about the Russians: they were recklessly slaughtering the farmers’ last livestock, our German livestock reserves would be destroyed. The Russians were proceeding just as ruthlessly and only concerned for their own reconstruction [. . .] in other spheres: they are transplanting whole factories with all their machinery (‘they don’t leave even a screw behind!’) to Russia, they also transport the skilled workers there, on important railway lines they tear up the tracks, which are also taken away to Russia and leave only a single line in operation on these stretches, e.g. Dresden–Berlin. When it suits them, e.g. yesterday in town, they fetch people out of the tram, men and women of every age, and set them to work [in the ruins]. They are merciless victors. On the wireless it sounds quite different. [. . .] For sure, everything that is said about the crimes of Hitlerism is absolutely right, and everything that is said about Russian efforts at reconstruction and acts of humanity is 90% right, but the missing 10% and the monotonous and constant repetition – why is all other news, are all other themes absent, why is everything politicised and everything else sunk without trace? – certainly do harm. And because I have observed all this in the Third Reich, and because I must now, whether I like it or not, regard everything with respect to its effect on the Jews, I do not feel very happy about it.


My next call was Katz. He is thin and pale and much more tired than during the Hitler years. He has become ‘the slave of his liberators’. He has an assistant physician and a medical student in her third semester [as receptionist] in the place of the dead Ruth Rieger. Blonde middle-class girl, who takes exception to the proletarianisation of all council offices, who was certainly not excessively Nazi, but noticed little of the atrocities of the Third Reich and is very much struck by the unpleasantnesses of Russian and Communist rule. This is where the danger lies, this is the breeding ground of new reactionary, new chauvinist and even Nazi currents . . . Fräulein Mey,14 who still works at the university and was bombed out, lives with this student. I sent word to her, that she should come up and see me as soon as possible, but have thus far, almost a whole week, waited for her in vain . . . Without having sought it Katz is now medical adviser and senior assessor to all anti-Fascist associations and works from 7 a.m. to 11 p.m., his whole private household is overwhelmed by the excessive amount of work simply in terms of space – I was examined in the bedroom – his lively wife’s nerves have suffered just as greatly as his own. [. . .] On the way there, at the sight of the half-ruined new Technical High School, it had suddenly occurred to me: Dresden must become a full university, now or never. Because the Russians, who want to shine culturally, need technology above all, which is established here at the Technical High School, but not in Leipzig and they can make a big impression, if they use the cultural sciences department as a stepping stone to a humanities faculty, set up a proper university [. . .]. I talked about my plans with confidence and authority, increasingly so as I continued, to Katz, for whom I pictured a future as sport and student doctor and as an academic. I would realise this plan. ‘Not you alone, but you together with others.’ Yes, he was right and I had merely expressed myself clumsily, of course we should not elbow our way to the front and give ourselves airs as beneficiaries and victors. Katz, Neumark and I were entirely at one, in being very disapproving of the success of the pushy and overbearing Werner Lang,15 who has become president of the chamber of commerce (whereas Neumark and Katz remain in the background without big titles).


Soon after my visit to Katz my plans were so extravagantly fulfilled, that I don’t quite believe in their fulfilment [. . .]. I had entrusted Neumark with making contact on my behalf with Lord Mayor Friedrichs,16 so that I could negotiate with him about my teaching post and my financial claims, without having to wait a long time [. . .]. I received the reply, that my financial claims should not be addressed to the city, which Friedrichs represented, but to the administration of the state [of Saxony], which was in the process of being set up, I should meanwhile discuss any other matters with Dr Grohmann, head of the department of culture, he would see me at any time, the letter was sufficient legitimation. The journey there was long and exhausting, even though I could use the tram at points. At Melanchthonstr. I was allowed into the building immediately and entered a large school room; men and women were sitting writing at the benches – non-Nazi teachers registering to start work. [. . .] It was half past eleven, Grohmann had driven off a few minutes earlier and was unlikely to be back before two. The first number of the Berliner Volkszeitung [Berlin People’s Newspaper] was pushed into my hand and I waited on a school bench. Then suddenly Grohmann was standing in front of me and silently and without introduction shook my hand. My first impression, even before he opened his mouth, was: art, dilettantism, Landauer, Munich 1919.17 Perhaps, rather, a half-unconscious and ingenuous play-acting. Ingenuous cluelessness, ingenuous confidence in being able to reform, overthrow, idealise. Forty years old, fifty? Thin grey hair above a smooth, well-fed, youthful face. From everything he said by the way and in between, from his first words alone, it appeared that the man had real interest and – perhaps – expertise only in theatre and opera. [. . .] He told me which singers and actresses he had dismissed, which he had kept for the time being, which were to remain permanently (no individual names, but in groups depending on the date of their Party membership). [. . .] It was somewhat difficult to get him around to my business and make him stick to it. Naturally I was professor in Dresden again immediately, ‘we set great value on your judgement’. I came out with my Dresden University plan, advanced my reasons, said: ‘Now or never.’ He: ‘You want to start a university here? It will be all the easier, as the state of Saxony will now be doubled in size.’ And, as if it were a matter of a sandwich: ‘Good, then we’ll start a university here . . . We’ll get what can be realised now up and running, the rest will follow. Likewise in Leipzig.’ I: let me work in my field and only in my field, give me the double chair of Romance Literature and Intellectual History in Dresden and Leipzig and appoint a linguist along with me, who will relieve me in that area. He: That’s exactly what we’ll do, and you yourself will pick your colleagues. None of the former professors in your field is there any more . . . You must be patient for just another few days, also with respect to your financial claims – I myself have not received a salary for months. The state administration is just being set up [. . .] Perhaps I myself will move from the city to the state administration. But your business is one hundred per cent (LTI!) certain. Very cordial handshake and leave-taking: ‘You will have more in writing in the very near future.’


I went, at first somewhat intoxicated and puffed-up, then very deflated and sceptical [. . .]. But I think, somehow I shall establish myself. Since then, probably already a week ago, I have not been in town again.


22nd June, Friday


In addition to my swollen foot and the general weakness and aimless wasting of time, I am genuinely ill: very badly affected by the stomach and intestinal complaint which has become almost epidemic here, since yesterday I have been helpless on my back, weak and feeling great pain and considerable nausea, I can hardly manage a couple of lines of the diary, a couple of lines of reading, I sleep most of the time. [. . .]


23rd June, Saturday


Still feeling very nauseous and tired. In addition constant distraction. In the garden they’re hard at it removing the wretched shelter, which is full of dry rot. Were it not for the personal friendship with Kalau – for how much longer? he and his factory are supposed to go to Moscow, everything is uncertain – how would we get anything done? Four men on labour duty, at first unwilling, now more tractable, today a mason as well [. . .], he is also going to attend to the damage the house has, after all, suffered. [. . .] Danger and blast were closer than we had originally assumed. And in the evening, during a heavy thunderstorm and downpour, the rain came through with a vengeance [. . .]. In addition to the mason, we now also need cement, but we shall probably obtain that, too, through personal contacts. Then the matter of the shop took up a lot of time. It is to be affiliated to the Dresden Co-operative Society, and the latter wants to have the space fully at its disposal for at least three years. But we would like to be by ourselves again as soon as possible. On the other hand having the co-op in the house has great advantages for us (no tenant, telephone, goods, ‘connections’). The issue is still undecided . . . Then the affair of Schmidt junior. The well-behaved little boy has turned into a handsome young fellow [. . .] wants to study medicine and before that prefers to do labour service as a hospital attendant or the like rather than as a navvy . . . In fact I myself had to take steps to avoid any kind of navvying duty, since the Russians have extended it to men of 65 years of age (45 for women): I have written to Grohmann for official confirmation that I am appointed professor from the winter semester on, and that I very much need the time until then for preparation. (Which is absolutely true.) [. . .]


Every couple of minutes, every couple of lines, no matter where I start I end up with the same sentence: everything is uncertain, everything is in suspense, there is nothing solid under one’s feet, in one’s hands . . .


The day before yesterday, when I was feeling worst – I finally had to lie down and leave people to their own devices – there were visitors. Unannounced and driven only by her questing attachment, gentle Maria Kube18 turned up, whom we had last spoken to when I was already wearing the star [. . .] and brought her good-looking son. Astonishing how concerned the woman is about the education of both her sons and what trouble she takes. She appears to want them to study. I shall be able to help her. She herself still speaks the somewhat laborious German of a foreigner, but with a great deal of good sense. She was bombed out, her husband is a prisoner of war in Czechoslovakia. She tells us that Agnes19 lost her house in Piskowitz during the final stages of the fighting [. . .]. At the same time there arrived, as arranged, Schwarz, one of our fellow-inmates in Zeughausstr. [Schwarz had passed on a message to Klemperer a few days earlier, and Klemperer had gone to pay him a visit.] For all my liking of the man, it was first and foremost the bread connection which made me hobble the considerable distance down to Freital. I was taken up to a gallery, which was where the offices were, overlooking a huge, very warm bakery room. Schwarz was enthroned, cinema-like, in a big private office, looking youthful and used to giving commands, altogether the manager. Lang, the president of the chamber of commerce, had immediately appointed him to his old post, he had also already been allocated a little house, which had formerly belonged to an SS officer, at the other end of the city, however, in Bühlau. We exchanged memories and experiences, Schwarz got an invitation up here and a promise of cherries, I got a loaf under my arm and the promise of further occasional supplies. S. said we were being amply provided with grain by Russia, there was nothing to fear in this respect. [. . .]


Schwarz is not my first and only extra source of bread. During the very first days there appeared (God knows who had told him about me) a fat elderly gentleman with a touch of Austrian joviality, whom I had difficulty remembering, Herr Steininger. Caspar David Friedrich Str. – Frau Pick20 – dismissed bank employee – philo-Semite – bookkeeper in a bread factory [. . .]. And again we immediately got eight pounds of bread coupons as a present and also very interesting news and additional pieces of information. Steininger, in his late 60s, got through the bad years with great shrewdness. At the beginning – he was then already retired – he was sentenced to several months in prison for disparaging the Führer, and his pension was considerably reduced as a result. This and his (‘evidence to be provided’) active philo-Semitism protects him today. D’altra parte:21 In the course of 40 years he has built up a collection of several hundred thousand newspaper cuttings about every kind of notable person. He offered the Reich Chamber of Culture material from the archive, and it purchased it from him by giving him a small monthly allowance for several years. That covered him against the Gestapo, before the war he could even take trips and do deals abroad, and in this way get Jewish valuables to safety in England. (He says he was received by the chief rabbi there and got a huge offer for Hitler cuttings – the papers were to be taken over by air plane, but the war intervened.) I don’t know, of course, how much of that is really true, but I do know about his loyal friendship to Jews in difficult times, and the blatantly mischievous business pride of the man [. . .] – he has now sued the Dresdener Bank for back-payment of the share of his pension which was withheld – gave me a great deal of pleasure. Also, he will not only give me more bread coupons, but also bring me from his mostly saved material some things which I myself published.


Towards evening


In the morning Herr Schulz and Herr Neidhardt appeared. S., a pale mechanic specialising in typewriters, has already been here once, he wants to set up an anti-Fascist publishing house with a professional and today he brought along his partner. [. . .] Youthful giant (42 years old), beard, dark, good-natured and likeable, used to be 20 stone, is now half that. Was a photo-journalist for the Scherl newspaper group, frequently saw the ‘Hitler fellow’ at close quarters, was in the SPD, nephew of a Reichsbanner22 leader, is now writing a journalistic book about Hitler [. . .]. (His thesis: the German people is to blame, not Hitler.) Has Russian permission to start the first new publishing house as an anti-Fascist publishing house, already has machines and workers, has Glaser23 (whom I want to look up tomorrow morning) as legal adviser. Also talks very knowledgeably about literature and is not at all bloodthirstily radical. After sounding each other out for a while I offered: my diary since 1933, precisely the diary of the middling position, the average, the everyday, of lesser events. He was enthusiastic, will come here in the next few days to draw up a final contract, will provide a horse and cart to fetch our things, mss y todo24 from Pirna – he says there was less damage there and Annemarie’s clinic, which he knows, was sure to have been spared. I intend to remain sceptical in everything, but the thing does give me great satisfaction.


[. . .]


I have now probably put down practically everything that needed to be added from these first two weeks here. [. . .]


Tomorrow I want to work on the journey back here,25 which I have only just begun, and then I shall have cleared the decks, no matter whether I plunge into the diary of the Hitler years or my coming French work. Despite nausea and shaky ground under my feet I am brimful of plans and a desire to work. Only, everything is constantly undermined and simultaneously stimulated by the How much longer? (By that alone and not a bit by the so clearly recognised vanitatum vanitas.26) Admittedly the desire to work is balanced by a quite vulgar desire for pleasure. To just once eat well again, to drink well, go for a nice drive, to go to the seaside, to sit comfortably in the cinema . . . No 20-year-old can be half as hungry for life . . . And all the time it makes me happy that E. is working on her house, on her garden and is coming to life again.


24th June, Sunday


Last night I had a new bout of the unpleasant intestinal business, so bad, that I was unable to get up until late morning and now have difficulty staying on my feet.


Hardly had I sat down in the easy chair, than Steininger came, put 8 pounds of bread coupons on the table and then [. . .] read out a wild letter of complaint to the lord mayor because of ‘Gestapo-like’ methods, in which he referred to ‘the distinguished Jewish scholar Professor Kl.’, and which he has already sent off. His archive has been confiscated as ‘state property of the Third Reich’. A highly embarrassing situation for him and for me. Because it is absolutely certain, that the man was playing a clever double game and also served the Third Reich. He says, he only sold ‘scholarly’ material – but he must have known how this material was used by the Nazis.


E. called on Glaser this morning: result, Neidhardt’s enterprise is serious, I should work with him.


[. . .]


25th June, Monday, about 7 p.m.


The same thing for days. I am really and literally completely knocked out by illness. The night is bad, it’s late morning before I can get up. After washing and shaving I am so tired that I almost immediately fall asleep in the easy chair. Then at midday I am able to eat something that strengthens me a little, but my eyelids are already drooping again. And then when I can finally think of my typewriter, visitors come and stay until evening. Thus this afternoon Frau Rasch,27 who was our good angel when E. had pneumonia, turned up with her children [. . .]. Yesterday evening, after the Forbrigs left, we still had to go over to the Schmidts’, where I drank a great amount of rum (which at least tasted good, even if it did me as little good as taking or avoiding anything else). Today has again been completely squandered in the same way. At the moment I feel fresher, but the next attack upsets everything again.


I must slowly begin to pay systematic attention to the language of the fourth Reich. It sometimes seems to me, that it is less different from that of the third than, say, the Saxon of Dresden from that of Leipzig. When, for example, Marshal Stalin is the greatest living man, the most brilliant strategist etc. Or when in a speech from the beginning of the war Stalin talks of Hitler, very justifiably, as ‘Hitler, the cannibal’. At any rate, I want to study our news sheet and the Deutsche Volkszeitung, which is now delivered to me, very carefully with respect to the LQI.28 I want to – but for the moment diarrhoea and lack of time are even more powerful than my will, because all strength and literally any peace and possibility of gathering my thoughts are lacking. (We are still too popular.)


The biggest attraction here remain the cherries, we give away great amounts, much is simply picked from the trees by visitors, there will be very little left for jam-making. In a positive as in a negative sense we live like the lilies of the field.


Since midday yesterday there has been no electricity in the whole of Dresden, Eva used bricks and gridiron to build a temporary hearth in the garden, such as the refugees in Schönheider Hammer had. [. . .]


27th June, Wednesday afternoon


[. . .]


Jung [a neighbour], who has proved to be very solicitous and is now working for a civil-engineering company charged with rebuilding the Pirna Bridge, first wanted to take us to Pirna yesterday and then today. The wood-gas car had a faulty engine: we waited in vain and go on groping in the dark. Fräulein Mey, from whom I hoped to have news about the TH, has sent word – via Schmidt jun., who [. . .] found a place as an operating-theatre attendant in the Friedrichstädter Hospital – that I should call on her. [. . .] There’s something wrong there, and I’m still tapping in the dark.


The Co-operative Association will not take over the shop after all, since I cannot agree to a contract of three years, such as it requires. Now there is a risk of a tenant being forced on me. We want to guard against that by taking in the Raschs or the Kubes. So here, too: obscurity, nothing decided.


The Wolfs are still not in their new home. Never ending back and forth; the confusion all the greater, as the power cut has continued since midday on Sunday with only brief interruptions – it is said now, because the Russians are dismantling part of the electricity works and transporting it to Russia – and cooking is done in part on the temporary stove, in part in neighbours’ homes.


Still visit after visit, each one equally welcome and inconvenient. Yesterday the Glaser ladies, today Konrad: he brought a small sausage (but is still not allowed to work at the slaughterhouse) and got some of Steininger’s bread coupons and a couple of cherries in return; I provided a good character reference for Adolf Bauer (see above, the ransomed Jews, exculpating the SS man!); I can, if need be (we still have 280M) borrow 500M from Schlüter.29 Even at the very end Schlüter still got 38,000M for a truckload of his horrible Schlüter teas! Konrad is working for Bauer and is in close touch with Schlüter.


There is a particular political reason for the fact that Wolf remains unable to move into his new home: it is a confiscated Nazi one. And the KPD here does not support Jews as zealously as, for example, their own party members – in the Jew it evidently suspects the businessman, non-worker, capitalists. Right at the beginning Neumark immediately complained to me, his general requests for the Jews met with resistance from Fischer, the deputy mayor [. . .].


No news from Neidhardt either. At the moment, foolishly, he is of particular importance to me.


[. . .]


29th June, Friday afternoon


So far we have not managed to get into the right mood for our 29 June,30 although we have good reason to do so a thousand times over, and the Pirna tragi-comedy is to blame for that.


On Wednesday morning Dr König came to see us: he had written to Annemarie as his colleague and was now bringing her reply, according to which my mss were in good condition. ‘Only the mss?’ asked Eva mistrustfully, and so we had new cause for worry. But immediately after that Jung arrived: the car of his company, which is restoring the bridge in Pirna, was working and waiting outside with two gentlemen, a bookkeeper and an engineer. A nice big Mercedes with a wood-gas stove mounted on it. We drove off proudly – the first breakdown was by the Bienert mill. Lengthy fiddling around [. . .] finally a good-natured Russian had to pull us in a circle over the two Weisseritz bridges three times with his lorry, before the engine started again. After that, shaken and anxious, often past rubble and through pot-holes we got as far as Niedersedlitz, there a wheel gave out, and when it had been replaced, the engine wouldn’t start again. A break of almost an hour – I collected unripe pears and filled my pockets with them. Nevertheless at half past three, after a good two hours, we were in Pirna, where we were very cordially received by Annemarie, Dressel and his whole family (mother, wife, three children). Very cordially, that is, not with much food, and that did not make Dressel’s familiar convenient lukewarmness any more congenial to me. ‘Do you really believe that the SS committed such acts of cruelty, and why should they have committed so many atrocities?’ So once again the convenient: it won’t have been quite as bad as that. In addition the bourgeois antipathy to Communism: Natsoc. made things more comfortable for Dr Dressel’s social stratum . . . [. . .] But we had not come to talk politics. The main thing, the blessed main thing was, that our things, a still quite inestimable quantity of linen, woollen clothes for E., silver plate, stamp collection were probably just as well preserved as the pile of ms. Probably: the Russians knocked random holes in the suitcases, pulled a lot of things out and – probably, that is, stuffed them all back in again. We didn’t have time to check carefully, because we were supposed to drive back at half past four. But the car didn’t come, we waited in ever greater despair and finally went to the station to catch the 8 o’clock train to Reick, from where there is a tram. At 8.30 the train had still not arrived, instead we found out, that there is no tram from Reick after 8. Hence we could not reach Dölzschen before the curfew (11 p.m.) and had to return to the clinic. [. . .] Jung had meanwhile been to Annemarie’s: the car had broken down completely, he himself had to spend the night in Pirna, he would pick us up at 8 o’clock next morning, that is today, in a lorry, which would take all our baggage. We slept on 2 sofas in our clothes, rather hungry and very disgruntled. Early in the morning I went down to the Elbe, to seek out Jung’s company and office. A terrain of dreadful destruction [. . .], a new wooden bridge over the river, the stone railway bridge completely destroyed exactly in the middle. [. . .] Not a trace of Jung’s company [. . .]. The lorry came no more than the car had done the day before, exasperated we took the train at 9.50 to Niedersedlitz, from there with trams 19 and 20 through the whole city to Löbtau, we arrived home worn out at half past twelve. Jung himself appeared later: the Russians had confiscated his lorry, one of four belonging to the company [. . .]. The Russians as victors, the uncertainty of the situation: [. . .] there are power cuts for hours on end, [. . .] factory upon factory is being taken off to Poland and Russia.


Even the most left-wing are beginning to be anxious.


[. . .]


And then the Vogel family31 were here three times, and this afternoon I have already received father Vogel and son. Quite evidently as a result of denunciation and intrigues they have received an order, as Nazi Party members, to give up their shop by Monday morning. At their request I wrote a very warm letter of recommendation to Werner Lang, the president of the chamber of commerce, that he should have the evident mistake of subordinate and local officials checked, the Vogels were good men, and many people of the previous regime were still living a life of ease. [. . .]


With Annemarie and Dressel, with the Schmidts, with the Vogels, recently with Dr Katz’s receptionist: I sense everywhere the bourgeois antipathy to the unskilled workers and extremists of the KPD in the various local government offices. And in addition to that, there is now – also among the KPD workers themselves – the fear of complete impoverishment by the Russians, who are dragging off every piece of livestock and machinery. What will be the end of it??


30th June, Saturday, towards evening


Every free minute I have I work on the journey back, which I am fed up to the back teeth with and is becoming ever hazier.


A small satisfaction of vanity: At the town hall a long queue is waiting for food ration cards, I have identification which allows me preferential treatment (as a Jew and because of my advanced years!) and am dealt with immediately. [. . .] Grohmann sent an attestation of the ‘Department of Culture of the City of Dresden’, which protects me from all navvying duty as ‘one of the most prominent university professors’ and for the sake of my work and the preparation for it. – But this satisfaction of vanity continues to be balanced by absolute uncertainty. The state government still does not exist. No position, no money.


[. . .] The Wolfs are finally moving out today – they will go on taking care of our food and cooking [. . .]. How to repay them? They are poor devils, after all.


Our cherry harvest is gradually turning into a catastrophe: the whole world is pleading and begging for a share, children romp through garden and house, we get no peace, hardly enough will remain for the Wolfs and ourselves to make jam. There’s no end to the picking and excessive eating, on my part as well. This abundant cherry harvest – playing on all the senses, optically, acoustically etc. – will govern memories of the first month in Dölzschen.


I don’t get around to any reading, hardly even the newspaper, which [. . .] repeatedly prints the same one-sided Russian-biased reports.


The day slips through my fingers.


I am gaining a little insight into the petty power struggles and tensions of the miniature republic of Dölzschen. Today, Kalau, who is giving up direction of labour duty in disgust, showed me documents about himself, which he had found in police files. He was originally an Independent Social Democrat, was compulsorily taken into the NSDAP and thrown out of it again because of behaviour which was subversive and hostile to the Party, also because he worked for a Jewish company and because he threw his membership card in a Party official’s face with the remark: ‘Pity it’s not a hammer!’ He was then under secret surveillance, regular reports on him had to be made to the Gestapo. (What organisation!) As a soldier he was declared ‘unworthy to bear arms’ by a court martial in Cherbourg and sentenced to 2[image: image] years in a camp (which he served) for sabotage and destruction of important documents. Here in Dölzschen he is at odds with Scholz, the Communist pedant and very poor mayor (as Kalau and Wolf say). In particular there is the case of the judge, Richter, whose piano is now standing here and into whose house the Wolfs are moving. Scholz appears not to have acted energetically enough with respect to the confiscation, the judge has fled, but the son-in-law is still in the apartment and making life difficult for the Wolfs. I preach: Show no mercy to judges, they are just as guilty as SS and Gestapo.


1st July, Sunday evening. Dölzschen


Finished the journey back at last. Now tomorrow I want to see whether I can find out anything from Grohmann yet – I don’t really believe I shall – and want at any rate to get at some library through him and perhaps also make contact with the TH. Also I am waiting day after day for the mss from Pirna. Simply getting to grips with my 18th Century32 will also take a great deal of time and will take me a little into my former element again. Apart from that I am all the time waiting for Neidhardt. [. . .]


Cherry picking, cherry eating, making cherry preserve, making cherry jam, baking cherry cake (Frau Wolf of course – the move has still not taken place) continue to be dominant.


[. . .]


2nd July, Monday evening. Dölzschen


In the morning at Melanchthonstr., all the way there on foot, bad heart trouble, once again horrible impression of destruction. [. . .] The Grohmann undertaking presented the same picture as on the first occasion, but the chaos had grown and the mood was much gloomier. I first of all spoke to the same secretary [. . .], then at length to Hirzel [. . .], one of Grohmann’s assistants, I could also have talked to Gr. himself, but I’d had enough. Situation: everything is in flux. The state administration has still not been set up, the Russians have not given approval. Perhaps they’ll give it tomorrow, perhaps in a few weeks, perhaps never. [. . .] There’s a lack of money, a lack of everything, the Russians are not interested in anything here, whatever tempts them, they tear out and transplant to Russia. There is supposed to be a sitting next week, at which the city will concern itself with the TH, meanwhile no one even knows what still remains there, what can be cranked up again, etc. etc. But if a state government of Saxony is set up and if it is the proposed Greater Saxony [. . .] then everything is up in the air again, and hardly very favourable to me. Because then, apart from the Dresden TH, Saxony has the universities of Leipzig, Halle and Jena and will find it impossible to maintain all these high schools and will perhaps have to concentrate on and limit itself to Leipzig. And with what will it then maintain Leipzig? The intelligentsia has skedaddled to the West [. . .]. Nothing at all can be done yet with respect to library matters. There is an administration of the State Library in Blasewitz – I passed close by the horribly burnt out and ruined Japanese Palace – and many of the library’s treasures have been saved, but as yet it is impossible to get at the books, nor is any other library operating yet, and of course no one knows anything about the Romance Literatures Department at the TH. I had asked Grohmann for money. I am not a municipal employee, but must wait for the state administration. Meanwhile – curious fact! – two hundred marks from the surplus of an artists’ fund, which Grohmann has at his disposal, were assigned to me. I received the money: 5 very new 20M notes, though from 1944 and bearing the swastika, and an ominous one-hundred-mark note of the ‘Allied Military Authority’. What value can German money still have?


None of that really depressed me and did not surprise me at all – I am infinitely sceptical and await events with a degree of apathy. I only worry about being able to work. Books are not to be had, and my mss, which could keep me busy for weeks to come, are still in Pirna, for all Jung’s promises. If, once again, they do not come tomorrow, I shall have to take the martyrdom of another journey to Pirna upon myself.


3rd July, Tuesday forenoon


On the way back yesterday a slight gentleman with a little grey moustache called out my name very cordially, quite unfamiliar to me. Forgive me – with whom do I have the pleasure? – You don’t recognise me? Menke-Glückert33 – You have become very thin. – I’ve lost more than 75 pounds . . . he began to talk in the middle of the street; he was very bitter and depressed. Three of his sons had fallen, he is almost completely bombed-out, after he was dismissed, the Third Reich saddled him with disciplinary proceedings for giving preferential treatment to Jews, in the final years cut all his pensions, now all his legitimate claims, just like mine, are to the non-existent state administration, he has a large family and no means. In Ebert’s time34 M.-Gl. was counsellor at the ministry, in charge of secondary schools in Saxony, honorary professor at the TH, also, as far as I remember, for some time a deputy of the Democratic Party in the state parliament. Administratively he was my superior, and I received my instructions as a member of the examining board from him. For me he was always the powerful and benevolent ‘Herr Geheimrat’ [Privy Counsellor]. Yesterday, during our conversation, that had all slipped my mind, perhaps because outwardly and inwardly he had so much dwindled (not shrivelled, his posture was good, like an officer of the Napoleonic army on half-pay [. . .]). I addressed him throughout as Herr Doktor, only afterwards did everything else come to mind and weigh on my conscience. Why had his experience not yet been drawn on, surely he should have a place in a government of reconstruction? ‘I’ve asked myself that, too, but so far no one has shown any interest in me!’ This, quite evidently, was at the heart of his bitterness, it seemed to wound him more than the loss of his sons (he is supposed to have had a whole crowd of children) . . . Lives somewhere near Wehlen, comes into town only occasionally. I invited him to visit us, and we parted like two friends, suffering more or less the same fate . . . From him I also learned, that the Americans had evacuated Leipzig [. . .]. Yesterday, meanwhile, it was announced on the wireless that the Russians have occupied Leipzig and Weimar. Thus again and again: nothing is certain, no one knows what is happening and what will happen.


But gradually, here and there, little tips of land are emerging from the Flood. Dr Hirzel [Grohmann’s assistant] reported on the Windes.35 They already knew from him, that we are here, they are alive, were bombed out and have suffered, are in Loschwitz (so virtually inaccessible). A Frau Kreisler36 had also inquired after us at Annemarie’s a little while ago, but Annemarie had not yet had any news of us then, and had meanwhile mislaid the woman’s address. [. . .]


The Vogel business is unpleasant and evidently typical. Vogel sen. was up here again for a long time yesterday evening, very agitated and always close to tears. His shop has been taken from him because he was a pg [. . .]. He was (briefly) protected by a sentry from Russian headquarters. He has taken my advice to do without this arbitrary protection and seek justice from German authorities. It appears, that he has been driven out by local intrigues in favour, not of a concentration-camp man, as is pretended, but of another pg. He had to spend many hours in Lang’s waiting room before he could see an assistant or something similar, it looks as if an investigation of the affair will now get under way – but meanwhile Vogel’s shop really is in someone else’s hands since yesterday . . . And as [. . .] my warm commendation of the Vogels is very much involved, that may have unpleasant consequences for me. E.g. with respect to Frau Kl.’s heavy worker’s ration card . . . [. . .]


Since yesterday evening we are without the Wolfs, it is now very hard for us to do the domestic chores, of which they had entirely relieved us, alone. It has been agreed, that we shall eat with them several times a week or that they will cook for us here (for payment 1M per head and lunch – we have now also paid them that for the past weeks). But despite this help, in terms of labour and supplies, we are nevertheless in a fairly difficult position.


4th July, Wednesday forenoon


The LTI lives on [. . .]. An anti-Fascist language office should be set up. – Analogies between Nazistic and Bolshevistic language: In Stalin’s speeches, extracts of which regularly appear, Hitler and Ribbentrop are cannibals and monsters. In the articles about Stalin, the supreme commander of the Soviet Union is the most brilliant general of all times and the most brilliant of all men living.


The surviving things from Pirna came yesterday afternoon. They had their guardian angels: The Russians cut open and hacked at the suitcases, pulled out individual items and stuffed them back in again, nothing appears to be missing, unbelievable treasures, now absolutely priceless, woollen things, underwear, tablecloths, art works of Eva’s have come to light. How very rich we were, if this represents only a tiny fraction, hardly one per cent of our former property . . . My huge stamp collection is there. We shall try to sell it. To me only land still has value as property, reference works of every kind, a car, a good wireless, these are the only things I would still like to have.


Above all: the mss have been preserved. What an immense amount of work! I shall have to put it in order, I have to think what I shall knuckle down to first – when the universities start up again no longer seems so important to me, I have enough to do. I can now work my way back into the French things again, even if I cannot get hold of any books: there’s enough material in the 18ième and lecture notes (and in the work from 34 onwards – the German Image of France37 – which is entirely finished). But for the moment everything is still restless and topsy-turvy: I pick up this or that, leaf through it, put it aside undecided, am at once depressed and happy – what of any of it shall I still see through to completion?


Before I had finished these lines, the situation changed yet again. An hour ago it was announced on the wireless: The state administration has been appointed. Its seat is Dresden and Lord Mayor Friedrichs is now president of the whole of Saxony. But since, apart from the districts of Berlin and Mecklenburg, only Saxony (and not Thuringia) is mentioned, it follows that it will be a Greater Saxony. Favourable to me?? I almost think, yes. Because after all I am now at the centre and at the source, have already been mentioned to the new master and am one of those, presumably one of the few, who has a claim to a senior university post. At any rate my prospects are much more favourable again today than yesterday. What should I do now? Wait and see? Act?


If only my heart were in better condition, it coped well with the difficult months and now it makes itself felt if I walk ten paces.


The wireless takes up a lot of time, but is very interesting. Although essentially only Berlin can be picked up, and only picked up clearly in the evening, and although sometimes there’s only pleasant, often undemanding music. But the news from Berlin reveals in detail the dreadful disorder and the woefully difficult work of reconstruction. Train connections are announced, for example, that one can now already travel as far as Oranienburg twice a day, that on ‘even days’ a train goes almost as far as Magdeburg, that a goods train is already getting as far as Dresden etc. etc. A talk urgently advises Berliners to plant winter cabbage now, as nothing can be expected from the devastated province of Brandenburg and from further away nothing at all [. . .] etc. . . . The Lord Mayor of the city of Brandenburg is urgently requested (on the wireless, because there is no post) to come to an important conference in Berlin. Every evening long lists are read out: Greetings from . . . that is, the name and address of people announcing themselves to family and friends as alive and present again.


[. . .]


9th July, Monday


Hardly anything has changed since the last entry: I read my diaries at random, am very exhausted, walk little, we eat at the Wolfs’, are very short of food, Eva does far too much work in the garden, planting vegetables, pulling up bushes (trees really), working with her is excessively exhausting for me.


Yesterday the Jungs invited us for coffee, which was impossible to decline, it was very nice, but I found it a little awkward: the Jungs shower us with this and that, tea, artificial fertiliser etc. What impulse lies behind it, and how long will it last? In the evening Michel and his wife sat here for a long time. They, too, shower us with gifts and attention (tobacco, taking trouble over E.’s footwear – M. is in charge of the store in the Begerburg [. . .]), but M. invalided out of two world wars, home knitting machine worker, is undoubtedly sincere. [. . .]


11th July, Wednesday evening


Yesterday the definitive awakening from the all-too-beautiful fairy tale. At first it still seemed to be continuing: ‘The Lord Mayor of the City of Dresden requests the pleasure of the company of Herr and Frau Professor Dr Klemperer at the inauguration of the Provisional Stage of the Dresden Theatres on 10 July 1945 in the Concert Hall, Glacisstr. Nathan the Wise38 will be performed. Commencement 6 p.m.’ That’s delightfully flattering. Admittedly I felt Nathan to be presumptuous lack of tact, I would have preferred [Goethe’s] Iphigenia. Then among the guests – about 600, it was invitation only – I had a really good, though not a VIP seat, E. could not come because of her bad foot, pity, it was a very good performance – to my very great astonishment and greeting me as if we had been sitting together for the last time only yesterday and this meeting was the most natural thing in the world, the Kühn couple.39 And beside me, completely grey, and taking it even more for granted, Janentzky.40 And: Why don’t you drop by and see us, we (we!) are discussing the re-establishment of the Cultural Sciences Section at a student hostel on Mommsenstr., and the Rüdiger woman41 was still there, and yesterday Grohmann had wanted to find out what was happening, but he wasn’t in charge of course [. . .] . . . Janentzky found it very strange, that I had some objection to these re-establishers. So evidently things are to go on just as they did after 1918: the enemies of the new regime are to be left quietly to continue with their work, which naturally will turn into work of subversion. Without mincing words I told J. my extremely divergent opinion, told him very clearly and frankly, and firmly refused to come before I had received precise information from the government regarding my position. The business made me feel very bitter, and after what I already heard from Grohmann and today have learned in greater detail from Winde, it looks very gloomy for me. Grohmann makes big promises, which he can’t keep, has no real power, has no standing, knows nothing about the High School, is essentially limited to Dresden art and nothing else. [. . .] Then today I learned from Winde, that they really do want to leave Kühn and Janentzky in their posts, and that they are the Ministry of Economics, to which, at the Russians’ request, the TH is being subordinated – separation from the universities there fore. To what insignificance does that reduce me, to what merely tolerated 5th wheel, among what ‘colleagues’! Yesterday and today I was at times seized by the desire to insist with all means at my disposal on the purging of the TH (which E. repeatedly encourages me to do), in between I was very much inclined to throw in the towel entirely, to stay in retirement and to complete my books (but how, since all resources are lacking?), at times I also told myself, the best thing was to hold on to my post mindlessly and silently for just another year - if it is given back to me at all – I constantly vacillate between these possibilities and their opportunities in the financial respect also. Neumark has invited me to consult with him on my monetary claims, I want to do so tomorrow, and that may lead to some clarity on other matters. But the fairy tale is over, and the professional disappointments of the 20s and 30s will be repeated, as if the monstrousness in between had not happened. I have become terribly pessimistic, and Eva too, with regard to alteration of the German morass, to peace, to mankind altogether. All these beautiful phrases and vows from Germany, USA and Russia, I already heard it all in 1918. And then came the Freikorps42 and everything else at home and abroad, that finally led to catastrophe. And it will be no different this time. And is the language and truthfulness Stalinice so very unlike that Hitlerice? And if I really were able to publish now [. . .] would I be free to write what I wanted?? My kind of freedom! In short, the fairy tale is completely over and done with, and now I’m only calculating whether they will at least pay me enough for a modest living. Even that does not look likely.


Frau Kreisler accosted me in the entrance-hall, a card was on its way to us, she and Frau Winde would visit us the next day. Immediately afterwards I made the acquaintance of Herr Winde, his wife had not come. The emergence of these people from the buried past – and these people also refers to the TH crowd – was the most important aspect of the afternoon for me. – I had to leave after the ring scene in the play, to catch my three trams before they shut down. [. . .] As I said, I found the choice of the Jewish play very unfortunate, although I was struck again, as many years ago, that it is not at all about the glorification of Jews or the Jew [. . .].


14th July, Saturday morning


The Berger furniture business takes up too much time. What has been confiscated, what can he reclaim? [. . .] The claims are in large part blatant lies. I had to go to see Scholz in the overcrowded Housing Office [. . .]. Lengthy negotiation, Bergers, father and son, also present. Then for a whole morning the two of them fetched things from here. [. . .] The whole business disagreeable, filling me with very contradictory, extremely mixed feelings. [. . .]


The whole afternoon yesterday agonisingly taken up with the trip to Neumark in Reickerstr. Discussion of my salary claim on the new state administration. [. . .] N. holds out very little hope [. . .]: There’s no money and worse absolutely no sympathy for Jewish claims, nor any on the part of the Russians. I also talked to N. about the Kühn affair and about my desires and doubts with respect to my post. He told me the latest news, that since Wednesday Menke-Glückert had been appointed to take charge of universities, I should talk to him. It had been quite a fight to push through M.-G. as a Democrat against a Communist. I: whether at the moment a Communist (clean out!) would not have been better? He: the KPD was doing too little for the universities, they would reject your salary claim as capitalist!


As soon as one has anything to do with politics, one can only chose the lesser evil, it is impossible to make any pure decision. [. . .]


The food shortage is becoming ever more catastrophic, the only thing we have in abundance is bread [. . .], but we live almost exclusively on dry bread. Fat and meat are almost entirely lacking, in fact entirely – misery of standing in queues – where to find the time. E. plants, E. has no shoes, E. has a bad foot – I seem to find it impossible to set aside a quiet hour to work in. [. . .]


My nerves are much weakened, my feeling of happiness has been pushed very, very much into the background.


15th July, Sunday morning


[. . .]


Since yesterday the 22 – garlanded, red cloth with the words: ‘Another step forward!’ – has been running again, our best connection to town, as long as there is no 16. On the same day a card from Fräulein Mey: now the 22 is going again, she can visit me ‘after High School’; she would come on Wednesday therefore. My relationship to the TH remains inwardly and outwardly unclear. Chorus with respect to everything and from everyone: Uncertainty, opacity of the situation. – Visits I make, and which I receive, eat me up. [. . .] Glasers here.


16th July, Monday morning


E says: before when a special delivery letter came, it was from the Gestapo. Now: ‘The Lord Mayor requests the pleasure . . .’ He yet again requested ‘by hand – urgent’ the pleasure of our company the day before yesterday, inviting us in the evening to the first concert of the Staatskapelle in the Bühlau Assembly Rooms. – Very flattering – but the journey there! Then again: one has to show one’s face, one has to talk to people, has to become involved or stay involved . . . At first it appeared, that it would be just as impossible for E. to come as to the Nathan recently. She literally has no shoes, her only pair has had a broken heel since 13 February, her foot is raw [. . .]. A cobbler is not to be found. Now yesterday Frau Wolff [sic] found a pair of shoes of her mother-in-law, and Frau Steininger also unearthed a pair – both pairs size 38 instead of 36 – but wearable.


I visited Steininger in Hohe Str. to inspect his biographical archive. A completely bombed-out, but not burnt-out house not far from the Plauenschen Ring. Boxes, folder, envelopes: About 1[image: image] million newspaper cuttings, filed and unfiled, on x topics. Partly in a garage, which rainwater can easily get into, partly crumpled, full of dust and mortar, everything chaotic and in danger, partly in [image: image] destroyed rooms. Like something from a film. A miracle, that the stuff was saved – but it is only saved, if it can quickly be stored more safely and re-ordered. [. . .] Request to Scholz, supported by me, for storage and work space for St. At the same time I ask myself [. . .], whether all of it does have any great scholarly value. On the one hand: yes, very great and especially now. On the other hand, it’s all too fragmentary, superficial, jumbled up, and only valuable as a pointer to more substantial material – which is just what’s missing.


[. . .] Now every Nat. Soc. book has to be handed over by today on pain of heavy punishment. A list of the forbidden things – I have not yet seen it – has appeared. I myself collect them for the LTI, have already obtained this and that from Forbrig. I shall procure a special permit.


[. . .]


I am so very tired and so very lazy and so very easily distracted. My inwardly ever-repeated motto: ‘I shall make use of it, this brief span.’ But I don’t make use of it. I lie on the ugly fauteuil in the hall, look out at the greenery, at my garden and let the wireless play on. Idiotic music, beautiful music, news characteristic of the times. One box of matches has been distributed to every Berlin household . . . [. . .], every evening (programme: ‘Greetings’) a list of names and addresses of returnees is broadcast, etc. etc.


17th July, Tuesday morning


Tremendous heat, more than 30 in the shade, so we didn’t go to the celebratory concert in more than uncomfortable Bühlau yesterday. See and be seen, be involved?? I am a little apathetic and disgusted. Grohmann is an impotent wind-bag, my real post still non-existent.


Glaser, happy to have got a position in the Ministry of Justice (otherwise very decrepit and senile) told me, all my claims (notified through Neumark) were up in the air: the new state, which is no state at all and [. . .] does not need to recognise claims on the preceding regime. My objection, that the Allies had declared themselves upholders of Jewish compensation claims, was mockingly rejected as lacking any legal force. I am reading my diaries without making notes, only blue pencil crosses. I cannot get a grip on the difficulties, find a solution to them. What is too intimate, what too general? How should LTI and vita be separated? Who should be mentioned by name? How should I comment on what I wrote then? How far diverge from the diary form?? For weeks now I have done nothing else but read the diary. I feel very empty.


[. . .]


I have to tell myself a little too often: you are in Paradise now, compared to the previous situation. It is so, but I notice it all too rarely – E.’s loss of weight, the never-ending dry bread, the chaos in the house, the uncertainty of my position, my sterility, exhaustion and heart problems: there are a little too many weeds growing in the Paradise Garden. Nevertheless, we are living in it, and there is some hope of weeding it. This spun out metaphor is none at all for E., but reality, she works all day in the garden, mainly planting vegetables, there is nothing, literally nothing else she is interested in, except the garden. Pereat mundus, fiat hortus.43


18th July, Wednesday morning. Dölzschen


This afternoon at 4 ‘Installation of the [Saxon] administration’ – I am invited (a very inconvenient time, because that’s when the Mey woman is supposed to come to see me and it’s too late to cancel her) – thus the new life appears to be assuming solid shape, thus the diary can also become a solid book again.44 – Sounds nice, but isn’t true at all. Nothing is solid, everything is in a chaotic fluid state, Germany’s, Saxony’s, Dölzschen’s, my affairs – absolutely everything.


Yesterday Scholz [. . .] was here. I want to get him and through him his KPD to take a keen interest in Kühn, in teachers altogether, since Forbrig complains very bitterly to me about recruitment of pg’s. Scholz very insipid: democratic line, don’t rush anything, the Party slogan. Then it slips out: People have to starve a little first. First came Kerensky, after that Lenin . . . I recently heard something very similar – from whom?? – with reference to the Russians: politically they were not putting any pressure on the Germans, less than the USA at least; they were only removing livestock and factories. First people had to starve in Germany, then it would just go Bolshevik of its own accord.


There’s a nice hairdresser running around here, a Hungarian, in the anti-Fascist comité, recently cut Eva’s hair, is going to get a tomcat for us. This Hungarian yesterday: the Russians are letting us starve, very pessimistic. He wants to go back to Hungary, the Jews would build things up there. Yes, if the Jews wanted to take a hand here, the Jews knew how to do it, then there would be commerce, wages and life again! [. . .]


I am so helpless in the face of the immense material of my diaries, that I ask myself, what is the point in piling up more? But it is always foolish to ask what the point is.


19th July, Thursday morning


The tram didn’t come – so I decided not to go to the state administration ceremony and came back again. I would anyway have learned only jelly-like things again and heard the usual phrase-mongering.


The Mey woman was here from late afternoon and into the evening. Unchanged, yet almost 60. I was not very warm and spelled out my attitude to my former colleagues. Important points of Mey’s report: Holldack dead, Kafka seriously ill, will ‘not be involved any more’. Gehrig willing, however.45 The Romance languages library completely destroyed. [. . .] No one knows what will become of the TH. At the moment a Lieutenant-Colonel Koslovich was in charge and also had his quarters there. Rubble was being cleared, lists were being drawn up of professorships, lecture courses, dissertations of the last ten years. Sudden commands were received, one knew nada, nada.


[. . .]


The very poor condition of my heart naturally makes everything seem even more gloomy than it already is.


20th July, Friday morning


Yesterday, 19 July, the Hungarian brought the longed-for tomcat which had been promised for some time. I don’t need to note all the bitter feelings this arouses in me. The question of feeding is not an atom easier than it was in Mujel’s time.46 The new one, white with grey patches, is unfortunately already a year old and used to complete freedom. He comes from the Moritzburg area, is called Moritz and will probably be called Moische. – I owe Eva the house and the tomcat.


On the wireless yesterday between cabaret turns a bit of live transmission from the first service of the first synagogue [to re-open] in Berlin: a 74-year-old cantor sings the Hebrew blessing of consecration as the eternal lamp is lit. The announcer informs the listeners about it, we hear the singing and the praying congregation. – Frightful, for a start because it is tasteless amidst all the amusements, de- not consecration, and then even more frightful as accentuation of the Jewish victory. It lends support to the assailed Natsoc.


The same is true of a talk about the German General Staff as the brains of German militarism, it is guilty and must be destroyed. There are Russian sentries everywhere, the Russians are driving off the livestock, there is hunger, already one can hear: at least under Hitler everyone got what was promised on the ration coupons [. . .]. The development of a counter-current is inevitable: we are hungry, the Jews are here again, the Russians are here – these are the blessings of pacifism – I also shudder at the military and other triumphalism in Berlin and at the constant kowtowing and confessions of guilt of the Berlin broadcasting station. – And while opinion is virtually being stirred up for Natsoc., nothing is being done, at least here in Dresden, to really dislodge it.


I see the situation in a very gloomy light. All the previous mistakes are being repeated and in increased measure. Enemies are reviled and then left in possession of some things. One-sided pacifism is preached at the same time as the enemy expands his power. The title ‘Jews’ Republic’ is virtually invited again. And with all of that there is more hunger every day. Hour by hour the great progress made is praised on the wireless, the benevolence of the Allies is praised and both are only partly true, and each person feels this ‘only partly’. – And the populace is so irretrievably stupid and forgetful. Now it thinks only: ‘we were not so hungry before’, and everything else is forgotten. Very soon it will think: all these Hitler horrors are propaganda inventions.


Admittedly I have no better programme to set against this critique. Hopeless situation.


Childish, but it’s true: what affected me most in Mey’s reports was the age of my former colleagues: they, too, are now about 60 – I am not the only one who has grown old. (In my memory the others remained young.)


I am so helpless in the face of the great bulk of my diaries, that I cannot make up my mind to continue with the same expansiveness. Also, everything appears to me to be repetition: hunger, the wretchedness of everyday concerns (10 g butter more or less), the errors of the rulers, my heart problems, my most recent and most trivial thoughts on death, my mixed feelings with respect to the tomcat and Eva’s love of animals etc. etc. – I have grown too old, and everything has already happened once before.


21st July, Saturday morning


[. . .]


Very slow and helpless progress in reading the diary. There appears to be no way of getting to grips with Curriculum,47 LTI or publication for Neidhardt. Everything is at a standstill, everything is undecided, hic et ubique.48 Time trickles away in the heat, with heart problems and dry bread – and yet pleasantly drowsy with a lot of wireless.


Berlin Conference of the ‘three great powers’.49 Always the ‘Big Three’, always the three great powers. France is played out just like Italy. [. . .]


Jung said: ‘The Russians are hauling away our machines, the Americans simply blow them up. This blowing up was new to me. So they want to destroy German industry for good. The Russians taking away the railway tracks fits in with that. The result must be unemployment. [. . .] I used to believe there would be no unemployment after this war, after all everything would need to be replaced. But if they simply don’t allow new production? The present mobilisation of labour is only to clear away rubble and for the harvest – it won’t produce anything durable. From day to day I see the future in a gloomier light.


Then in the evening Jung put me on the spot with a request. There was now a ‘declaration of nullity’ for those who had been forced to join the Party. But this route could only be taken via the KPD. [. . .] What sort of man was Scholz, could I help? I do not feel very comfortable about the business, neither outwardly nor inwardly. To the outside: I do not want my signature to be devalued, do not want to be seen in general as a friend of Nazis. It may also all too easily be said: he can be bribed. And this is where the inner resistance starts. Do I have a clear conscience with respect to Jung? E. always liked him – I did not. He avoided me, was very cautious at least. And now we are very much courted. Trip to Pirna etc., invitation for coffee, and recently even the expensive blue suiting. It was to be ‘lent’ me for nothing at all, I pressed 100M on the wife – which under today’s circumstances, of course, is not a real payment at all. Have I been bribed? Inwardly I do not feel entirely free. I told Jung: Go to Scholz, whom I consider to be a humane man, explain your situation. Refer to me, insofar as I knew you in the years 1934–40 as a friendly and by no means hostile Nazi neighbour, which I can confirm. But the confirmation is only of any value with the double qualification of the date and of knowing you outside professional circumstances. Thus qualified, I can also put it in writing, but perhaps that isn’t even necessary . . .


As I said, I don’t feel very happy about it. Vogel, Steininger, perhaps Lehmann50 at the TH: it adds up.


[. . .]


I am increasingly strengthened in my own contempt for mankind and my lack of vanity. I was treated as lower than a dog, now I am courted by every means – what will tomorrow bring? And contempt and esteem are nothing at all to do with me as a person, but only with me as an atom or particle or billiard ball – these things are not valuable or valueless in themselves, rather their force is dependent on their particular situation.


23rd July, Monday morning


On Saturday a very cordial letter arrived from Wengler:51 since April ’41 he had been employed in the Wilhelm Nestler52 Bookshop, Bautzenerstr., and married since June of this year, he would visit us on Sunday with his wife. [. . .]


Wengler looks considerably aged, with a curiously protruding and twisted lower lip. He already had a stroke a good dozen years ago. – He is very erudite, 1000× more of a philologist than I am, yet without scholarly ambition. He seemed reconciled to his situation, content, although he is only an assistant – the 3rd Reich did not allow him to qualify as a bookseller because of ‘unreliability’.


[. . .]


Yesterday evening [. . .] I suddenly felt the most thorough-going aversion and absolute saturation with respect to LTI. Decision not to pursue any further study of it (as I had originally planned). I shall do the Notebook of a Philologist, using the material available, either as a little book on its own or amalgamated with the Curriculum of this period or as the second part of the publication given to Neidhardt. For the time being I must patiently continue skimming through the diaries for weeks, with only the blue pencil, and wait for inspiration and also on the development of the general situation and my particular position. – Wengler reported that the Romance languages library at Leipzig had also been completely destroyed by fire, and in his bookshop there were only a very few second-hand items. On the other hand he himself has my works. – Early this morning it occurred to me: obtain a Swiss scholarship, in order to be able to prepare the completion of my 18ième in Geneva! At the moment I am very much attracted by everything French, I have had a surfeit of Hitlerism.


24th July, Tuesday evening


Very poor health: serious heart problems on the smallest errand, trouble-someness of the injured foot, which refuses to heal, torment of dental treatment with Dr König, painfully inflamed eyes and neck, but above all and again and again the memento of the angina problems. I dread every errand, at home I fight constant lethargy. [. . .]


We have had no fat for weeks – what good are the heavy workers’ cards? I asked the old Vogels – living up at the Pfeifers’ – if one was any better off registering at Chemnitzerplatz. – No, there were no deliveries at all to Dresden. Fear of famine, mood towards the Russians very bad. Foolish opinion, things better with the ‘Yanks’, foolish rumours, the ‘Yanks’ were going to come here after all. [. . .]


The food shortage is extreme for us and for everyone – 90% of what we live on is dry bread, which fortunately we have in abundance – and the populace blames the Russians. [. . .] I no longer wish to write in detail about our own food plight, because as I plough through the diaries, I can see how for years I have been repeatedly writing variations on this theme. What’s odd this time, is that we have bread in plenty – but even less of everything else, above all of fat, than in the worst times. Poor Eva.


26th July, Thursday morning


If I die now, and my heart is rotten enough for that, I’ll get a fine wake. Everyone here knows me, greets me in the street and at home, expresses pleasure at our return. What percentage of that is warmth and what calculation? I shall always be suspicious now. – Yesterday we were visited by Frau Ulbrich, the wife, now widow, of Ulbrich the butcher, whose good customers we were, until he passed on the shop to the young Janiks because of illness. (Frau Janik already spoke to me during the first few days, she is hoping for her husband to return and for her shop to re-open – with her a large percentage of warmth is involved.) Frau U., after many losses very evidently still wealthy, an elderly, good-natured, calm woman, brought flowers and cigarettes, was happy for us, was nothing but an old friend. But then her son did turn up in the conversation, who had survived 6 years in the army, and is a technical school teacher. ‘But he is very much needed, he will surely get his post back immediately!’ – ‘Yes, Professor, but he was in the club (sic), he had to, after all, and now he’s navvying.’ There it was. Not a plea to me, but one nevertheless. [. . .] ‘but I have never seen or spoken to your son.’ – ‘But you know his parents, and we never . . .’ Etc. etc. [. . .]


When I fetched E.’s shoes from the cobbler – he had repaired them for the sake of old friendship, E. was for weeks walking around literally in felt slippers without stockings – Schulz, Neidhardt’s technical and business partner, jumped from his bicycle at the bottom of the hill; we arranged that he would call in the late afternoon. Afterwards I found the Kornblums, mother and daughter, at home, whom I speedily got rid of [. . .] Vogel sen. also had to be greeted and thanked: he brought razor blades from his own stock, and potatoes from the Pfeifers, the landowners, with whom he is staying. The late Pfeifer was a farmer, who owned very valuable property up here – we negotiated with him in 1933. His ladies – I don’t properly know the family, but there are real ladies there – are friendly to us in a quite disinterested way.


So, later on Schulz came. Some kind of disagreement with the newly appointed department head in the Land administration. But the Fackelverlag publishing house, delayed and obstructed, remains. The official wants a sample. I am to provide it. [. . .] For the present: I am working towards an opus, of which I myself do not know what shape it is going to take. Diary and LTI are inseparable, I want to make one volume out of them, but how? [. . .] Schulz makes a good impression, he is evidently really both engineer and businessman, was a senior employee or representative of an American typewriter factory, wanted to take a master’s exam as a technician and failed because he was ‘politically unreliable’ [. . .]. In the course of today I want to force myself to undertake an experiment: I want to write a kind of fair preface to my Diary+LTI book; perhaps some possible form of organisation will occur to me as I do so. – Like me, Schulz feels altogether uncertain about the KPD as well as dependent on it. It has to clean out; but it lacks intellectual members, and what will be its attitude to intellectuals and others with an education? The fateful question for it and for us. I do not want to take a decision in accordance with my – vacillating – emotions, not out of pure idealism, but coolly and calculatingly in accordance with what is best for my situation, my freedom, the work I still have to do, and yet nevertheless serving my ideal task, back the right horse. Which is the right horse? The roundabout with the petits chevaux53 still keeps on turning. Russia? USA? Democracy? Communism? Professor emeritus? Unpolitical? Politically committed? Question mark upon question mark. But perhaps I already took up a position, when I made my opposition to Kühn apparent. [. . .]


Evening


Professor Winde was here this morning. He, too, bitter at the general lack of thoroughgoing measures. He related: Johst, the very Nazi rector of the TH, good architect (I was acquainted with him 33–35), earned huge sums under the 3rd Reich, was also simultaneously rector of Linz TH, where he was supposed to build a university, and owns a magnificent villa on the Weisser Hirsch. He was supposed to relinquish it and move somewhere more cramped. He managed to keep the villa for himself and get a contract from the city of Dresden to build mini-apartments. The present rector, Hahn, confirmed in office by the Russians, was a battalion commander in the Volkssturm. – Winde said: a general levy was now being demanded of us, a kind of continuation of the Natsoc. Winter Aid programme. From us, who have been bombed out! Why don’t they confiscate Nazi assets? – I: We have to join the KPD. – He: Only recently you called yourself a democrat! – I: Yes, but the KPD is needed!


27th July, Friday morning


On the wireless constant appeals to help bring in the harvest. In a different tone from the 3rd Reich. Always the dark emphasis on impending starvation. Starvation is not a threat – it is really here. For weeks neither we nor anyone else have had any fat, meat, hardly any food coupons at all redeemed. Always the misery of destruction and plundering [. . .].


Announced on the wireless: In England (391 out of 640 seats) the Labour Party governing alone for the first time, Attlee Churchill’s successor. For the first time 23 women (21 Labour Party) in parliament.


All the strain of these days: the wireless tells us what is happening at every moment in all the world, far away – and there is no postal link with Leipzig.


[. . .]


30th July, Monday forenoon


I have just corrected the LTI introduction, almost 7 closely typed pages, which I have worked on from Thursday until yesterday evening. Beginning and middle are good, the end loses itself in pure philology – LTI and diary are simply neither completely compatible with one another nor can they be cleanly separated. Furthermore, in the final pages, on which I worked hard yesterday, my mood was thoroughly spoilt. This introduction was intended to be the sample piece, for which Schulz had asked, and with which the reluctant government department was to be won over. Schulz and Neidhardt were supposed to come here on Sunday morning for the final discussion of my contract. I had made considerable and successful efforts to finish the piece, as far as was possible, by then, I wanted to read it to the two of them. They did not come, and so now the whole business is up in the air again. [. . .]


In the afternoon we were supposed to be at the Windes’; my foot, on which the minor injury, really only an abrasion, has refused to heal for many weeks now and hurts, was swollen. In a triumphal mood I would nevertheless have gone. In my depression I cried off. Eva went alone, and in the silence of the afternoon I then managed the rest of the introduction. But if the book planned for Neidhardt does not materialise, it’s of no use.


On Sunday morning the wireless [. . .] regularly broadcasts a Protestant church service with ringing of bells, choir, sermon. Yesterday there spoke in a sonorous voice, but quite without affectation and unctuousness, the Protestant bishop of Berlin [. . .] Dibelius.54 At first I was very pleasantly enthralled. Paul to the Athenians, that is, as if he were speaking to cultivated people in Weimar today. How can he convey his tidings to the educated, the philosophers? They are not at all intractable atheists, they are seekers after God, they know of the unknown God. But that is simply not sufficient. One must find HIM, one must come to know him, one must have certainty, one would so like to have it. But how? – And now came the disappointment, which always comes, if one entrusts oneself to pastors. One must just ‘change one’s ways’, one must see Jesus, for Jesus is the side of God turned towards man, the knowable side. So now I know exactly and may believe in the loving kindness of the Heavenly Father despite all the ghastliness of these last years. Every day it becomes more puzzling to me, how people can believe in a kind, loving God etc. I more than ever want to leave the Church, which so shamefully let me down.


Yesterday the Felix Neubert couple came to see us, the people with the butcher’s shop in Plauenschen Gasse, whose customers we were when we lived at 8 Hohe Strasse. Good men. The wife had already, by chance, spoken to me in the city during the first few days. Bombed out, without their own shop. Now the man has been offered a butcher’s in Freital – the trade inspectorate there is causing problems – perhaps Herr Professor can help. (I recently heard from Winde the joke from the end of the Hitler times: Whoever recruits 10 members for the Party, can leave it, whoever recruits 20, gets a J in his identity card! In any case Neubert – always the first question! – was not a pg.) By chance I really was able to help. Frau Wolff’s father is an important and influential KPD official in Freital. [. . .]


Yesterday a little boy, perhaps 12, 14 years old, rang at the door: ‘Refugee – have you got something to eat?’ I said: ‘Unfortunately we have nothing.’ My conscience was not quite clear – I should have given the boy a piece of dry bread. I thought of the woman in the Munich old people’s home, who systematically sent out her children to beg. But apart from dry bread we ourselves have nothing to spare [. . .].


1st August, Wednesday


A letter from Leipzig, dated 3 July, arrived on Monday, 30 July, with a Dresden postmark (that is, posted here by a tardy visitor). Trude Öhlmann:55 hoping that we were still alive, without a clue that for 5 years we had not been in our house. She herself is still living at 10 Bussestr., we had believed this house, this street destroyed long ago. She had been through terrible things, she would tell us as soon as she knew whether her letter had reached us. She signed it: ‘Your deeply unhappy Trude.’ How to send a reply?


[. . .]


Yesterday the widow of Master Haubold was here, a grey-haired woman, careworn, depressed. Her situation: her husband had lost his customers, because the rulers in Dölzschen – Kalix, Sonntag – had called him the ‘red plumber’ and because he had resisted them. To save him or the business she then joined the Party, and that did help. Of two sons, both plumbers, one (the present master here) remained outside the Party, the other (in the army, somewhere in Bavaria, whereabouts unknown, his wife and child died on 13th February) became a pg. Now the young master was being urged to join the KPD, she, Frau H., was advising him not to – it was impossible to know if everything would stay as it was. After all, it was constantly being said, that the Americans would come here! – Treading warily I said: I myself had never been a Communist, but now a general clean-out was necessary. I, too, would much prefer to stay away from politics, not join a party – but if pressure was being placed on her son, then the Communists were a party and not criminals; and originally SPD – old Haubold was an SPD man – and KPD had been one party [. . .] and they must become one party again, with a right and a left wing [. . .]. I added: the Americans were no better than the Russians, worse, rather, and they would not come to Dresden and wage war with the Russians and still less would they do so in alliance with Germany.


These rumours America against Russia don’t stop. Nazi propaganda still has an effect, is probably still being secretly carried on. Is Dresden especially petit bourgeois, especially Nazi – or is the whole of Germany like this?


I can state to the minute the point at which my bliss turned into the opposite [. . .]: when I saw Kühn at the official performance of Nathan and sat next to Janentzky. Since then my depression has got steadily worse, exacerbated by physical things – I am tortured by my teeth, I am hampered by my foot, which refuses to heal, I am worried by my very palpable heart, I am depressed by the chaos in our domestic affairs, to which there is no solution, and which harnesses me to domestic chores, I am tormented by my eternal tiredness. The principal calamity, nevertheless, is that no one is interested in me professionally: I hear nothing from Menke-Glückert, nothing from the TH, nothing from Neidhardt.


[. . .]


Daily questions to myself, no, hourly ones: what is the point of this diary reading? Is the wireless more a stimulus or more a waste of time? Why do German affairs look rosy on the wireless, at least 100 times rosier than in reality? (It doesn’t really lie, but it reports only and exclusively the snail’s pace progress of reconstruction. And then: I am too old; I have heard all these promises, plans etc. etc. in 1919, and – mutatis mutandis – in 1933 as well.


2nd August, Thursday morning


The Berlin ‘Deutsche Volkszeitung’ (KPD) [. . .] of 28 July, prints the programme of Wilmersdorf People’s High School,56 and announced there: Dr Linfert: The Style of NS language. My LTI in other words. I should have expected it. [. . .] But this morning I want to go to Nestler-Wengler. Perhaps I, too, shall first present my LTI as lectures at the People’s High School here.


Frau Dember,57 when she was here from Istanbul, stayed in the villa of the wealthy Jew (and Czech) Kussi. We visited her there once and were given a very friendly welcome. Two gentlemen, in their mid-30s, came into the room and exchanged a few words with us. That was all the contact we had. Of faces I vaguely see white-bearded Kussi père, whom I once met at Isakowitz, the dentist. Then we heard: the father had died in a Berlin hospital, the sons, racing to his deathbed, had been involved in a serious car accident, but had escaped with the loss of a few teeth. That is all I know about the Kussi family. The Dembers spoke with the greatest respect of their Rheostat (? electrical instruments of some kind) factory and of their wealth. – Now yesterday a letter signed: ‘. . . in old friendship your very devoted Dr W. Kussi’58 on the company notepaper of Rheostat-Habege(??) – an Aryan name in the letterhead has been crossed out and replaced by ‘Dr Werner Kussi’. K. writes: ‘. . . After several years spent in various concentration camps, I have finally returned here from Auschwitz. My family was murdered in Auschwitz . . .’ [. . .] He has by chance heard of our return [. . .] the letter is dated 16 July, postmarked the 31st – wants to visit us. Curious the mixture of dubious business German and dreadful private content. Noteworthy the ‘in old friendship’. Does he clutch at survivors of those days?


3rd August, Friday morning


[. . .]


Yesterday morning at Nestler’s shop on Bautzenerstr. Nestler himself absent. Wengler very helpful. In the shop at the front the scantiest stock, a couple of slim army editions, a couple of music notebooks, stationery. A few second-hand things. Behind the shop a big room as office, a kitchen, in which there was cooking going on. Several women and young people busy. All very, very meagre, the French things I was shown were nothing [. . .]. I borrowed the dictionary I was offered [. . .]. I discussed the LTI possibilities with Wengler. Perhaps one lecture or two for the ‘preview’ of the People’s High School. But nothing definite [. . .].


Meanwhile continued very slow reading of diary, everything uncertain, tooth and dentist torment. But basically not despairing. Everything is going just as slowly and falteringly for everyone: that is the general German condition in the summer of 45. Today the Potsdam communiqué59 is on the wireless: peace treaties with the others, peace settlement with us.


At the bookshop I was able to write a couple of lines to Trude Öhlmann: ‘The boss’ is travelling to L. today and will take it with him for the city post there. [. . .] The first letter from Leipzig to Dresden has arrived. But on the tram I heard that there is not yet any post from Dresden–Leipzig. [. . .]


4th August, Saturday forenoon


In the morning the Potsdam communiqué was read out on the wireless. Shattering, quite egoistically shattering. Germany will be so castrated, so poor, such an outcast, that we two will never get on our feet again. The dry bread, no fat, on which we have been living literally for weeks, will accompany us for the rest of our lives. Who is going to pay for my demands, my losses? (Nothing in the communiqué suggests that the Allies want to look after the German Jews.) I shall get a tiny salary or old-age pension, that will be all. Professor at the TH or the university? At most a junior instructor at Dresden Technical School. Publish books and in journals?? Everything will be lacking, publishers, printing presses etc. etc. Shrunken little Germany will be a pitiful agrarian state without independence, without any possibility of recovery.


I continue muddling along with my diary reading. [. . .]


The dentist continues to torment me, my heart problems continue to torment me, my eye problems too. Despite that: up here there is peace, and between diary, wireless, a nice volume from the library left behind by the Bergers, sleeping, and the most frugal meals, at home and with the Wolffs, together with a few domestic chores, one can doze quite nicely through the evening of one’s life.


[. . .]


6th August, Monday evening


Great heat, great weariness, constant heart problems when walking – I must go to Katz, perhaps iodine will help.


[. . .]


Today exhausting, not quite unfruitful trip into town. 1) at Nestler’s – (‘the boss’ in Leipzig – the boss is chairman of the new People’s High School) – with Wengler, who took notes of what I said and will work it up, agreed the following. a) I shall speak at a ‘preview’ in September for about 90–120 minutes about the basic outlines of the LTI – I found it odd, when Wengler used the term LTI quite as if it were the most natural thing – and will then give a winter course of 8 hours on the details. [. . .] b) In the winter I shall give 8 one-hour lectures on the German image of France from the beginnings to the present. – Wengler gave me a statement he had composed on the reorganisation of modern language teaching ‘in a free, democratic and anti-Fascist Germany’. With extreme agitational brusqueness he demands the combined study of language, literature and culture without ‘suicidal arrogance’. ‘It is proper for us, above all, to show modesty in the face of the achievement of others and to openly confess our own deficiencies, which is a debt we owe thanks to our own presumption.’ He wants compulsory teaching of Russian and American; second, more as an optional subject, and only where local conditions make it necessary, the (minor) Slav and the Romance languages. French is not even listed separately. [. . .]


I then went to Melanchthonstr., arranged [. . .] an appointment with Grohmann for Wed. The well-informed secretary in response to my questions: Grohmann – ‘patrician’ Communist [. . .] was now also involved in the state administration, was to some extent more important than Menke-Glückert, ‘could not be pinned down’. But everything was uncertain, and the Russians repeatedly interfered, issued prohibitions, there was no progress. The secondary schools were ready to start, there came a veto from the Russians. Barracks had been made available to some artists: the Russians requisitioned the barracks. Etc. etc. The TH was M.-Gl.’s responsibility, but was ruled by a Russian lieutenant-colonel and Rector Hahn, and Janentzky was doing a lot (with whom??). Fräulein von Rüdiger had been dismissed. (So there my protest to Janentzky was effective.) I set forth the Kühn case. – In Leipzig, at the Americans’ suggestion, the majority of professors had gladly departed with the former(!!) – no one had any idea what should happen there. – Now I shall see how things continue on Wednesday. At some point I want to ‘join in’ myself. It is probably not too late for anything.


8th August, Wednesday morning


Yesterday night and day so wretched (probably influenza? a slight temperature), that I was completely slowed down, slept a lot.


My diary reading shows ever more clearly, that LTI is substantially more suitable for publication than the actual diary. It is shapeless, it incriminates the Jews, also it could not be reconciled with the opinions that predominate now, it would also be indiscreet.


[. . .]


From the Potsdam communiqué, which is still being praised on the wireless as humane beyond all expectation, while the amputation of the eastern German provinces is passed over in silence, it should really be obvious, that not Russia alone, but that all the Allies together are making Germany ‘suffer’.


For myself I face a constant dilemma. I want to be on the furthest left wing of the KPD, I want to be for Russia. And on the other hand: My kind of freedom!


Today the wireless is full of the atom bomb, which was mentioned for the first time yesterday.60


[. . .]


9th August, Thursday morning


Yesterday forenoon with Grohmann: today forenoon I am to meet him at the state administration building, we will talk with M.-Gl., he wants to introduce me to Friedrichs. M.-Gl. is too reactionary for him, ‘wants to open the old TH’, has to be pushed, is too old. Gr. wants to influence Friedrichs through me. Gr. is very opposed to Kühn. This ‘curious gentleman’ gave Nazi lectures. I cautiously said, referring to M.-Gl., he felt bitter. Gr.: ‘Not bitter enough.’ I: ‘a little broken’. – Hardly had I got back in the afternoon, than Anna Mey appeared and stayed until 8. [. . .] The same conversations as recently. She defended Kühn. He was no Nazi. Just so impulsive. On a questionnaire: ‘were relatives members of the NSDAP?’ he writes: ‘Am I a common informer?’ I: ‘Do you think he would have dared write that on a questionnaire of the 3rd Reich?’ The professoriate is playing the same game as 1919–1933. Fräulein Mey: no one knew how long those ruling now would remain in power. And: the rumour is still going around, that the Americans will come here . . . How good Goebbels’ propaganda was! How necessary a thorough clean-up would be! – Gr. also objected to the excessively ‘petit bourgeois’ planning and administration of the People’s High School programme. Advised caution. Yesterday meanwhile a letter arrived from Wengler with the formulation of my ‘preview’, also a card from Riedel, the academic director. I am in a dilemma.


10th August, Friday morning


Yesterday actually entirely taken up with the Saxon state administration. It resides in the magnificent building of the [former] regional air administration and I was there from 12 until 4. One adds to that the difficulty in getting there (dreadful gap with no tram [. . .] most horribly devastated area), the even greater difficulty of the return journey with constant thundery downpours (without umbrella and coat), after that still a dentist session.


I have often admired the regional air administration with despair and hate, and I never believed that I would one day enter it. A small town embedded in a park [. . .]. Hundreds of rooms, in the plaster on the walls all kinds of aeronautical symbols. Elegant gatehouse entry at the front; one has to have a pass – I received a permanent one. But upstairs on the second floor lakes in the corridors and rooms, ceilings and walls damp from the previous day’s downpour, and water had also come through to the first floor. The roof heavily damaged and still unrepaired, roofers had only just arrived. – Another miserable feature: Grohmann: ‘we must go to lunch, we have eaten nothing since early this morning; we cannot invite you, Fischer (the deputy president) recently warned us not to bring a guest again.’ [. . .] So I sat hungry on a bench in the corridor and waited [image: image] of an hour, reading.


12th August, Sunday afternoon


First of all I met Neumark’s very likeable stepson, Dr Kretzschmar, whom I already knew, and who is now working here with Grohmann. Then came Grohmann himself. The same old song: Menke-Glückert needed to be woken up, he wanted to revive the old Technical High School with the old personnel and the old opinions. M.-Gl. received me with uncommon warmth, as if we had been close friends before the 3rd Reich. The Kühn case was discussed, I became very animated (in Grohmann’s presence), explained how the state had been sabotaged before, warned against a repetition. M.-Gl. altogether obliging, he also wants to secure a chair for me in Leipzig. But he nevertheless urged me to take an approach, which seemed mistaken to both myself and Grohmann and at which E. was afterwards outraged: ‘You write to the TH, you make a request to be re-instated. Half an hour later you have been re-appointed and on top of that have the satisfaction, that your enemies themselves had to propose you. Then you yourself can work to change the spirit of the professoriate . . . But by myself I can do nothing; you must help me.’ – Afterwards, so as to remain on good terms with M.-Gl., I made the application. E. and everything in me protested against it: I do not need to petition the TH to be re-appointed [. . .]. My financial claims, said M.-Gl., are with the President and they will give rise to a cabinet decision in principle. The government intends – state bankruptcy! – to reject all claims on the Hitler state, mark a new beginning and then give ‘assistance’ on its own initiative. – Even before we had called on M.-Gl., Gr. had announced my visit to President Friedrichs. So I waited in the corridor, while Gr. and M.-Gl. ate, and then, long after 2 p.m., with Gr. to the First President. Pure cinema. Large room. Right at the back on the far side, many yards from the door, behind a huge desk, the President; intimidating awkwardness of crossing the whole room. But Friedrichs rose immediately [. . .], came towards me to the middle of the room, where he shook my hand. Imposing figure, thick, completely silver hair down to his ears, face half Friesian farmer, half Field-Marshal Moltke.61 (It is said, however, he is 25% Semite.) Was a senior civil servant in some pre-Hitler administration, is a legal expert. Very calm, courteously dignified manner. I had to sit in front of his desk. Grohmann sat to one side of me, gave me cues to get me talking, so that Friedrichs was informed about me. In between a telephone call for Fr.; Grohmann whispered to me: ‘we’ll take our leave shortly.’ Fr. asked me: ‘You have nothing at all?’ I: ‘Only the empty house.’ For a moment there was talk of my works. [. . .] Then we shook hands again and left. Grohmann summed up outside: ‘He now knows you personally, and that’s good when your concerns come to be discussed.’ The whole thing a little scene from a play [. . .] Whether the business was worthwhile remains to be seen.


That together with the subsequent dentist session and the letters to the TH and to M.-Gl., to whom I presented my Leipzig request in writing with a degree of pathos – in the latter I believed ‘myself without false modesty capable of making some contribution to the reconstruction of my Fatherland; I emphasise “my”, for no matter what has happened to me, I can have no other’ – that, therefore, took up the whole of the 9th of August.


On the 10th we both called on the new man in the Begerburg (the clothes store) – he, Seidemann,62 appears to be simultaneously the leader of the KPD group up here. He made a very good impression on both of us. In his mid-30s, bookkeeper and Communist official, spent years in prisons and concentration camps. A very calm and not uneducated man. The conversation quickly went beyond our clothes etc. requests and on to the political situation. The crux of what we said was: You are too soft! With your kid gloves you will not win over a single bourgeois opponent, but put off your own supporters. S. invited us to the first (semi-improvised) anti-Fascist afternoon held today in the Begerburg, the former NSDAP stronghold.


On the afternoon of the 10th Elsa Kreidl63 turned up unexpectedly; she had learned of our presence here and brought a youthful Fräulein Huhle with her, the niece of Fräulein Ludwig64. Elsa Kreidl, become very thin, very ill-looking, was interesting in two respects. First of all because of the terrible abundance of her death notices. According to her information all (or almost all) of the Jews who were taken from here to Poland or Theresienstadt are dead: Ida Kreidl, Paul Kreidl (hanged), Kätchen Sara Voss, the Hirschels, the Kahlenbergs . . .65 with them probably also Frau Ziegler, Lissy Meyerhof, Caroli Stern.66 [. . .] Frl. Ludwig, the upright aunt of Frl. Huhle, died on 13 February, her body was not found. – After that Elsa Kreidl was important for her bitter fear of the Communists – I think she would still prefer the Nazis to them. That’s firmly entrenched in the petits bourgeois. [. . .] Frl. Huhle is looking for employment – previously a secretary in an industrial company, but that’s finished now – I advised provisional teacher training, which is being widely publicised and sent her over to Forbrig to find out about it. (The Russians have recently closed the already ‘running’ elementary schools again. First the schools are to be ‘purged’, and provisionally trained lay personnel will simply have to be enlisted to replace the kicked out Nazis.)


I spent the forenoon of yesterday, Saturday the 11th, up in Dölzschen. Registering for coal – for coke I shall have to apply to the highest authority (required for profession) – and trying to get a new umbrella, which Frau Börner, the teller at the giro bank, promised me from her own things. I also received ration coupons, with which (sceptically!) we shall try our luck. The friendliness with which we are treated up there again and again gives me a kind of fairy-tale pleasure. And finally all friendliness is not or at least not only self-interested sail trimming, here and there real sympathy is at work.


Then in the afternoon, as announced, the Schmidts were here for coffee. The coffee was real, but they got only bread and a little jam with it. They themselves brought a large basket of apricots and a little crispbread. Admittedly they turned up four strong. The son, Günther, is now working in a hospital [. . .]. The daughter, Traute, who is clearing rubble at the moment, I advised, like Frl. Huhle, to take up teaching. Schmidt sen. said very little at all, his good-natured wife talked about her worries. Again the petit bourgeois fear of the KPD. ‘If they take the house away from us – if they bring up my husband’s enforced membership of the Party . . .’ Here, too, I tried to set minds at rest.


[. . .] At 12 we ate at the Wolffs’ and then came the event at the Begerburg. And so for days I have not done any of my own work. In the Begerburg from 4.30–6.30 about 80 people. A handsome room (with a view down to the green gorge), a grand piano, benches, a chairman’s table. Two girls played the accordion prettily, two others sang simple songs in two-part harmony, a choir of little schoolgirls sang. Seidemann spoke very nicely, only occasionally falling into cliches, the parties, people had to get to know one another. With rather more pathos, with rather more cliches, rather more broadly, but also very passably, Forbrig said the same thing for the SPD side and then read out, as exemplary, a popular pedagogical novella, Fraternal Strife. With a rather Saxon-accented pathos, another man read political verses by Heine, to which Seidemann gave a short literary history introduction – saying nothing about the Jew Heine. (Heine and Mendelssohn are now the most frequently mentioned Germans.) More interesting than the harmless afternoon was the epilogue in the office, where I got two neckties and a pair of underpants. Again I preached to Seidemann: Your gentleness is futile, the petit bourgeois fears you and thinks you are being hypocritical. S. invited me to give a lecture as rectification. I declined for the time being. E. said: otherwise people will just say: ‘The Jew wants to take his revenge.’ [. . .]


Dominating wireless broadcasts and interest is Japan.67 It is, though, being treated a little better than Germany.


Seidemann said it was so very bad for the KPD that the Russians were such a disappointment to us. In point of fact, the starvation, the dismantling of machinery and no doubt the looting just goes on and on.


14th August, Tuesday forenoon


Visitors all the time, occasionally (yesterday) trip into town necessary; apart from that the wireless, everything else has come to a standstill, and beyond and above that the need to sleep.


Yesterday forenoon to Nestler-Wengler; more fiddling around with the announcement of the LTI lectures. (Made W.’s draft a little less radical and cliched.) [. . .]


[. . .] Forbrig complained [. . .] bitterly about the Russians [. . .]. The occupiers received far too much meat, the population for weeks neither meat nor fat, there was a shortage of potatoes and the Russians requisitioned potatoes for distilleries, looting and outrages occurred repeatedly, and the German police was not allowed to do anything about it, trains of refugees from Silesia were being robbed by Poles every day and the Russians permitted it. [. . .]


16th August, Thursday morning


The Hungarian barber, who brought us the little tomcat, came yesterday evening and we both had our hair cut. He is a Communist. He complained almost despairingly about the Russians: they let us starve, they take away the last potatoes even from the factory workers’ canteens, prevent any reconstruction, bring even the most peaceable small companies to a halt through looting, there are frequent robberies by the soldiers. And all that is laid at the door of the KPD and benefits Nazism and stands in the most harmful contrast to what wireless and newspapers preach. They lie, just as they lied under Hitler . . . Now the barber really is vox populi, really does express the communis opinio [. . .]


Otherwise monotony; very wearisome reading in the closely written diary. Much tiredness, frequent heart problems, very gloomy mood.


The principal political events: Japan capitulation and Pétain68 sentenced to death (not carried out, because he is 89 years of age). A real newspaper is lacking, the Communist newssheet, which is delivered daily for 20 pfennigs, contains nothing more than the same news and dubious phrases which are broadcast at least three times a day. My kind of freedom – I see no difference [. . .] between LTI and LQI.


17th August, Friday morning


Yesterday evening something blew up in the wireless. The house feels as deserted as after the murder of a child. It is hardly any different for E.; we laugh about it, but it’s true. That’s how used to the wireless we have become; there is something opium-like, numbing about it, we doze with the wireless on, sleep, get through the day without thinking and without boredom. It is or was especially important to me now, when everything is stagnating.


[. . .]


I have to go to see Nestler again, I am to be introduced to Dr Riedel, the director of the People’s High School. I fear the trip into town. I do not have a Russian identity card, and there are said to be checks, arrests, also robberies. No one who is not a resident here or has work here is allowed to stay in Dresden. Same measures and prohibition in Berlin. – Misery of the refugees driven out of Poland and the Czech Republic. They beg their way [and] are to be crammed into overcrowded Mecklenburg.


We live literally on dry bread. Without the heavy workers’ cards, without Steininger and Schwarz-Braune, without the Wolffs we would be starving. Yesterday Dr König, who pesters me a lot, said: ‘Good thing, that we don’t have any gas yet; otherwise there would be plenty of suicides.’ [. . .] I told him about the Gestapo words: ‘Go and buy yourself 10 pfennigs worth of gas!’ For all that: we, too, suffer very greatly from the food shortage. But even more depressing is the overall situation.


18th August, Saturday morning


Yesterday forenoon very long session at Nestler’s. N. himself, back from Leipzig, calm, congenial grey-haired man. Riedel, somewhat pinched, clean-shaven, mid-forties, a little school masterly [. . .] but very reasonable, level-headed, polite. I was able to considerably simplify and de-politicise the announcement. [. . .]


In the wireless it was only a fuse that had gone, Wolff patched it, and it is going again without a care.


19th August, Sunday towards evening


Yesterday morning, on 18 August 45, at the registry office on Chemnitzer Platz (town hall) we both – a dry formality – left the Lutheran Protestant Church. It let us down too badly in the Nazi times. A great deal could be said about it – emotionally the business is very complicated. Time is lacking.


In the afternoon we had to obtain our new residence cards at an office in Westendstr. An extremely bothersome and wearisome business, one had to go to several tables, was showered with questions – on the one hand they want to replace files that have been destroyed, on the other they want to trace Nazis [. . .], thirdly, only those who were already resident here on 1 September 39 are to be allowed to stay in Dresden and receive food ration cards. People stood in line and, as I heard, had to sacrifice almost three hours. I was helped by my priority certificate, which I had from Scholz – because of my sufferings as a Jew and because of my ripe old age! I was treated very courteously, hardly any documents were required as proof, and was dealt with in about half an hour. But the cards for E. and myself now also have to be ‘registered’ at the town hall on Chemnitzer Platz, and later they have to get a Russian stamp as well, because without it one risks being picked up on the street by Russian soldiers and pressed into clearing rubble. I found the town hall closed. – Driven by lack of coffee substitute, I now walked the long, beautiful and memory-laden stretch to Caspar David Friedrich Strasse down Nöthnitzer and Moreau Str. by way of Zschertnitz. The military hospital, in front of which I shovelled snow with Dr Magnus,69 while inside there were not enough doctors to carry out amputations, is in ruins, the Berghof inn next to it intact and open for custom. The beautiful vista.


I found Elsa Kreidl at home, here, too, memories in garden and apartment.70 Nothing changed, only the bench, on which Friedheim71 and Kreidl were in the habit of sitting, was gone. Elsa K. gave me a friendly welcome, she gave me ersatz coffee, a hat belonging to her husband, fragments of shoe laces and French books. I then walked to Wasaplatz, to our old grocer Hähnel. I had to go into their sitting room as a guest, I was presented with a cigar, I got Rispa coffee and Maggi cubes without coupons – the people want to visit us.


I then took the tram back and was not home until 6.30. Hardly had we eaten, than Seidemann (the new KPD group leader) appeared with his wife and stayed until midnight. In the end E. put tea and dry bread on the table. S. is 37, dull eyes and blond hair, calm resolute character, a certain hardness and abruptness in manner – then one realises that there is feeling, reflection, idealism, experience, self-education, also unsureness behind it, his wife reddish pale, hollow-cheeked, very quiet. They have a six-year-old daughter. S. had to get to know the child again, with interruptions he was in prison and concentration camps before and during the war. [. . .] I asked him about his profession, his schooling. Elementary education, autodidact, idealist, seeker, visionary – not a fanatic, hungry for education [. . .]. He was a bookkeeper for his brother, he tried this and that, has now registered for teacher training. What he has lived on until now and how he has supported his marriage is obscure to me. No doubt she worked. [. . .] I already noticed recently during his introductory words on Heine, how he seeks and turns things over in his mind. At the same time all woolliness, narrowness, also all show is absent. The man is unpretentious and, I believe, genuine. – From the library of Kluge – the Nazi judge, in whose confiscated apartment the Wolffs are living – I had taken for my permanent use a Schiller, a Nietzsche, a tiny English dictionary and a couple of school textbooks: Seidemann looked longingly at the Nietzsche and I gave him both volumes. [. . .] The concept of property is becoming completely lost: I do not mourn my own stolen and burned things, with just as little emotion I make use of the ‘confiscated’ furniture and books of others, I also calmly hold on to the rings of the late Kätchen Sara, I worry very little about my debts and my lack of income. I live like the lily of the field.


20th August, Monday forenoon


Curious how people gradually emerge from the chaos and the ruins. Yesterday afternoon Frau Jährig, formerly Neumarks’ secretary [. . .].


22nd August, Wednesday forenoon


Most wearisome progress in the diary with constant distraction, inflamed eyes, tiredness etc.


On Monday forenoon I was at the State Library. The big, well-preserved Scharnhorst School on Eisenacherstr. (22 tram as far as Schandauerstr., Zeiss-Ikon factory – the ruins of the inner city stand out all the more horribly, the more clearing up that is done.) [. . .] Dr Neubert, whom I remember as young, looks very much aged given his thin grey hair and general undernourishment and speaks with great resignation. (Become director and Party member in 39, his position is of course very shaky.) ‘We are in suspense here, from day to day I do not know what is going to happen.’ I related it to his own person, which he denied. ‘If I go, there’ll be someone else; but we are beginning to get settled here and now State Secretary Menke-Glückert plans to move the college of education here.’ About 200,000 volumes had been burned, much was still in store in the cellar of the Japanese Palace, a large proportion had been removed to the Bautzen area and had been looted – it was as yet impossible to determine what had been saved there and when what had been saved could be transported back. And that is precisely where the Romance literatures things are likely to be. But he would write to me, if some of my needs (French literary history and bibliography, my own works) turned up again; and as long as no reading room had been opened I could also have books at home. He was very accommodating, simultaneously, as already mentioned, very resigned and sceptical. Complaints about the Russians here, too. [. . .]


At the Wolffs the talk was and is only of the forfeiture of all deposits at present held by banks,72 her mother, typical of very small savers, loses 7,000M, all her fortune. (We ourselves must still have 150 marks in the blocked account in the Deutsche Bank – no great loss) [. . .].


On Tuesday forenoon (yesterday) up to the Begerburg to see Seidemann. E. will (as agreed recently) play and accompany on a Sunday. A few weeks later I will give a lecture there, which is supposed to draw the middle classes. I want to show how each nation contributes to culture as a whole, each in its own way is chosen, each has its own special hour. [. . .] From the stores E. got a raincoat, I a shirt, a pair of braces was also found. [. . .]


At around coffee time Hilde Rasch, quite grown up, appeared. We want to take in the Raschs as soon as possible: 1) there are already admonitory letters coming from the housing office, 2) we need help with domestic chores. Yesterday an investigator from the housing office took up a lot of our time. (When he heard that I was Jewish and a friend of Scholz, he became very affable.) 1) the shop fittings have to go; the ground for that has now been prepared, a very talkative Frau Müller will get them for her new haberdashery shop – the braces already mentioned above come from her. 2) the shop has to be turned back into a proper room and 3) coke delivery has to be approved by the coal office.


[. . .]


Letter from ‘State Secretary Menke-Glückert’ (official letterhead), he would issue instructions for my teaching appointment at the University of Leipzig, as soon as I had been re-appointed professor here. And what if the TH does not propose me again?


[. . .]


Letter from Trude Öhlmann. Her son Claus has been missing since December 42, he came down with his plane over Murmansk. During an air raid in Dec. 43 she herself suffered concussion and her arm was broken in two places – ‘arm not much use’ – in the Deutsche Bücherei in Leipzig. In December 44 – supposedly after-effects of the fall – she had a major operation: tumour (cancer?), her right breast, a muscle in the upper arm removed, 4 months in hospital. Her clothed weight (and she was a very fat woman), less than eight stone, her apartment damaged. The Deutsche Bücherei is also badly damaged, 220,000 volumes and the publishers’ catalogue destroyed by fire, 2[image: image] million volumes evacuated. Bitter complaints also about hunger.


Towards evening


Old Testament-like: when I went up to Haubold at the village square – a drainpipe running from the eaves gutter has come loose and there are rain and thunderstorms every day – I met Frau Dr Eichler [a neighbour] and her boy. They were going to glean, acquaintances were doing it as well, they could manage to collect at least a little bit of grain. The shortage is simply tremendous. Yesterday our baker up here issued a 4[image: image] pound coupon to me, in addition there are Steininger’s and Schwarz’s gifts (for how much longer with the ever-greater shortage?), and Eva’s heavy worker’s card (for how much longer??), and with all of that we shall only barely make it to the next ration. [. . .]


24th August, Friday forenoon


Invitation from the Democratic Cultural Union [Kulturbund]73 to sign its appeal, to participate in its scholars’ group. Analogous to the Berlin and Leipzig undertakings, association of all Dresden ‘notables’ (nebbich,74 with the exception of the actor Ponto really very paltry). This is no secret little clique, however, and I must join in. And once again Herr Kühn is there, I also find the name Felix Zimmermann suspect, he is chairman of the Literary Association and I think he has an unpleasant article on Gerhart Hauptmann’s75 80th birthday on his conscience. I shall talk to Grohmann, he and Kretzschmar are naturally also present.


[. . .]


Visits are killing me. Yesterday the beautiful Maria Kube, who is living in Räckelwitz – her husband is still a prisoner of war, the boys are supposed to go to grammar school here – and the Steiningers, who brought us a bread coupon, but also see the bread future as gloomy. In addition still the dentist torment. He said the terrible drilling literally took twice as long as it did before, because there was no hard steel to be had.


[. . .]


25th August, Saturday forenoon


Very little time for working through the diary.


Yesterday afternoon, a brother of Seidemann (commercial artist) here with a woman singer, who is to give a concert with E. in the Begerburg. [. . .] At all events E. [. . .] and myself in despair, despite all the stimulation, at the loss of time.


Today a large part of the morning was taken by the letter, which I had to write to Trude Öhlmann. Someone is just travelling to Leipzig and will take it along, that’s still quicker than the regular post.


[. . .]


My efforts to read something after supper repeatedly come to nought because of utter tiredness. [. . .]


27th August, Monday forenoon


On Sunday we eat with the Wolffs at 12 instead of 1 (infinitely wretched and hungry, a most scanty plate of soup). As we were about to go over, Elsa Kreidl appeared [. . .] Elsa Kreidl, absolutely good and generous, nevertheless once again showed herself a narrow-minded petite bourgeoise with a tendency to Natsoc. Everything inside her is fear and antipathy towards the Communists and the Russians. But, with respect to the Russians, I shall soon be the only person in all of Dresden who will half or quarter way defend them: the want is too great and everyone feels robbed and unsparingly subject to hunger.


Back late from the miniature lunch, we very soon had to leave for the Windes, who are occupying the apartment of a painter on Calberlastr., off Pillnitzer Landstr. The moment we were leaving, Lewinsky76 appeared unannounced, become very much thinner, but utterly unchanged in character. Still armed with freshly bought books of every kind, even though all his earlier ones were burnt, even though there is hardly anything to buy, but someone who grabs indiscriminately will always find something, still the old mixture of great modesty and great thespian affectedness. Since we were already taken today, he simply set off to see his woman friend – it turned out she lives around the corner from Calberlastr. and so we had to make the long journey on no. 22 and no. 18 together (and we met again on the return journey!). The route took us past the Jacoby Villa,77 the only ruin in a well-preserved part of town.


The view from the Windes’ apartment across the Elbe to the hills [. . .]. Inside, much modesty and much art – a large, brightly coloured Central Asian painting dominated. He was very lively and youthful in a close-fitting, very short and very worn leather jacket, she looking much aged, very thin, a very little bit slovenly. Tea and jam at a tiny table – we had brought bread. For hours he showed us his work (one of the three rooms serves as a studio). Turned bowls and beakers and little boxes in different kinds of wood [. . .]. On the whole I was of course very quiet and very aware of my lack of competence and response.


28th August, Tuesday forenoon


Before midday yesterday I was able to work through a couple of pages of diary [. . .]. Then came the Krömer letter from Falkenstein, the first post from there! and the reply took a long time. I once chatted to the Krömer couple for half an hour in Scherner’s private office,78 without them making any very strong impression on me. He, a doctor who fled from Oppeln, was employed by the pension office in F. and has now lost his job. His wife turns to me ‘in despair’, could I somehow help him obtain a post, in Dresden they had been ‘downright negative’. Although he had never been a pg. He does not know how he will survive. – I asked for further details, at the same time included greetings to the Scherners. – I felt very flattered. Deplorably human, all too human: for some people here I am now a bigwig. How small I would be, if the musician Otto Klemperer79

OEBPS/images/3by4.jpg





OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 
 
	 
		 
	
	 
		 
	
	 
		 
	
	 
		 
	
	 
		 
	  	 
	   	 
	    	 
		
	

 
	 





OEBPS/images/map.jpg
0 ] C % { D]
| Soviet Zone of Occupation /
0} r\\/ o, j 0 . GDR (East Germany)

Miles 50

Hamburg ™
. Bremen
BRITISH

r

ZONE ‘,-I"’
"\
\,

POLAND

wart®

N

FEDERAL REPUBLIC %,
OF GERMANY 3

(WEST GERMANY) i~

e
lauen, Falkenstein.~
)

1 -,
Frankfurt LS Moo ¢

ZONE « Nuremberg

« Munich

¢ AUSTRIA






OEBPS/images/line.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
The Diaries of

Victor Klemperer
1945-59

The Lesser Evil

‘Klemperer’s diary deserves to rank alongside that of Anne Frank’
8 S T

Sunday Times






OEBPS/images/logo.jpg





OEBPS/images/1by2.jpg





