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  A TALE OF TWO DYBBUKS




  The angels that are fashioned from fire have forms of fire but only so long as they remain in heaven. When they descend to earth to do the bidding of God here below, either they are changed into wind, or they assume the guise of men. Think of the difference!




  The problems of incarnation and generation are infinitely complicated, sighed young Reb Yakele; all the more since the past is gone, the future does not yet exist and the present is an immaterial barrier between the two.




  Shuffling along the dark road his companion, Rabbi Menachem Mendel, seemed to endorse that statement with his silence. Then he spoke up to mention the miraculous conception of Abraham ben Eleazar, which occurred in Franconia, several years after the Great War.




  Like Cain and Abel, two brother dybbuks were indispensable to each other, said the Rabbi, by virtue of the fact that the principle of good and the principle of evil cannot exist if not by contrast to each other. Those two spirits were roaming the surface of the earth at night, just like the two of us at this very moment.




  Their mutual hatred was the passion of their lives; but if you are a dybbuk, how can you express your passion without a body as an agent of expression? The answer is simple: you have to invade a body—after chasing the tenant soul therefrom. And then you can really get things going, with your man’s body combined with your dybbuk’s knowhow!




  In a light trance, the younger man listened as they continued their interminable voyage through the pitch dark. The Rabbi was listing all the traits of each one of his two dybbuks, which contrasted them as sharply as day and night. One was of a seraphic disposition, although embedded in the essence of a dybbuk, which made him very unhappy, whereas the other was of the darkest diabolical nature, and enjoyed every evil fantasy inspired in him by the God of the Depths.




  One day, the Rabbi continued, the two dybbuks heard that the time had come for the conception of Abraham ben Eleazar, an experimental Messiah about to be launched into the billowing, noxious fumes of the twentieth century. The evil dybbuk exclaimed that this was his chance to infiltrate a Messiah at the time of conception, and he gloated over the notion. A Messiah governed from the core of his soul by a perfectly malevolent dybbuk, that would be a fascinating novelty. The good dybbuk was of course horrified by his alter ego’s project. Since the two of them were inseparable, what would become of him, the good one, if his malevolent brother were to engage in such a solitary adventure? But the worst part of it was, of course, the foul perversion to which God’s experimental Messiah was about to be subjected, and the mass deception that would be engineered by his companion’s ruse at the expense of the suffering and confused world outside.




  The conception was to take place in Furth, a little German city, between two ordinary humans, on August 27, 1922.




  As the preconception ritual progressed in a bedroom overfurnished with useless knickknacks, in a confined atmosphere and rarefied light, the two dybbuks were holding each other haltingly in a corner of the room, fighting each other with the extreme passion of hate and love combined.




  As the passions mounted on the bed, and as they mounted also in front of the bed where the two invisible dybbuks were locked in their mortal struggle, a unique and totally unexpected tragedy of fate occurred with the swiftness of lightning at the very moment of ejaculation. Racing and fighting at the same time, struggling to achieve and to prevent the sacrilege, the two dybbuks fused themselves with the substance of the two champion spermatozoa at the head of the seminal pack.




  Simultaneously they reached the outside envelope of the egg, and the symbiotic love-hate energy which had dominated their fate welded them into one single missile which pierced the female mass with a silent screech; and so was conceived Abraham ben Eleazar who has since made his way in the world as Henry A. Kissinger.




  The Rabbi paused and absent-mindedly wiped his bleary eyes. The icy wind was blowing with intractable malpleasure.




  Rabbi Mendel continued his strange story with a few remarks. Cases of joint and simultaneous impregnation have never been recorded by science, but that does not necessarily make them impossible, especially when the human process is wilfully monitored by a dybbuk, let alone two.




  My son the doctor, added the old Rabbi, whose name is Moishe and who is about your age, Reb Yekele—my son swears that such prodigies would be made possible because of the matter-transforming properties the dybbuks are alleged to possess.




  Moishe, bless his name, says that obviously, in the case of our Abraham ben Eleazar, miracles have been compounded. A double sperm fused together as. only one should create a single twin; or if you prefer, two humans fused in one. And Moishe says that this is indeed the case with our subject—who appears to have a double set of chromosomes in every cell, and a double physical density, a double stock of energy, a double mental capacity, a double everything. Those things are rather incomprehensible to me, but if the Highest has so decreed, who am I to dispute his judgement?




  Whatever medical science would have to say on the subject, I trust that I will not surprise you if I suggest to you that our Abraham may have two souls as well, or perhaps three. He is animated in contradictory manners by the two dybbuks, and at the same time he is still acting as God’s envoy. Such a theological conundrum I have not encountered once in the course of a long life!




  But in God’s realm, nothing is impossible, and miracles must be received with no more than humble gratitude.




  Is our Abraham the Messiah? He has the ability to change the fate of mankind, and isn’t that a supernatural power? But how can you recognize the Messiah in this day and age? He may appear to us in a business suit carrying a slide rule.




  The fact remains that, whoever may be Abraham ben Eleazar, his soul is inhabited by two dybbuks. The evil one has kept him under his empire in the first half of Abraham’s lifetime, and the seraphic one took over at mid course. But between those two the struggle will never cease.




  Dybbuks will be dybbuks.




  CHAPTER I. CRYSTAL NIGHT, GOLDEN DAWN




  Four huge muffled explosions shook the old city on its venerable foundations.




  Their noise suddenly covered the din from the brawling troops and the rhythmic, warlike chanting. An awesome silence followed.




  From his high vantage point just under the roof, Heinz was able to catch a plunging perspective of the street, the patrician mansions in noble array, and, at the end, deployed with severe elegance, the old synagogue which had long been the pride of Furth. Flames were running up behind the high windows of the Alte-Schule, illuminating the historical facade against the evening darkness. The ancient stained glass was breaking out in iridescent cascades under the condensed violence of the heat. For an endless moment every other sound vanished, all that could be heard was the distant rumbling of the flames and the slow rain of glass hitting the flagstones.




  Standing in the darkness of the dormer window, Heinz was invisible from the street, but he could see every detail of the complex architectural decor at his feet, dramatized by the dancing lights and shadows from the fire. A decor set for high tragedy ... A fifth explosion, deafening, shook the air once more as the oriental dome of the Alte-Schule started a miraculous ascent, propelled by a gigantic tail of flames, and in turn broke into jagged fragments of wood and masonry, f ailing heavily all around the burning structure.




  Heinz’s gaze shifted quickly back to the Heineman’s house, which seemed dangerously close to the blaze. All doors and shutters were closed, and Heinz felt anguish pressing at his heart: had they managed to escape through the back? Dr. Heineman could hardly walk, Frau Heineman would be in hysterics, in the hands of her maids, and Genia would be writing a poem, perhaps, or pensively brushing her luminous golden hair. But certainly not looking at all that rotten flesh in the street.




  A horrible, prolonged shriek brought him back to the temple, which he saw was now a mass of flames and shadowy beams. A black scarecrow figure ran from a dark porch nearby straight into the heart of the raging fire, and the dancing shape was instantly erased without leaving a trace. Heinz had recognized the crotchety silhouette of mad Reb Mendel, the beadle. Had he been trying to rescue the Torah? Or was he seeking instant annihilation together with the love of his life, the beautiful, ancient synagogue which had been for so long his entire universe?




  The sky above reigned in perfect purity over the scene of rage and death, as the soul of the synagogue was rising on a bed of flames, borne by a million prayers, to take its invisible place in the memory of the universe. The rabble down there became vociferous again, celebrating the holocaust with orchestrated cheers. Several hundred country bumpkins dressed up in the same cheap, smelly brown uniform with the swastika-stamped armband—blind drunk, retching, reeling, and clamoring for revenge—were filling the streets. And now they were banging at the high gates of the houses closest to the synagogue, ostensibly in search of rich Jews.




  Revenge!




  Only a few days earlier a poor Jewish tailor who had run away from Hamburg to Paris, Hershell Grynszpan, had received word that his mother and sister had been beaten to death by the storm troopers in front of their house. He stole a pistol, walked to the German Embassy, and shot dead the first man he saw in the courtyard, a young military attache. For Hitler, the provocation was perfectly tuned to give the official signal for the Rassenkampf, the racial crusade against the Jews. The next weekend would be devoted to that great sport all over Germany, starting with a gala night on Friday, which was given by the all-provident Fuhrer the pristine code name of Crystal Night. In Furth the elders of the community published a one-page advertisement in the local newspaper in which was presented a humble apology for the crime committed in Paris by a German Jew. That naive effort to pacify the Nazis only added to the humiliation.




  When Jew blood runs down our knives,




  Then, comrades, what happiness is in our hearts!




  The grotesque, compelling hymn was reverberating against the city’s high walls, and for the first time that night Heinz felt the sickening grip of private, physical, overwhelming terror. He felt immaterial, feverish in the icy air, he was unable to think clearly anymore. The horrible lines of the Horst Wessel Lied seemed to be aimed at him, ferreting him out of the darkness in which he was hiding. Hiding in shame and fear, like all the Jews of the Earth.




  Heinz had never paid much attention to religion. He mildly resented the rites, and strongly disliked the conformist attitude of the pious Hebrews; but in his family, it did not really matter. Louis, his father, considered himself a liberated agnostic, although he was living in good faith with the rich, self-satisfied Jewish community, and paid lip service to the ceremonials. Louis taught Greek and Latin to the daughters of the rich farmers and middle-class families, and his two sons, Heinz and Walter, had been receiving a very standard, non-religious education at the local gymnasium. Paula, the mother, kept a kosher household, more by taste and pride in her own excellent cooking than for the sake of religious observance. The Kissingers saw themselves as a middle-class German family similar to all the others, certainly not as an underprivileged ethnic minority.




  For countless generations, their ancestors had lived a quiet, honorable existence in Furth. It is true that the origins of the Jewish community of Furth had been marked by tragedy. In 1499, all the Jews then living in Nuremberg had been expelled from that city and forced to re-settle in Furth. But there they had prospered, they had created an exemplary center of Jewish life and Jewish culture which included a printer’s shop for Hebraic texts, founded in the 17th century, a Jewish Orphans’ Asylum, created in the 18th century, and of course the imposing Alte-Schule, the old synagogue which was first dedicated in 1617, and had known a long line of famous rabbis from Samson ben Joseph to Hirsh Janow, and Wolf Hamburg.




  The Nuremberg persecution was now nearly five centuries old, and the Jews of Furth had forgotten that distant episode. They were used to the ways of power, having served as court factors to many German princes. They had fought for the emancipation of the Bavarian Jews in the 19th century, and had again become leaders during the industrial revolution. They were a select few, a rarefied financial aristocracy. They thought that they were rather more patriotic than the average German, as well as good agents for the Fatherland’s economic expansion.




  When that little man, Hitler, had first been heard of in 1933, they felt unconcerned. But the danger had suddenly become horribly close . . . Again Nuremberg, source of the earlier persecution, was blowing the winds of anti-Semitism all over Germany. In 1938, Nuremberg—sister city, friendly neighbor—served as headquarters for Julius Streicher, publisher of “Der Sturmer,” and theologian and missionary of the new Nazi racist cult. Streicher was an unrestrained sadist, a joyous killer, a man whose every movement was evil.




  Gauleiter Julius Streicher exercised all his punitive talents on the Nuremberg community, and on the university population. He wanted all Jews out of his sight—although never quite out of his reach. Then, to give his army of uniformed bullies a chance to exercise and learn, Nuremberg being now free of Jews, he sent his troops on weekends to Furth: the Furth-Nuremberg railway was the first ever built in Germany, the trip took one hour and was cheap. The Jew-baiting expeditions soon turned into weekly migrations, and now the entire Jewish community was in constant terror.




  After several months of weekly harassment, the climate had entirely changed in Furth. First Heinz and Walter were asked to leave the gymnasium, where they had both been good students, and they were forced to join a rabbinical institution. Heinz felt lost, disoriented, and deeply humiliated. Even soccer was denied him now—he had been part of a crack team at his old school, but the Jewish kids were better at praying than playing soccer.




  During those months of his life, when everything around him seemed to shrivel and to smother him, he had become rather acutely conscious of Genia’s existence. Perhaps simply because she was ravishingly beautiful. Perhaps because she seemed to scorn him, at first. But then he discovered that her immense green eyes could not see very well, and they became friends.




  Heinz was admitted into the Heineman family with some reluctance because they considered themselves to be of very superior rank. Mr. Heineman had a very selective collection of Impressionists. He was a patron of the arts, and he knew where he stood in the world Jewish community. As to the Kissingers, they were honorable people, but little people. Mr. Heineman was hostile to Heinz at first when he saw that both his daughter and his wife liked him. He wondered what made that short, fuzzy-haired, fattish teenager attractive to the ladies. But then he heard Heinz speak, and he liked his deadpan, perceptive comments. And the boy probably had some charm, he had intelligent eyes, he was serious and hardworking. Heinz passed.




  Genia was his age, fifteen, and it was the first love for both of them. A heady experience, and a confusing one. Heinz was rather overwhelmed by the discovery of his own demanding sexuality. Genia was less interested in responding to it than in teasing him into paroxysms of undisclosed passion. She was well aware of her powers, and she was using them with something like scientific accuracy. Poor Heinz became mad with lust at each encounter, only to go home and dream of her, night after night. And she kept writing him sonnets full of nightingales, sweetly ignoring his plight. She loved him; he hated himself for the vulgarity of his feelings. He felt gross, unworthy of her. But her image would reappear before his mind’s eye, and he would sink again into a torrent of erotic frenzy. It is hard to be fifteen and in love.




   




  Three large trucks had rumbled to a stop at the end of the street, and they were disgorging more brown-shirts, older men this time—probably city hoodlums trained as assault troops.




  All the houses in the street were reviewed and on half of them a giant letter “J” was splashed in red paint on the front door: “J” for Juden. Heinz felt a tremor of relief when the stormtroopers passed the Kissingers’ apartment building without stopping. But at the same time he saw that the Heineman’s house had just been decorated with dripping paint: a “J” that looked like a gothic dragon. A powerful loudspeaker unleashed a sudden tirade of extreme violence—Streicher himself was addressing his legions. The message was simple: Revenge! Rape, plunder, hunt the Jews to the last one! The terrible voice shrieked the words in a hysterical paroxysm.




  Two minutes later the Heinemans’ oaken portal was rammed open by a truck. Lights went up inside the house, as the brownshirts, holding torches, piled into the staircase. Windows flew open. Amid shouts and laughter objects and furniture were thrown out into the street.




  After what appeared to Heinz as an impossibly long tune, the brownshirts started walking out, each one carrying all he had been able to steal. In the middle of the mob, Heinz suddenly saw the pathetic forms of the three Heinemans, all three naked, their bodies splashed with red paint, being pushed toward a truck.




  Heinz felt sick. The sky above was sending its eternal message of peace. Peace! He wanted to close his eyes, but he was unable to. Old Dr. Heineman, perfectly ridiculous with his hanging belly and his cane, was kicked into the truck. His wife was dragged by the hair. Genia suddenly tried to run away, but she was caught immediately, and her white body disappeared, gesticulating, in a group of shouting men. A clamor was rising from the street. Heinz felt something breaking inside. He fell like a mass on the hard floor of the room.




   




  The Furth community disintegrated very fast after the Crystal Night. Louis managed to borrow enough money from an uncle to buy the family’s passage to America. In Furth most rich Jewish families already had ties in the United States, such as the Ochs who had partly emigrated to America where Arthur Ochs founded the New York Times. It seemed unthinkable to go anywhere else but New York City.




  The Kissingers were relatively late among those who made the transition from the Third Reich to the Fourth—that is, from Nazi Germany to Washington Heights. So heavy had been the influx of Jewish refugees to this part of the upper West Side of New York (from about 140th Street to 185th), that the neighbors had dubbed it the Fourth Reich. Shops, huge blocks of apartment buildings, synagogues, and professional offices were increasingly occupied by, serviced by, and accommodating to a transplanted German-Jewish culture. There were those who had managed to bring some part of their wealth; but many had brought only themselves and their capacities. Doctors took state boards and resumed their professions. Chemists and engineers did pretty well in making the transition. Lawyers, confronted with the utterly different codes and common law traditions of this new land, became accountants, or entered businesses where clear heads and willingness to work endless hours gave them a foothold. But Henry’s father could scarcely become a teacher when the English language was so new to him.




  Henry, at 15, was quite young enough to adapt. Some vowel and consonant patterns were deeply fixed, and “W” still came out “V” occasionally. But methodically, sturdily, Henry set himself to learning the language, the customs, the opportunities of this new culture.




  Henry must surely have learned that irrational, unprovoked violence against a non-aggressor was universal—he had encountered it in Germany, and now again it came up in the hospitable, free America, in the person of Jerry Bernstein. Jerry was tough, street-smart and in Henry, the shy boy with a telltale accent, he found a natural target. Almost every immigrant has endured the curses and beatings of some Jerry, and even years later Henry would flush at the mention of this humiliating initiation.




  Louis Kissinger finally managed to secure steady work as an accountant in a bookstore. Paula supplemented the meager income by cooking for, and occasionally serving at, dinner parties for the rich Jewish families in the neighborhood. It was even necessary to rent out two rooms in their apartment—a real indignity, for the Kissingers, like all other German Jews, cherished the privacy of their home.




  By 1941, Henry was able to help a little. He graduated with distinction from high school. Unable to avail himself of a certain Regents scholarship, he registered for evening classes at City College and took a job in a shaving brush factory—as a shipping clerk.




  The pattern is all too familiar. Long, weary hours of dull, repetitive, very unskilled labor, and then the narrow universe of accounting studies in the evening, with classmates equally handicapped by poverty, and similarly on the long treadmill to a minor profession, as their best hope for escape from the bleak future of the uneducated.




  Sarah Finkelstein was nineteen, one year younger than Henry, when they met. Her parents owned the candy store on the corner of the Kissinger’s apartment, and Henry saw her almost daily as he passed by on his way to work or school. A little over five feet tall and slightly overweight, she looked as though she could start having children at once.




  Her horizons were limited by the rather severe cultural limitations she had been born into. From birth, it had been assumed she would marry a hard-working Jewish man of her own class and status, become a mother, and repeat the pattern that had preceded her for generations. But Sarah had that spark of creative rebellion which marks a person with an unappeasable discontent. There is no way to know why, out of a thousand people just like her, the spark of revolt burned in her breast.




  Yet, there can’t be a fire without fuel, and she had no vehicle for the yearnings that stirred inside her until she met Henry. He attracted her for a number of reasons. One was his special status as a young man who had barely escaped the concentration camp. A second was his almost unrelieved seriousness; aloof, reserved, he seemed always to have weighty matters on his mind. The third was a quality only an interested woman would observe, that of a lost puppy dog, and that did bring out all of Sarah’s mothering conditioning. And, finally, Henry, even as a young boy, even as a complete innocent, was endowed with that mysterious gift of sexual attraction which distinguishes some men from the multitude. It was perhaps that feeling of intensity, of inner concentration he seemed to project that gave his rather ordinary features a special glow. His deep, brooding, intelligent eyes were his most remarkable feature, and to Sarah they became an obsession.




  The mating dance was difficult, however. The first difficulty came in the form of Sarah’s parents, one of whom was never more than ten feet away. The second was Henry himself, who often appeared as though he wouldn’t notice the end of the world if it happened in front of his nose. Sarah kept trying to attract him, using with instinctive knowhow the very subtle facial expressions and almost imperceptible posturings by which a woman offers herself to a man. However, it’s doubtful whether anything would have come of it unless Henry’s brother, one night at dinner, had joked, “That girl, that Finkelstein, she’s really dropping her drawers over you.”




  Sex was, at this point, an abstraction to Henry. Many years later, the explosive force of the sexual revelation—was to turn his approach to sex into a caricature of the Lothario syndrome. But at the time of his meeting with Sarah, it seemed that everything had conspired to keep Henry away and apart from the mating patterns of a steady, stable society.




  Finally, he asked Sarah for a date. He had first approached her parents, asking their permission to call on their daughter. They were charmed by his old world deference, and compared that considerate attitude to what they had begun to condemn in their own children. For a month, the two did little more than walk by the river. Sarah was the first person with whom Henry was able to discuss his experiences in Germany. There was a tacit agreement among the members of his family not to mention the old days, and no one outside that circle was really interested, except to gather fuel for lamentation and hatred. Henry had already developed enough of a historical sense to hold no personal animosity against the Germans. Such an extraordinary human phenomenon had to be studied, and being emotional about it was no help in understanding those people. He knew they were beasts, but he also knew that any other group




  of people could be just as bestial, without a second thought, if circumstances dictated. Where human nature was concerned, he had learned from earliest childhood to be a complete cynic: but at least he was not an indifferent one.




  She sat spellbound for hours as his voice wove visions before her eyes. His narratives were complex combinations of personal experience, general observations, and future projections. His eye-witness accounts of the brutality inflicted on the Jews in Germany brought tears to her eyes. His unfaltering political analyses of the world situations and his predictions on the coming shapes of historical evolution numbed her mind, but she kept listening in awe to what she could no longer follow. And when he was relaxed enough with her to articulate his dreams for his own career, she held her breath in disbelief. Either he was a madman, or someone with a rare and special destiny.




  They could not free themselves yet from the sexual morality of their upbringing, so they did not think of making love, although Sarah would probably have been willing had Henry been insistent. They gave themselves over to the forms which were culturally acceptable: holding hands, kissing, breast fondling. The idea of going any further was unthinkable to either of them, as the loss of virginity, a very serious matter in those days, was seen as something of a monstrous crime in their limited, conventional Jewish world. That self-restraint weighed heavily on the two adolescents, who were both hot-blooded and naturally sensual. Sarah was often ashamed of her flaming cheeks. Sometimes her breath was so short she was unable to speak. That confused Henry even more, caught as he was between his nice-boy image and the rising demon below. It was delicious torture, but it was torture. And it happened that in some of his dreams, Genia’s pale image would come back to terrify him.




  They became accepted in their neighborhood as a putative couple, and everyone assumed that they would marry. Sarah’s parents called on the Kissingers one night to discuss the status of their children. Sarah began making the kind of unreal plans which every young bride will make. She knew that Henry would have to finish college and go on to graduate school. She was prepared to work to help him through. And after that, unimaginable events. Travel. Pretty children and, why not, a nurse. Important people. A house of their own! Yes, a townhouse for Henry and Sarah!




  Henry went along with it all. There was nothing wrong with the trend he was following. He was fond of Sarah, and his realistic plans included little more than law school, prosperous practice, perhaps some politics. A wife like Sarah would be suitable, and he had come to depend on her for emotional release. As the marriage plans began to take shape, they became a little more free with each other, and he became truly addicted to the pleasure he found in her body, the willing lips, the eager hands, and the quick response of her taut breasts.




   




  Henry’s draft notice arrived like a sizzling grenade, once again tearing his life to pieces. When he left the neighborhood for basic training in the summer of 1943, he and Sarah parted tearfully, but the situation was predictable and it was just a matter of waiting for the war to end. However, when he received his orders for Germany, their goodbye was laced with much more intense despair. Although she would never formulate the thought, she knew he would not return to her. He was going to embark on a life of conquest, and she would have to sink back into her small and tidy world. She had him to herself for two years but, all that tune she had known that it was a dream, that he was too ambitious for her, that she could never follow his drive, read his thoughts, and be his mate. She had known that all the time, but she had kept it a perfect secret—even from herself.




  Henry did what he has always been able to do when faced with abrupt change: he rolled all his feelings into a small package and placed it on the back shelf of his mind, to be unwrapped and examined at some more appropriate time. He was sorry to leave Sarah, but he was also impatient to discover a new world, new people. The pattern had to be broken, and he secretly welcomed a breath of fresh air, and his freedom from the family horizon. And from the Jewish horizon,- which he saw more and more as a prison, as a perpetual restraint on his instincts, his ideas, and his unformulated ambitions. He arrived in Germany and within a week lost his virginity in the arms of an Austrian zookeeper’s assistant who had taken to prostitution on the side.




   




  The Army would be a turning point. First of all, technically, it transformed him from an anonymous European refugee into an American citizen by giving him the automatic privilege of naturalization. To Henry, that was an invaluable step. He was no longer fluttering helplessly in the diaspora: he was an American, he belonged to the strongest, youngest, most generous and most inventive nation in the world. Henry had done his basic infantry training at Camp Croft, outside of Spartenburg, South Carolina. His vision was abruptly modified from the middle-class values of Washington Heights with its predominance of German Jews, and the self-confident, city-wise workers of lower Manhattan.




  Henry liked the new contacts—not only the Southerners, but the servicemen drawn from every region and social stratum of America. The morale of preparing to fight the enemy of democracy was a powerful binder, and the dislocation was a stimulant, opening heady possibilities of comprehension, exploration, and achievement.




  His high I.Q. was his passport to a specialized training program at Clemson College, for the summer of 1943. And, in September, this was followed by an assignment to Lafayette College for six months—“for extensive specialized engineering studies.” Indirect evidence shows that this was the time when his long association with American intelligence agencies truly began. It was here that the mysterious, untraceable “Professor Adams” first appears in Henry’s record. As a professor of German Studies, he singles Henry out, in a cryptic report, as “a particularly brilliant student and potentially trustworthy operative.”




  Then, in April of 1944, assigned to the 84th Infantry Division, at Camp Claiborne, Louisiana, “to prepare for active duty in the German theatre,” Henry met an older man who was to have a profound effect on the direction of his life.




  Fritz Kraemer was also a private and a German refugee. Non-Jewish, Kraemer had fled Germany voluntarily, one of the small political-intellectual elite to leave a fatherland that had been desecrated by Nazi excesses. Kraemer was immensely intelligent; he had acquired two Ph.D.s, in record time, knew Greek, Latin, and various modern languages; and his original insights on law, history, and philosophy were fascinating to Henry. Kraemer was bringing back to him what he had missed when he left his country as an adolescent: German intelligence, German culture at its best. It was so much more satisfying to him, so much more real and inspiring than anything he had found in America as an immigrant and as an impoverished student, that he attached himself to Kraemer as his shadow.




  Fritz was in turn stimulated by Henry’s intense response, gave him the best he had to offer, and received the best in exchange. He said that Henry had a “musical sense of history,” a very perceptive remark which illustrates the enthusiasm with which Henry was plunging into those new studies. Kraemer was still only 35, “a little bombastic at times” in Henry’s own words, and, in the full sense of the term, “a good German.” The two men remained close friends for a tune, but Kraemer remained “a good German,” and Henry proceeded on his way to a philosophy which wanted to transform goodness into something more practical.




  Kraemer’s influence was profitable in every possible way: as a unique source of learning and ideas, but also as the example of the idealistic loser. Henry decided that he would be a realist, a pragmatist, and that efficiency would always dictate his moves rather than his ideals. Fritz was proud of his disciple: but he hardly knew what he had really taught Henry.




   




  After six months at Camp Claiborne, the 84th Infantry and Henry Kissinger were moved into a combat zone on the West European front.




  After the Battle of the Bulge, where Henry earned a bronze star, he was promoted to the rank of staff sergeant in the 970th Counter-intelligence Corps, and because of his fluency in German and on Kraemer’s recommendation, became interpreter for his commanding general. When Germany surrendered six months later, in April of 1945, Henry was rewarded by his general with a choice assignment: he was to reorganize the municipal government of Krefelt-Bensheim, a small township not too far from Heidelberg. And Henry rapidly worked up to becoming the district administrator with the military government for occupied Germany. It was his first substantial taste of power; and although the irony of his situation appeared a little heavy at times, he enjoyed the unlimited power he now wielded over the very people who had tortured his kin, killed millions of innocents, and rejected him as a degenerate. By contrast, his behavior was exemplary and meticulously correct. He was particularly humane with the local functionaries. “Strictly by the book” was the phrase used often to describe Henry’s performance in this post. The record accords with the reports: he received two letters of commendation from his superior officers. And when he was demobilized in mid-1945, Henry remained in Germany as a well-paid civilian instructor at the European Command Intelligence School, Oberam-mergau, teaching military officers their occupation duties—“most competently,” declares a report.




   




  During his time at Krefelt-Bensheim, he used to drive every Sunday to Heidelberg where he had made some new friends on and off the half-deserted campus.




  He loved the charming old city, so overpoweringly German, quaint, gabled, and ancient. Its fresh and turbulent student population was reduced because of the war to a few dozen, who followed improvised courses in makeshift installations, but they gave much animation to the romantic decor. They were happy and carefree because it was the first spring after the war, the misery was over, and they were alive—in one piece, young, strong, and German.




  Henry never missed his weekly visit to the little antiquarian bookshop next to the Cathedral, where he had already unearthed a few treasures, and was certain to find more. He felt with great force that he had found one when he entered the dusty little store, one Sunday in late May. A girl, a young woman, was the only other person present. She stood gracefully: tall, with a small, round face that made her look very young and vulnerable, reading a book with an amused expression.




  She looked up when the door clanged and examined Henry with detached boldness. My God, she’s just too perfect, Henry groaned inwardly.




  He returned her gaze, and smiled.




  She closed her book, looked at the shelf and picked up another one.




  “Are you an American?” she asked in English. Henry was not too fond of his sloppy uniform, and donned his sloppy civvies instead when he went to Heidelberg. Her accent was just as refreshing as her presence, and as her query. She was looking straight at him.




  “What if I am,” he answered in German. “Are you going to throw a Molotov cocktail at me?”




  “Your accent is pretty good. You could be a spy. My name is Jutta von Clausewitz. Will you tell me who you are? Or is that an embarrassment?”




  “Von Clausewitz? I would love to say that my first name is Napoleon: it is only Heinz, I regret to say, Heinz Kissinger. In America they call me Henry, but I was born here. Are you really a Clausewitz?”




  “One of the best.”




  “The best,” said Henry. “Let’s walk out together into the sunshine, and I will tell you why.”




  She giggled. Henry had the dreamy impression that something extravagantly beautiful was about to happen. His usual timidity had vanished. He felt totally secure, no doubt because their contact had been so complete from the first glance. The grace from Heaven.




  Jutta was two inches taller than Henry, perhaps three, but he didn’t mind that. He enjoyed seeing her from \hat angle, it was an even richer vision. And she had felt from the first second the power in her short companion; he was not pretty or heroic-looking, but that little man had something she wanted, pretty urgently too. And so she enjoyed looking down at him, and guessing how he must be feeling about her. Very exciting.




  They ran up the hill behind the old castle, frolicked in the tall grass, and later sat down to a German feast in a great old inn with an elaborately sculpted wooden facade, blackened by time. The place was filled with U.S. military and a few uncomfortable semi-official Germans, but Henry managed to obtain a quiet table where the two of them started an intimate exchange.




  Jutta was three-quarters Prussian, with an American grandmother who had purchased her way into the decadent branch of the family. She was twenty-five, three years older than Henry, but she looked like an overgrown, voluptuous child. She had never been to America, and she was fascinated by Henry’s story, which he told her with alternate sincerity and irony.




  They remained in the restaurant alone, sipping a rare local plum liqueur and talking intensely to each other, long after all the other guests had left. Jutta’s nose was ravishing, slightly upturned, and velvety. In fact she was velvet all over, her skin fresh and inviting, so smoothly polished. The exchange between them grew in fervor and intricacy. She wanted that moment to last as long as it possibly could, although she wanted what was bound to follow as much as he. But the game was to pretend perfect self-control. She did not have to look at him; she felt the waves of surging desire enveloping her, and his desire made her deliciously conscious of her own beauty. It made her mysteriously blossom and shine.




  They took a room under the roof and did not leave the inn for three days, except for a few walks during the night in the ill-lit medieval streets. The German spring was exceptionally light and balmy, and Henry was intoxicated with a genuine, sudden, unexpected, multi-leveled passion. He had never imagined such a thing possible. He felt his capacities to be endlessly revived; even after a sleepless night, when by rights he should have felt completely exhausted, it was enough to see Jutta tiptoeing nude across the room to propel him into yet another cycle of that endless tryst. By the evening of the third day they agreed that their mucous membranes were so bruised, swollen, and sensitive, that it was time to take a rest. They agreed on a 12-hour truce, and shook hands over it. Henry remarked that shaking hands was really too formal; a kiss would be more appropriate. That kiss broke the truce once again. It was hopeless, and extremely satisfying.




  Henry returned two days later than planned to Krefelt-Bensheim, with Jutta, and provided the small city with rich themes for gossip. Henry worked less than before, but more efficiently, and the job had by now fallen into a routine pattern. He wrote two letters, one to Sarah to explain his last three months of silence, and to tell her that he had started a new life. The other one was to Fritz Kraemer, to ask him if he had ever been in love.




   




  Henry and Jutta drove back often to Heidelberg, made new friends there and in Frankfurt, and toured the countryside intensively. Henry was very touched by what he saw: defeated, broken people trying to come alive again, then: lovely countryside marred by sombre patches of destruction. But new, green life was fast covering the traces of carnage; Germany seemed to be emerging with a new hope from the deep shadows of Hitler’s folly.




  One day, as they were driving past a lake near Munich, Jutta pointed to a tiny village on the top of a hill, and asked Henry if he would mind taking a small winding road that led to it. She asked him to stop near an ancient church, and opened the door to a rustic, overgrown cemetery next to it. Inside, she led Henry by the hand, guiding him between rows of tombstones, until she stopped in front of a tomb which was simply marked by an oblong mound of earth. At the head a simple cross bore a name, “Karl-August Hummel.”




  “That’s my husband,” she murmured. “The man I love. I am sorry. But I had to tell you. Please, darling, you must understand, you must not suffer. This man died for me. I made him suffer horribly, I killed him with my love as surely as if my love had been a poison.”




  So it is ending, thought Henry. Next she would say that everything she touched was destroyed. His eyes fixed on her slim ankles, then travelled slowly up her long, long legs.




  “My love is poison,” Jutta continued. “I wish I could cure myself. I have tried everything—everything.”




  Henry’s mind wandered again. His eyes caressed her breasts. She has tried everything, his mind repeated. Even Henry Kissinger.




  Her voice continued, rising higher and higher as she became aware of the drama of her words. “My heart is sick, sick, sick. And for me, death is the only beauty.”




  Henry had a sudden humorous vision of himself pulling out a Luger and shouting: Die, then, German bitch! But he only smiled.




  “Our tune together was wonderful, and I enjoyed having you so much in love with me. How exciting it was! But it’s not fair to you, and there are few graveyards left as charming as this one. Here are the keys to the car, Heinz. I am going to spend the night in this village with some old friends of mine. Drive carefully and remember me when you are back in America. Will you?”




  Henry touched her blond hair gently. “Do I get to keep the car?” he asked.




  CHAPTER II. HARVARD




  At their last meeting before he left Germany and Army life, Fritz Kraemer had suggested to Henry that he go to a more “evolved” school than City College. Henry applied to Harvard and was accepted, almost immediately, for the semester beginning in September of 1946. For reserve sergeant Henry Kissinger of the U.S. Army, Intelligence work was just beginning. His Intelligence experience had taught him that his taciturn, introspective nature was a valuable asset. It had also revealed the mechanics of political power operating behind the lines of public exposure: and that revelation was opening his eyes to a new understanding. So, that was American democracy at work!




  The years immediately after World War II at Harvard University are often described as the most dynamic in that school’s history. The energy, motivation, and maturity of the returning G.I.s and the general positive feeling in the political world after the gloom of the war, created an atmosphere of high intellectual excitement.
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