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	Caught


	 


	Allow me to imagine. Meier - Max Meier. Hmm... I still find this name "Double M" – my nickname since my youth – funny. Where he was not known, I introduced him myself. Why do I whisper...? I was just now captured by Russian partisans. My ribs ache. From the kicking. In my mouth, more and more blood accumulates. My wrists are tied with strong ropes. Everything hurts. We must kneel and lean forward. This is what our guards want.


	There are only five left of us. All the others...dead. Schrott... Hauptsturmführer Schrott. One who leaves out his title is subject to severe punishment. Now he is kneeling in the same position, a little further away. He had put a pistol to his head when he realized the hopelessness of the situation. A partisan snatched the weapon from him and actually injured himself when a shot from the Luger broke loose. These Lugers are really insidious and you have to deal with them.


	We had not expected partisans so far in the west, near Hrodna. We were sent to the patrol to search for saboteurs and fugitives. It is April, 1943. The SS Panzerkorps had recaptured Kharkov the previous month. A liberating jubilation had spread. It goes forward again, so is the general opinion...and now that. I look at the forest floor in front of me. Search for a more comfortable posture. The sharp pain, especially in the ribs, is only slight. I need to get as low as possible to avoid the pain caused by stretching the ribs. The left half of my face feels dull. The blow of the rifle butt had hit me with full force during my capture. I only felt my knees sagging. I noticed the other injuries only when I woke up again in this clearing. Now I stare at the forest floor in this kneeling position and try as best as I can to hold my position. Gradually, the strong ringing in my ears subsides and the voices around me get a little clearer. I feel sick. I do not know about fear or pain. I think about last night in our quarters. What a pleasant life we had there. This is how far away everything now appears. Just as far away as Frauke. my wife, and my son Knut.


	This looked like one of those patrols which have become routine. Not so unpopular with the team. A little bit out. The weather was sunny. A beautiful spring day. The hope for a little change. According to the mood. We had been passing through this part of the forest so often. Always the same pattern. Two motorcyclists, a truck wagon with MG, an armed troop carrier and another 2 cyclists followed. The area was considered clean. We did not expect any real danger. I blame myself. I only had my next vacation in mind.  The first warming days of sunshine have a stimulating effect.            


The armed attack hit us like a hammer. A violent bang and at the same time the big truck was raised violently. I was thrown from the loading area. I can still remember that. I was thrown to the side of the street and could hardly move. As if through a veil, I perceive the fierce firefight. I saw my comrades falling or screaming, hurt and lying on the ground. Dazed, I tried to orient myself, as a shadow beside me seemed to rise from the ground. I consciously tried to roll sideways and grab my weapon at the same time. The blow was severely violent. I barely caught it. I’m shaking slightly, I’m shivering now.


	„Well, my great Aryan?“ I hear a voice quite close to me. „Are you shit scared?“


	The voice now seems to be almost above me. I carefully try see something in this position. As good as it gets. He speaks German? As if I were awakening from an evil dream. I feel a blow on my head.


	„You there!“ „Look at me!“The voice was quite similar like that of Schrott. I lift my head. A pair of lace-up boots stick out from under brown wool trousers. I see that first. Then the speaker sinks into a crouch. A pair of blue eyes is looking at me, but without a trace of compassion. He briefly looks at my shoulders and turns his head to one of his companions and speaks to them in Russian. They laugh. About me? „So you’re called Meier...“ hesitating briefly, „Max Meier...“ „From what unit and where are they stationed?“Almost dreamlike I now hear Schrott, „Only tell this scum your name and service...“ A dull thud, roar and audible rattle, which I attribute to Schrott. The speaker turns to Schrott and makes a statement, apparently in Russian, of course. He turns to me again.“I am People Commissioner Frank Lubliner and you will answer my questions...will you not?“ Almost gently.


	„Frank Lubliner?“ I can only mutter with my broken jaw, „You are J...?“ I stop. The speaker barely glances at my chin then looks me over. „Yes, I am a Jew.“His voice now sarcastic,„But you may also respectfully call me Comrade Commissioner.“ The latter broke into booming laughter. The speaker who presented himself as Comrade Commissioner. He must be almost 1.85. Athletic build, blond hair and blue eyes. The Russian field jacket, the cartridge belts, and the well-kept military service boots, which he probably took from a fallen soldier or prisoner. A very impressive appearance.


	„Hmmm...he does not look like a Jew. He actually looks the same as these ‚Untermenschen‘ he describes.“Frauke looks at the picture with little enthusiasm. „Do we really have to hang his picture in the middle of our living room?“ I liked her from the beginning. Her pretty appearance as well as her lively nature. „Hold something back please,“ I urge her, 


	„A remark of this kind...“ I look at her neck. She looks up. „What...?“ I just shrugged my shoulders.


	Frauke had arranged the living room according to her own taste. „Do you like it?“ She moved closer to me. „I’ve arranged it for us. You’re never here. What’s in this package? „Well, a portrait of the Führer, which should be displayed in all living rooms. We resigned ourselves to our duty and to his observance. At his request, at his command. Something other than his portrait would certainly fit better in our living room.


	"Junior squad leader you have a charming wife. (I was still that at the time...) the Standartenführer returned my salute, as I seemed to be smiling, with a cup of coffee in his hands. I was his driver at the time and he allowed me to drop in on my family on the way back to the HQ.“ Provided you invite me in for coffee.“ Standartenführer Nolte had a distanced cultivated personality, but was a very pleasant counterpart. A former professor of history. After all. I had to park the car a little longer and he was alone with Frauke for a short time. Whether or not this was a good idea, I asked myself afterwards. I searched Fraukes face. „Charming wife...?“ An implication? Frauke is indifferent. A lively entertainer. Personally, I appreciate that. Under our new regime, however, this also has its dangers. Jokes and mockery are not really desirable. It suggests an identification with frivolity. I was not so comfortable. She had something mischievous in her eyes when I looked at her. „You know...“ Standartenführer Nolte gestured to the living room, „we just talked about your tasteful living room.“ „Do you like it?“ I just asked as I felt a lump in my throat begin to form, „Frauke is the decorator for both of us.“ This should ease the situation. „Charming and tasteful, as I said,“ Nolte began anew. „You should really allow your wife to hang the image of the Führer to the side, thusly,“ he showed the sample of the picture which Frauke liked so much, „to hang in the middle.“ Later, Frauke said to me, „A beautiful new world is that which starts to tremble at the sound of free speech.“ I was ashamed and said nothing.


	„Hey, Fascist, are you dreaming?“ A short kick in the side followed by a stinging pain. “I’m talking to you...“ I see two black boots before me. They are the boots of the „silent man“ as I call him. He always stood behind the Commissioner during the interrogations, only looked at me, and now and then whispered something to this Lubliner. He has cold eyes, just like Schrott, at least so it seems to me. He and three men had swept us away. With shivers I heard the cries, which gradually passed into whimpering.


	„Everyone has his limit...“ Schrott had once said to me after an interrogation when he left the barracks and answered my obvious question. Interrogations were his special skill, as he liked to mention. I did not get the impression that he was trying to be notorious. He had an eerie strange glow in his „What function did you have in the camp...“ He also speaks perfect German. „Answer, Fascist!“ His voice was harsh and demanding. „Guarding, supervision,“ I reply. „Straighten up!“ I follow his order. My knees hurt almost more than my ribs at the moment. I feel sick. My stomach has this strange pressure as it does before I vomit. I feel sweat on my forehead. I’m dizzy. „Explain your duties more precisely.“ „What are you doing in this... warehouse?“ she asked me once when I was sitting in the garden. The question came as a surprise, like a summer thunderstorm. Guarding...nothing more.I did not like the way she looked at me. Her look was so strange... suddenly alien. „Our duties went according to the corresponding situation...“ I haltingly answered. Schrott has returned. More like dragged in. Breathing heavily, moaning after two partisans brought him in. It is almost dark, I saw no external injuries. But the rope around his neck dangles. They will not...?


	„What is appropriate for such situations?“ He had also looked at Schrott for a moment then turned back to me. Someone beside me, I think Hartmann, sobbed softly. „When the trains arrived, we had to log and monitor the unloading of units.“ I struggle for breath. I cannot explain my sudden condition. It is as if a paralyzing fever were raging inside me. „What did you monitor?“ „What does ‚units‘ mean?“ He moves closer. His voice is impatient. I breathe out briefly, „That is precisely prescribed by the camp regulations.“ „Units are a certain number of prisoners.“ „The first thing is to have them sorted out and counted. This is usually done by the capos. Examination of the prisoners on workability, divided into two groups of women and men. „The disabled into separate groups.“ I cannot shake the impression that he already knows something, or everything. „A hard task has been imposed upon us.“ The Gauleiter paused briefly. He paced up and down as he spoke this sentence. Our age group at the junior school just before graduation. „History will honor us later for these accomplishments. When the time is ripe.“ „But now the situation demands that we do this in secret.“


	He came a little closer to me. I can even smell the earthy odor of his clothing. The slight crunch of the leather of his boots is clearly audible, „The non-working group?“ „Well, all those who were physically unable to be recruited to work. „He bends forward and I feel his breath in my face. Very uncomfortable. I wish Lubliner was back in his place. „Go on...the disabled group.“ I slide slightly in the hope that the pain in my knees lessens, „Sick, infirm... just as I described.“ He looks at me with hostility, „Pregnant and children?“ It’s really unpleasant. A slap, it burns in my face. „It’ll be soon!“ I swallow, my throat is somewhat dry, and I really want my voice to be strong and firm, while I answer, „Yes, that too.“


	He stared at me the whole time. What is he hoping to see? Crouching like Lubliner in front of me, he drums his fingers in rhythm impatiently on his leather field bag.


	„Have you heard that before?“ The Scharführer is close to the gate to the shower room. He holds his index finger to the front of his lips and holds his head, listening at the iron gate. He signaled us to follow him. A dull throb is heard. There must have been a lot of hands or fists. I could feel the vibration caused by the knocking on the cold steel on my ear. It could not get any fiercer or louder. Eerily even. Human sounds were not heard.


	„It always stops after the same period of time,“ he explains. „Same time, the mix is right.“ He smiled proudly.


	„Guided to the special treatment!“ He snorts this sentence. In his face, it seems to me...pure disgust.








Guilty


	 


	„Early morning...good.“ „By shooting?“ The Commander sits next to Lubliner on a box in the tent. It smells of food and cigarette smoke. Somebody hums „White Lilies.“ Lubliner looks up, „Death by the rope...they are all guilty.“ The Commander raises his eyebrows and nods, „Hmm, by the rope,“ almost thoughtfully. „The verdict for criminals,“ and somewhat emphatically, „My Comrade Commander, directly on the road to Hronda.“ He nods and closes his eyes for a moment. When he reopens them, his facial expressions are somewhat demanding and mocking, „The fascists will be rewarded by my Comrade Commissioner.“ Lubliner looks at his papers, as if he were looking for the next answer, „They will be like this.“ „We’ve already slaughtered a whole patrol load of them.“ „Already forgotten, Comrade Commander?“ The latter shakes his head. Lubliner nods his head in the direction where he now assumes the prisoners are, „No trace of remorse, not even a trace of a thought of the wrongs of their deeds.“ He turns to the Commanders, „Because they do not expect punishment, and they never hear a voice that has doubts about their actions.“ The Commander frowns, „Well spoken, my friend, well spoken.“ „We are witnesses to the birth of a new society, with the creation of a new man, leader’s cult, etc.“ He grins and looks at Lubliner, „Something unpleasant with many parallels, is it not?“ „A new society or community that excludes everything else, thinking differently, such as, for example, the Jews.“ Lubliner tries to make his voice sound Italian, „My Comrade Commander, you are an intellectual.“ He searches for a reaction in his face, in vain. He only grins broadly, and his lips are a little theatrical, „The description would be foolish. „He lowers his head and looks at Lubliner’s hands resting on the report, „Being intellectual is almost as dangerous as being Jewish.“ Satisfied, he sees how Lubliner’s index finger jump at the word Jew. He raises his head again, „Simple, nephew of a delegate of the Soviets with much influence...I would like that.“ Lubliner tries to assume a cheerful expression, „I would say you are an extraordinary, cautious, simple and responsible Comrade Commander.“ He leans back with a booming laugh, then, as he gets up, he pinches Lubliner in the cheek, „I knew we would be good friends.“ Laughter again.


	„My share in these crimes?“ It gets me a bit annoyed. „These are all enemies of the people...!“Newspapers, books and radio. They have told us all, they have told or taught us all. The silent man looks at me, „So, everyone says this?“ I do not like the way he says it.


	„Like the animals ...“ A voice behind us in the cinema. I was on vacation and Frauke and I wanted to watch a movie. Before the main performance, the weekly show. Russian war prisoners at the food bank.


	„Like the animals?“ Frauke repeated on the way, looking straight ahead thoughtfully. I said nothing. And she continued into the silence, „These people were completely starved,“ she hesitates, looking at me, „Only a small bucket and thousands of starving people...ha...wild animals.“ „Anyone would behave like this in the same situation.“ I did not know what to say. As I mentioned, I always liked her lively qualities. But this time, I shuddered. „This is war...!”I found nothing better for an explanation. Somehow I felt it as a reproach. She looked at me only briefly. Her eyes showed no more love than usual. On the contrary, accusing, somewhat scornful, I thought, to read this in her gaze, as she glanced at me briefly. Otherwise, I enjoyed being so close to her. At every step, feeling something of her. The short striation of her hip, a little thrust of her shoulder, or the slight pressure of her arms. And suddenly I felt an alienation, cold and gruesome, like a fog crawling over me. „These are official reports from the front,“ I interject. „They cannot afford to lie.“ She looks at me and I do not experience redemption. „We only have this press and the propaganda ministry. Only this truth...Max.“ I looked around like a caught school boy. She smiled at me, „My poor Max here does not hear us.“


	„Hey...are you listening to me?“ The silence took me by the head and shook me. „Yes, of course, yes, of course...“ I hurry to soothe his furor. He hits me right in the face on the right, where my jaw already hurts. I close my eyes briefly and tilt my head a bit. A piercing pain spreads over the right side of my face.


	„Answer...or...“ In his voice there is no compassion or understanding for listening to my situation. „A new life...“ I reply as quickly as I can to his question, on what my personal decision was to fight for our cause. „Your object?...A new life?“ He comments scornfully.


	„It’s a nice life,“ I thought as I left the house and swung my bike out. Frauke was standing at the window of our little model cottage with Knut in her arms as she blew me another kiss. Depending on the mood she was in, she sometimes opened her dressing gown and puckered her lips. Love and passion alike. I turned into the alley that led to the foundry, my workplace at that time. The poster of the Waffen SS „Report yourselves voluntarily“ strangely and magically attracted me, despite my happiness. I could not explain this restlessness.


	„Yes, if that is not our double M...“ The voice tears me out of my dreams. A little bit away from a group of SA members, he waved at me. Jakob, third son of the Baron from our village in the Harz. We were teenagers. I, the second son of a peasant. He, a latecomer, „Chess piece for the marriages of the nobility,“ as he once remarked mockingly. „We share the same destiny, not being the firstborn,“ he laughed, tapping me on the shoulder. „Thus, we are free to choose our destiny.“ Confused and flattered at the same time, I had listened to him. The same fate but different worlds. At first he attended the village school as we all did. No conspicuous talent. Remarkable, despite everything. Well dressed, according to his family background, he rose above us. His self-image, his skill in language, and his manners attracted the attention of everyone near him. He was well equipped with everything his noble lineage promised. The girls liked him.


	„You here ??“ I braked in surprise and got off the bike. „You did not go to America?“ Something like disappointment spread inside me. He had said goodbye to us when he set out for the boarding school at Konstanz, „And then I’ll go to America. You’ll see.“ As if someone strangled me by the neck. So I had taken this sentence. „The new world!“ I still say this sentence today. Sometimes. A mixture of curiosity and longing. A magical sentence.


	He laughed aloud, „Do you remember that?“ „Boston, Massachusetts. I studied there.“ A little pride rose in his voice. So it seemed to me. Strangely, I felt something like relief. At least one of us had managed to fulfill his true dreams. Even now, dressed in the brown uniform of the SA, his unpretentious character governed his surroundings. I looked at the clock. My time was short. Just as before, time and space seemed to him to be only a useful backdrop through which he took a step. Laughing, he held me by the arm and introduced me to his people. „People, this is Meier’s Max. My best friend from my teen years.“ „Construction department...?“ A short whistle of recognition. „I’m in your city for a while.“ „We have to see each other.“ He gave me his card and waved happily afterwards...almost like before. So many almost forgotten pictures returned that day. They upset my concentration and zeal. Was that the sustenance or cause of my restlessness?


	Lubliner is still working on his report. It should be meticulous and neutral. As the party wanted it. The silent man, Jakob Dinges, creeps through the narrow opening into the tent. His notes rolled up in his hands, he crouches down onto the box, which serves Lubliner as a work table. The laughter of the Commanders from the back of the tent briefly distracts both of them. They look at each other and Lubliner makes a short twirling motion at with his hand beside his temple. Both immediately lowered their heads as Jegor, the Commander, looks over at them. Too late! They both realize that he is obviously not as drunk as they first assumed. He shuffles with a satisfied grin through the tent in their direction. With a puff, reminiscent of a locomotive, he settles down among them. He makes it a bit wider, to his liking. One time he leans to the right, to search for his lighter, sometimes to the left to rummage through the other pocket. Both Lubliner and Dinges had to give way in each instance. „My friend Commissioner,“ tapping on Lubliner’s shoulder several times, „You still write.“ „The biography of a pig...?“ He jokes, and makes sure that Lubliner catches wind of his boozy breath. Amused, he observes his wrinkled nose. „The investigation report for headquarters, Comrade Commander,“ Lubliner suggests in an indulgent tone, his reaction to Jegor’s game. „So, so...“ turning to Dinges, „Reports ..!“He blows the smoke from the first drag of his cigarette in his direction. In contrast to Lubliner, whom he teases more to amuse himself, he does not like taking things personally. „You are fighting against your own people.


	I do not trust anyone who does such a thing. Even if they are our worst enemies.“ Dinges had at that time accepted the news of the dissolution of the Volga Germans Soviet Republic, although he was its representative. To Jegor’s understanding, somewhat too much party discipline. „Everything for the party? Everything for the cause?“ He looked him in the face. He detected no movement. This one just nodded. He is more careful when Dinges is near him. A man who sacrifices everything for his conviction. Probably also his family, friends... Hmm, Dinges has no friends. He only has the party. Lubliner looks up, „We must associate these crimes with persons, with names. If faces and names can be attributed to perpetrators, it will be harder to deny this horror.“ Lubliner glances over the pile, „What are their motives? What are their objectives?“ Jegor clears his throat briefly and raises his pistol, „Power!“ „Full power over others...“ He smiles, looks around and whispers, „Power the world over?“ Lubliner looks somewhat puzzled, „Interesting theory.“ „And easy to understand...!“ says Jegor, growing louder. „New men, unconcerned and obedient,“ Jegor sizes up Dinges’ sentence, „There is no place for individuality. Camps and death sentences for subhumans and counter-revolutionaries...“ „You are drunk, Comrade Commander,“ Lubliner interrupted him. „A comparison of their world with ours is blasphemy. „The Commander shrugs his shoulders and grins, „You know, my friend and comrade, when I look at these new world monkeys, I always take a strong sip.“ „Otherwise I might be tempted to put a bullet through my head. „Jegor turns his gaze back to Dinges, „Or better yet, execute a few of these new world monkeys.“ He struggles to rise and leans heavily on Dinge’s shoulder. For a brief moment, he looks him in the eye. Satisfied, he looks up and down his neck several times.


	„This pain in my knees. It is hard to bear. The interrogations are disrupted. The Commissioners have crawled into a tent nearby.“ „I could see it, because I had just been interrogated by the ‚silent man‘ and was therefore allowed to stand up.“ He speaks excellent German...both.“ „Defectors?“ „Who knows?“ Many questions about my last superior, Gustav Willhaus of camp Lemberg. „He interrupted me, „Lwiw...“ knocking me on the head with his fist.


	„Well, he was a strict commander. Everything had to be properly and meticulously obeyed. He was equally feared by the prisoners and the guards.“


	„His methods were notorious. Especially in winter. He froze prisoners who had been ill-treated in the place, and to accelerate this they were put into water drums. Quitters, in his opinion.“


	The silent man almost murmured, „Quitters, was there a doctor at all?“ I looked down, touched my forehead and lifted my head. „Now...?“A hospital ward...there was a hospital station,“ I explained quickly. I do not like how he looks at me. I always did what was written in the daily orders. He wants to know how Willhaus was as a man, whether I would want to know him personally.


	„A rather crude nature, but a very concerned Commander to his troops,“ I stated curtly. He briefly exchanges looks with his companion. They nod in my direction and shake their heads. „His deputy, Neumann, on the other hand, was a man with a great deal of culture.“


	„Hah...“ he almost shouted, „Culture considered...what?“ „Did he play the violin while Willhaus shot prisoners from the veranda?“ They are speaking again in Russian. Their laughter cannot be interpreted in its tone. I suppose it’s ridicule. I get up, even though I’m counting on getting beaten, „No, no, I mean, we talked briefly about Nietsche when we were together.“


	„He has read Nietsche?“ This escapes his companion, the silent man. He asks himself, „What writings?“ Strange, something euphoric is growing inside me. A spark of hope? „European nihilism,“ I say, almost too loudly. „Nietsche is on the index with us,“ The silent man, looking at his neighbor, „How do you know this book?“ He looks briefly to the ground, „Censorship...before the war I was at the censorship authority in Kiev.“


	„It is now also forbidden to us...“ The silent man sat me down. „You only speak when you are asked.“


	„Max, this is the devil’s work. Who gave you this book?“ The pastor was beside himself. Found, of course, was wrong. I had received it from Jakob.


	„So, found...“ He mimicked me and held me by the arm, like a criminal caught in the act. The box on the ear burned. But Pastor Friedensreich was not a good sport. His educational slaps were only feared by the „little ones.“ I stood in front of the class as if pilloried. In anticipation of the „punishment“ which would now follow. „He has not even finished reading this corrupting work,“ holding up the book like a trophy. „Sin already creeps into our Max. Lying and cheating are the properties of godless depravity.“ I looked over to Jakob. He winked at me. I thought I read ridicule or contempt in his facial expressions. Fascinated, I watched him rise. „He got the book from me!“ The sound of his voice did not give the impression of a confession. The pastor paused and stared at him with a stone face. I felt his hand twitch on my shoulder. Then he let it go, as if it were made of burning coals. The priest’s twitching lips formed, but Jakob continued, „A gift from my father. With all due respect.“ Pointing to his head with a short bow. Friedensreich’s voice became much more gentle, „But such a book...I mean, it does not belong in children’s hands.“ „Your father should know that.“ „My father determines what he thinks is right in his house!“ He lowered his head slightly. He was nearly a head bigger than the pastor at his age. He added harshly, „You can of course complain to my father.“ I glanced to the side where the pastor was still standing. I do not know exactly what I felt when I looked over. It was his helplessness, more than the loss of his authority. His lack of courage to go further for his conviction.


	„He will not dare.“ Jakob turned around, grinning, „My great hero.“ I asked him what would happen if he went to his father. He laughed proudly, „My father gives him some money every year. You see, my hero, even God can be bought.“ I felt a bit queasy. Overwhelmed by my hesitation. „Max, you were just witnessing the collapse of an old order. In an alliance with an authoritarian structure, he thought so for a time.“ „Every change, every bit of loud laughter aroused its mistrust.“ „A single book, a free spirit, frightens them.“ „Have no sympathy for him. The old childhood fear deserves nothing different.“


	And what has become of our world? So I wondered. The Kaiser is gone. My father has fallen. The security of the old values. Just remember. This new freedom after the Great War is loud and shrill. The successors of the Kaiser’s throne. They cling to it, but do not hold it. Too unhappy to see a safe future. No provision for longing for peace and stability. What should be believed when you have no lightness of heart like that of Jakob? The Jakobs find their way everywhere.








New worlds


	 


	„New world in America...forget it“ Jakob made a defensive gesture, moved in the chair a bit more comfortably. „We will build a new world here. For us and for our idea. „Still, I wanted to know more about America. As children, we devoured the stories of Carl May, James Cooper, Jack London, and not the least Mark Twain. „Did you find anything out about this world?“ I asked my question in protest. That cannot have been just a youthful dream? Just a fantasy of our curiosity? I felt deceived. Jakob seemed to understand what I meant. His facial features became more serious. „Yes, my old friend, it still seems remote, the indians and cowboys, at least in the movies. But it has also become a modern world, where there is no more place for your romantic feelings.“ His explanation had something gentle, consoling. „Just imagine! We will build a new world in the middle of Europe. A new society, a new order and a new future, as you cannot imagine even in your wildest dreams.“ He seemed excited when he said this. I had known him since my early youth. I remembered his amusement and daydreams fondly as we roamed through the woods or sat at a fire somewhere. This vivacity, which we could hardly follow and, to our regret, the girls were so pleased by. Apparently to this day. „Those in the SA are a club mob,“ said Frauke, more to herself. Her voice sounded fascinated and almost absent. She frowned and looked at me with a strange expression, „A born seducer.“ But there was nothing enthusiastic in her statement. More concerned. „He wants to go into the SS,“ I explain briefly. Why do I defend him? I opened up to Frauke that evening when we were already in bed, that I would do the same. She turned to face me. „To the SS?“ somewhat disbelieving. „Do you think it’s what you’re looking for?“ „What is the function of this SS?“ „It means protection squadron...“ I tried to dispel her doubts. Protection meant something good at this time. She suddenly became animated, „Everyone suddenly wants to create a new world and new people.“ „The National Socialists and the Socialists.“ „They all want the whole world for themselves.“ „I’m scared. And you?“ In the dim light of the bedroom I saw the glow of her eyes. Not fearful but questioning. I moved closer to her. Her closeness and warmth inspired my resolve.“ The National Socialists do not desire our property,“ I whispered. „Someone who does not want our possessions can be trusted.“ „Everything they do is new. This self-confidence, the calling to traditions and familiar values. This makes it easier for me to face a new world.“ „I understand better and I feel better understood.“ „I should forbid you to deal with these Jakobs,“ she laughs lightly. „My Mäxchen only has a few flaws in his head.“
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